




EDINBURGH TALES 


Mils .lUllNSTONi;. 
MRS. MAliSlJ. 

M, l•'ltASI■;ll TVTRKII. 


MRS. (JDUK. 
AIRS, CROWK, 
.IDIIN MILLS. 


I lil’IKt> I:^ 


MRS. JOHNSTONE 


TllUKK V0H]:ME 


^iiss Mimnii) 
MARY HOWITT, 
WILIAAM HOAV1TT. 


CHAPMAN AND HALL, LONDON; 

JOHN MENZIJfiS, EDINBURGH. 



IHE 

EDINBURGH TALES. 


CHRISTMAS AMUSEMENTS; STORIES AJCD CHARADES* 

BY MISS MITFOUB. 


My readers must remember, that Aimic, 
“charming Annie,” like so many other 
charmers, liked of all tilings to he “ puzzled 
and her good-natured brother TVm pro- 
mised, that if their clever sister Sophy would 
lend her assistance, in the next charade Annie 
should be delightfully perplexed ; and more- 
over, that it should be a love Story, such 
as young ladies like, and also please their 
father, (provided he kept awake during the 
performance,) for it should be of the date of 
the Commonwealth. Sophia assented ; and, 
at Tom’s instigation, Charles fetched from tlie 
armoury a weapon of the gun or musket genus, 
solemnly promising the ladies not to fire it off. 
On this, the brother and sister retreated behind 
the screen, and emerged in the guise of a pair 
of lovers of the seventeenth century. 


CHARADE THE THIRD. 

Scene the First. — An old-fashioned Garden^ 
with Terraces^ Founiains, Yew-hedges^ S^c. 
— A hrge Mansion in the hack-ground , — 
TimSy eight in the evening, a.d. 1657. 

Mabel Goodwin— 

Mabel. So ! Master Alfred Montresor ! 
He promi^d to meet me here by eight, and 
the great clock in the hall wanted hut five 
minutes full half-au-hour agonc. It must 
be half-an-hour. I have been pacing up and 
down this walk, from the yew-hedge to the 
fountain, twenty times at least, besides going 
twice to the little doeg* in the garden-wall, to 
be sure that it was unbolted. It can’t be a 
minute less than lialf-an-hour. He had as 


well stay now in his hiding-place at the 
village, for I’ll never speak to him again. 
Never! And yet, poor fellow — No! I’U 
never speak to him again ! 

Fitter Alfred Moni resob. 

So, Master Alfred ! 

Alfred, So, ray pretty Mistress Mabel ! 
Why turn away so angrily ?. What fault , 
have I committed, I pray tliec ? 

Mah, Fault ? None ! 

Alf. Nay, nay, my little Venus of thfr 
Puritans, my princess of all Piecisians ; i( 
thou be offended tell me so. 

Mah, Offended, forsooth ! People arc j 
never offended with people they don’t care 
about. Offend ;d, quotha ! 

Alf. And is it l^ecause people don’t care 
for people that they bridle, aud flounce, and 
toss, and put their pretty selves into such 
pretty tantrums — eh, Mistress Mabel \ I am 
after time, sweet, but— »— * j 

Mab, After time I ! have been here this | 
half hour ! — and my father fa«t asleep in the j 
Imll ! After time ! If thou hadst cared for ■ 

me But men are ‘all — all alike^ There , 

hatli not been a true lover in the world since , 
Amadis his day — the mad Paladin tliut my 
old nurse was used to talk of, and that was 
hut a false legend. After time I — Why, if 
thou, hadst cared for me only us much as J 
care for this sprig of lavender, thou wouhJsl 
have been waiting for me before the chimes 
had rung seven. Just think of the time 
thou hast lost. Now thou inay’st go thy 


ways : leave me, sir ! 

Alf. .Va y, mine ow n sw eet love, do n ot 
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offer to snatch thy hand away*— -I cannot 
part with thee, Mabel, though tl^ou sliouldst 
fill tier like a new-caught dove. I must 
speak with thee : 1 have that to say which 
must bo heard, 

Mah, Well? 

A If, I have been dogged all day by a 
canting Puritan, a follower, as I take it, of 
thy godly father. 

Mah, Jeer not my father, Alfred, though *’ 
he be a roundhead and thou a cavalier. He 
is a brave man and a good. 

Alf. He is thy father, and therefore 
sacred to ino. Where didst thou say he is 
now? 

Mah, J left him in tlio hall, just settling 
quietly to an after supper nap. Why dost 
thou ask? 

AJf, 1 have been watched all day by one 
whom T suspect to he a spy ; and 1 fear me 
that 1 am discovered. 

Mah. Discovered in thy visits here? Di**- 
edvered as my~fncnd ( 

Alf. No, no: 1 trust not so* Therefore. 

I delayed to come to thee till 1 conld shake 
off' my unwelcome follower. Not diseovered 
as thy lover, thy friend, if sueh name better 
please thee, but as the c*'. . alier and i.iaii^ixant, 
iZ*cir phrase runs,) Alfred Moiitrcsor. 

But granting that were tnie, what 
liarin Last thou committed ? what hast thou 
to fear? 

Alf, Small hariii, dear Mabel ; and yet 
in these bad days small liann may cause 
j great fear. 1 have borne arms for the I^ing ; 

1 I have never acknowledged the i’rotcctor ; 

I am known as the friend of Ormond ; and, 
moreover, I am the rightful owner of this 
same estate and mansion of Montresor Hall, its 
parks, manors, and dependencies, hestow’cd by 
the sequestrators on thy father, Ckdonel (rood- 
win. Seost thou no fear there, fair Mabel ? 

Maf>, Alas! alas! 

Alf, Then my deceased father, stout old 
Sir Rolicrt, was aneddlctJ in ovt’ry plot and 
rising in the country, from the hrst year of 
the Rebellion to this, as I w'ell trust, the 
last of the Usiiipation, so that the very name 
sounds like a firebrand. ^Twould be held a 
fair service to the state, Mabel, to slioot thy 
poor friend ; and yet I promise thee, albeit 
a loyal subject to King Charles, I am haixlly 
fool enough to wage war in my- own single 
person against Oliver, whom a mightier con- 
queror than himself will speedily overthrow. 

Mah, A mightier conqueror ! 

Alf. Even the great tyrant Death, he 
who levels tlio mighty and the low ! 


Mah, Detith! Art thon then in such 
peril ? and dost thou loiter here ? I hesocch 
tliee, away ! away this moment ! Wliat 
detains thee? 

Alf, That w'hicli brought me, — ^thyself. 
Being in England, 1 came hither, more weeks 
ago than I caiv to think of, to look on my 
old birth-place, my old home. I saw thee, 
Mabel ; and ever since T have felt that these 
halls are a thousand-fold moi*c precious to 
me as thy homo, as thy inheritance, than 
over they conJd have been as ’mine. J love 
ihee, Mabel. 

Mah. Oh go ! go ! go ! I'o talk of love 
whil.st thou art in such danger ! 

Alf. 1 love thee, mine own Mabel. 

Mah. Go ! 

Alf. W'ilt thou gOAvitlime? 1 am not 
rich ; I have no fair mansion to take thco 
to ; but a soldier’s sword and a soldier’s arm, 
and a true heart, Mabel I Wilt thou «o 
with me, sweet one? PH bring Jiurses to tJie j 
little garden door.' The moon will be up at j 
twelve. Speak, ilearcst ? — and yet this trcni- | 
biiiig hand spe iks for thee. Wilt thou go | 
■with me and be my wedded wife ? 1 

M^h. I wdll. ^ lEa'eiwt. 

ScKN'r. 3 IIE Second . — The sam harden. A 
high wall on one mth a small strong 
dow' in it. The house in the back-ground. 

Enter ALERED/ro???y the side-door, 

Alf. Mabel! Not yet arrived! Surely ! 
she cannot have changetl her purpose? No, | 
\io ! It were treason against true love but ! 
to suspect her of wavering : she lingers from \ 
maiden modesty, from maiden fear, from | 
natural affection, from .all that man w’orships I 
in woman. Bui if .she knew the cau.se I r 
have to dread every tlelay ! | 

Enter Ma ijkl, from the house, j 

Mabel ? S>veetest, liow breathless thou art ! ■ 
Thou canst hardly stand ! Rest tbei; on : 
this seat a moment, my Mabel ! And yet j 
delay— Sit here, dearest ! What hath startled 
thee ? 

Mob. I know not. And yet — 

Alf, How thou tremhlcst still ! And 
wlmt? 

Mab. As I passed the gallery— Only feci 
how niy heart ffutters, Alfred I 

Alf, Blessings on that dear heart ! Calm 
thee, sweetest. — What of the gallery ? 

Mah. As I pa.^ed, methoiight I heard voices. 
Alf, Indeed ! -And I, too, have missed 
the detected spy who hath been all day 
dogging ray steps. Can he — but no! All 
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is quiet in the house. Look, Mabel i All 
dark and silent. No light save the moon- 
beams dancing on the window-panes with a 
cold pale brightness. No sound save the song 
of the nightingale — dost thou not hear it ? It 
seems to come from the sweet-briar, which sends 
it^ fragrant breath in at yonder casement. 

Math, That is my father’s chamber — my 
dear, dear father ! OJi, when he sliall wako 
and find Jiis Mabel gone, little udll the 
breath of tlie sweet-briar, or the song of the 
nighting.aJe, c(ftnfort him then ! My -dear, 
dear father! lie kissed me after prayers 
to-night, and laid his hand on my head and 
blessed me. He will nevt'r bless his poor 
cliild again. 

Atf. (\)me, sweetest ! TIic horses wait : the 
Ijours wear on ; morning will soon he liere. 

Mnh. Oil, what a morning to my jiooi*, 
}>oor father! his Mabel, his only child, his 
\ beloved, hi^ trusted I Oh, Alfi-cd, my father I 
I m,\ faflier ! 

i Alf, Maiden, if thou invest tJiy fatlicr 
; better I ban me, remain with him. IL is not 
yet too late. I love thee, Mabel, as well as 
man may love on this side of idolatry ; too 
: well to steal thee aw'fly against thy will ; too 
: well to take Iliy hand withotit thy heart, 
j Tlie clioicf* is still open to thee, lletiirn to 
I thy fatlier’b house, or w'eud with me. Weep 
t not thus, dear one ; hut do^ide, and quickly. 

I Moh. Nay, T will go witli thee, Alfred. 

! Forgive those tears! I'll go -with thee to the 
i end of tlin W'orld. 

I Alf. Now then, — What uoisc is that? 
j Mah, Surely, surel^^, the turning of a key. 

Aif. Ay, the door is fastened ; we arc 


fliscovered. 

!•* Mab, Is there no other way of eRca}>s? 

I Alf. None, The garden is walled round, 
j Look at these w’alls, M'lbcl; a squirrel could 
; bearcely tdinib them. 

Mah, 'J’ry the door again ; I do beseech 
thee try. I’ush against it — push manfully. 

Alf. It Is all in vain ; thou thyself 
heard’st the key turn ; and see how it resists 
my utmost strength. [^.Exeunt. 

•SoENU TiiiRp . — The same Part of the Garden. 
Ente^' Alfiibu and Mabel / rom the side. 


Mah. See ! The household is alarmed ! 
Look at the lights! Ventui*e not so near, 
dear Alfred I Conceal thee in the arbour till 
all is quiet. I will go meet tlicm. 

Alf. Alone? 

Mah. Whyi w^hat have T to fear? Hide 
thee behind the yewJiedge till the first 
search be past, and then — 


Alf. Desert thee ! Hide me ! And I a Mon- 
trcBor I But be calmer, sw'eetest ! Thy father 
is too good a man to meditate aught unlawful, 
’Twill be but some short restraint, wdth thee 
for my warder. Calm thee, dearest ! 

Enter Colonel Goouwin and a Iser-mnt^ from 

the IfoHSC. 

Good. Shoot! Shoot instanlly, .lonathan ! 
Slay tlic robber! Why dost thou md fire^ 
IVst thou in league with him? What dost 
thou fumble at ? 

Jon. So pleasj \^our ^Yor-llip, the wind 
hath extinguished the tr)uch-])r.])er. 

Good. 'J’lie wind liatli extinguished thy 
v\its, 1 trow', that thou could'st bring nought 
bat that old barque buss. Iteturn for a 
steel weai)on. [ Ar/V. .Ioxatiian.] Mean- 
time my sword — 1 see hut one man, and 
surely a soldier of the Cans<‘ and the Cove- 
nant, albeit aged, may well c<>po with a 
night thief. Come on. young man. Be’st 
tliou coward as well as robber? Defend 
thyself. 

Mah. Oh, father ! father! Would' st thou 
do murder before thy (laughter’s eyes ? 

Good. Cling not thus around me, maiden ? 
What makest thou with that thief, that 
craven thief? ^ 

Alf. Nay, tremble not, Mab J ; for thy 
sake 1 will endure even thh contumely. — 
Cut up your sword, sir; it I* needless. I 
yield myself your prisoner. At this instfint, 
suspicions, even as degrading as those uttered 
by Colonel Goodwin, may, ])prhaj>s, he war- 
ranted by ju}' erpiivocal position ; but when 
1 jnake my clf known to him, 1 trust that 
Ji(? Avill retract an asjiei'sion as unworthy 
of his character as of mine. 

OoufJ, 1 do know thee. Thou art the 
foul malignant Alfred Montrosor ; the abet- 
tor of the plotting tiaitor Oianond ; the 
outhiAvcd son of IIl law'less cavalier Avho 
once owned this deni sue. 

Alf. And knoAving me for Alfred Mon- 
Iresor, could'st thou take me for a garden 
robber? — C«)uld’st thou grudge to the some 
time heir of thew old halls a parting glance 
of their venerable la^auty ? 

Good. Young man, Avilt thou tell me, 
darcst tliou tell me, that it Avas to gaze on 
this old mansion that tliou didst steal hitlier, 
like a thief in the night? Alfred Mon- 
trpsor, cau’st thou look at thy father's house 
and utter that falsehood ? Ye^ware a 
lie/ithenish and blinded generalioff, main 
props of tyranny and prelacy, a worldly and 
a darkling race, wdio knew ned; the Jnith ; — 
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but yety from your earliest ancestor to the 
last possessor of those walls, ye had amougst 
the false gods whom ye worshipped one fair 
idol, called Honour. Alfred Idpnhresor, I 
joy that thou hast yet enough^ of grace 
vouchsafed to thee to shrink from affirming 
that lie. 

Alf, But a robber ! a garden thief ! 

Good. Ay, a robber ! 1 said, and I repeat, 
a robber, a thief, a des]>oiler. Ilatli the 
garden no fruit save its apricots and dew- 
berries? No flower save the jessamine and 
the rose? Hath the Jiouse no treasure but 
its vessels of gold and silver? the cabinet no 
jewel hilt its carbuncles and its rubies? If 
ever thou art a father, and hast one hopeful 
and dutiful maiden, the joy of tliine heart, 
and the apple of thine eye, thou thou wdlt 
hold all robbery light so that it leaves thee 
Acr, all robbers guiltless save him who would 
steal thy child. Weep not thus, Mabel. 
And thou, young man, away. 1 joy that 
the old and useless gun defeated my angry 
purpose — that I slew not mine enemy on his 
father’s ground. Away with thee, young 
man ! Go study the parable that Nathan 
ajiake to David. 1 ])elieve that there is 
AvaiTant enough for thy detention, but I 
will not make thee<prisoncr in the house of 
thy fathers. Thank me not ; but go. 

Mah. Father, hear me ! 

Good. Witliin I I’o-morrow ! 

Mah. Nay, here and now. Thou hast 
pardoned him ; hut thou hast not pardoned 
me. 

Good. 1 have forgiven thee — 1 do forgive 
thee. 

Mah. Thou knowest not half my sins! 
I am the prime offender, the great and 
uni‘e})cnting culprit. I loved him, I do love 
him ; we are betrothed, and I will hold 
faithful to my vow : never shall another 
man wed Mabel Goodwin ’ Oh, father, I 
knew not till this very now how dear thy 
poor child was to thy heart. — Can’st thou 
break her’s? 

Good. Mabel, this is a vain and simple 
fancy. 

Mah. Fatlier, it is love. — Alfred, plead 
for us ! 

Alf. Alas ! I dare not. Thou art a rich 
heiress ; 1 am a poor exile. 

Mah. Out on such distinctions ! Plead for 
us, Alfred ! i 

Alf. Mabel, I dare not. Thy father is 
my benefactor ; he has given me life and 
liberty. Would’st thou have me repay these 
gifts by J)ereaving him of his child ? 


Mah. We will not leave him. We will 
dwell together. Alfred, wilt thou not speak ? 

Good. His honourable silence hath pleaded 
for him better than idle words. Alfred Mon- 
tresor, dost thou love this maid ? 

Alf. Do 1 love her? 

Good. 1 believe in good truth that thou 
dost. Ta^e her then from the hand of her 
father. — There is room enough in yonder 
mansion for the heir and the heiress, tlie old 
possessor and tlie new. Take her, and 
Heaven bless ye, my children*! 

Mah. Now, bless me, mine ^ own dear 
father 1 and bless all the accidents of this 
happy night — Our projected , elopement — 
and the little door that would not let us 
elope — and iJic wind tliat blew out Jona- 
than’s spark of Are— ^and the old useless gun 
that, for want of that spark, would not 
shoot my Alfred. Blessings on them all ! 

“Well, Annie,** said Tom, “are you suf- 
ficiently puzzled ?” “ Yes,” replied Annie, 
looking graver tlian usual. “ Pray,” said 
slie in a whisper to Mr. Mortimer, “ is there 
such a word as matchlock ? Is matchlock 
the name of that old gun?” “Yes,” said 
Mr. Mortimer, taking the W'capon in hand, 
and proceeding to explain to her tlio con- 
struction of the lock. “ Then that’s it !” 
said Annie ; “ matchluck''s the w^ord.” 


On the whole the cliarades had gone off 
sufficiently well to induce a pretty general 
desire for a repetition of the same amusement. 
“Oh, yes,” said Annie, when the question 
was started, “more charades, pray! more! 
more!” added slio, dancing, and clapping her ^ 
hands, like a child of four years old, when " 
asking for another sugai’-plum, or another 
story. “ More ! more ! ” cried Annie ; and 
her brothers and sisters assented to her re- 
quest, on condition that she herself took a 
part. “We want you, Anme/’ said Sophia ; 

“ w'e can’t do without you ; you must be my 
daughter.” Annie demurred to tills not a 
little, 

And langbM, and blush'd, and oft did say 

Her pretty oath, by yea and nay, — 

She could not, would not, durst not play. 

At last, how'ever, she relented, conditioning in 
her turn that Mr. Mortimer should play too ! — ; 
Every body w'as astounded, first, at the liberty, j 
and then at the extreme discrepancy of so grave i 
a personage as Mr. Mortimer the bibliomaniac 
figuring in a* charade. But tlic gentleman 
took the demand in excellent part ; smiled, 
hesitated, apologized for his probable awk- 
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wardncBs on this his first appo^rifflce on any 
stage, and immediately dramatis, 
porsonjc behind the* screen; from whence he 
emerged, to our great aimssernent, saucepan 
in hand, m the charaOter of an old Gerni&n 
Baron. * ' * ' 

/ .OHARADE THE FOURTH. 

Scene the First. — A Dining-room in a 
Country Mansion^ 

Barm Von Blumack, Mr, Collins. 

( The Baron i^mgaged in stirring^ the coiitents 
of a saucepan on the fire,) 

Mr, Collins, It does not signifj’’ talking, 
j Baron ! You do as you like, of course, in 
I my house — Liberty llall! No^lady to inter- 
! fei *0 with you. But I cannot help saying 
that you are spoiling the porch. 

Baron, My very good friendt, you know 
noding of de mattere. 

Mr, C, Nothing of perch ! Have not I 
I been a ‘‘brother of the angle” any time 
! these thirty years ? Are not these very fish 
I of my catcliing? And were they not half 
an hour ago leaping ali\e in my ))a.sket, 
little dreaming, poor things, that they should . 
ever be turped into water zoQtse^ — or what- 
ever you call your confounded slop ? Know 
nothing of porch ! 

Bar, Noding of de cookery. To cache is 
I von ding — to vat you call dresse is aiioder. 

Mr, C, A pretty dressing, truly ! But did not 
Pliilips, my housekeeper. — I suppose you’ll 
admit that she knows something of cookery^ ? 

Bar, No — she vas know noding eider. 

Mr, C, Philips know nothing! Really, 
my dear Baron, 1 should have thought that 
the dinners which you have done me the 
j honour to eat in this house might have 
I carried with them a practical conviction, 
that the cook who dressed them was no 
ordinary kitchen drudge. But the dressing 
of perch is no disputed point in the gastro- 
nomic science — no “debateahle land,” All 
the world knows that they ought to bo fried 
with Scotch oatmeal in fresh butter. Not 
that I care for the dish — 1 never touch it — 
Imt being the produce of ray own rod, 1 have 
a kindness for the fish, and don’t like to see 
them spoilt. Now, if you had suffered 
Philips to fry them — ^you’ll allow that Philips 
can fry, I suppose ? 

Bar, Mistress Philippe is very chvere. 
It is moche pit! dat she do not be teche to 
make water zootse. Here is de recepe in her 
own book — Lissenne — (reads.)-"** First cache 
yore fish, den— 


Mr, C, Trask!' trash ! Philips knows 
iliat no cook would stay long in iny house, 
who dressed* fish according to that recipe* 

Bar, Will you ring de bell ?— (ATr. Col- 
lins rings,) — De water zootse is almost be 
do. — {A sermnt enter s^ and goes to assist the 
Baron.) — Stay — ^you will nocke down de pot. 
1 will take it op. 

Mr, C, What do you want? 

Bar, A deepe dislie, and two plaite, and 
bread, and boottere, and parsley, if you please, 
sare. — (Brit Servant, and returns immediately 
with the things required hy the Baron.) — It is 
moche piti you have no Hambro’ parsley, 
my good friendt ! Now my dishe is done. 
Eat, and taste how nice it is. Taste a leetel 
in von spoon. 

Mr, C, Taste ! My dear Baron, I don’t 
want to put you out of conceit of your 
luncheon — but the sight’s enough for me. 
No tasting, thank ye. You don’t really 
mean to eat all that slop of fish liquor? 

Bar, Onless you will Icte me give you a 
leetel. Now, my good friendt, oncly von 
leetel dropc, von dropc in de ladel. 

^ Mr. C, 1 ! Heaven forbid I should spoil 
your appetite, my dear Baron, but I’d as 
soon take a ladleful out of the hog-tub. 
He’s actually discussing the whole concern! 
fish, fisli-liquor, bread, and butter, and pars- 
ky, — a precious luncheon ! For my part, I 
shall never conceit the sight ' fa perch again, 
dead or alive. Even in tb.- stream they’ll 
have a twang o&that infernal water zootse. 

Scene the Second. — A Ladfs Morning 
Apartment, 

Mrs, CcTHOKRT, and I^mily, a girl of fourteen 

years old, who is standing hy a cage mth a 

dove at 07ie end of the romn, 

Emily, Oh, mamma I mamma ! Pray 
come here, my dear mamma? 

Mrs, Cnthhcrt, W' : .at is the matter, Emily ? 

Em, My dove, mamma! my dove! My 
beautiful dove ! 

Mrs, C, It is not dead, I hope ? 

Em, Ob, mamma, it’s dying ! Can’t we 
do any thing to help it? Only sec how it 
droops its poor pretty head ; and the bright 
scarlet e^^e, so like the comeJian you showed 
me the other day, is almost closed, and the 
wing hanging down, and the soft plumage 
stained and niinpled, and the dark ring 
^ound its neck ruffled and displaced. Oh, it 
must die, my poor pretty dove ! 

Mrs, C. Nay, Emily, it is reviving. See, 
it U gathering itself up. No ! you are right, it 
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is reaJlv dyinpf, — shirering, and gasping, and 
rocking on its perch. Poor bird ! quite dead ! 

Eyeiy tiling that T love id sure to die. 
FU never have a bird again. 

Mrs, C, I was afraid that this one would 
not live long after it had lost its companion. 

Em, Ought not we to have got another, 
luanima % Why did wc not get another? 

Mrs. C, That would not have saved it, 
Emily. These beautiful creatui-cs liavc with- 
in them the beautiful instinct of coiLstancy, 
and are faithful in life and in dt‘ath. Don't 
cry so, dearest. Come with me to the green- 
house, and Rioliard shall bury your poor 
favourib* under the great myrtle. Did you 
never hear the old Italian story of the Put of 
Basil ? J’JI read it to you this evening. And 
W(j’II bury your poor faithful bird ; and yoni* 
brother IJeury shall write its epitaph. Think 
how he’ll celebrate the tender hiid that died 
of love and grief! Your dove will be as 
famous as that of Anacreon. Come, my own 
Emily, dry your eyes, and come with me to 
the greenhouse. [^Exeunt. 

ScoK THE Tuj «.]>.— ’/i/4 IJotvl in Ph/moHth. ^ 
ITarcouht and (IJoiinvx, mce.lw(). 

Corh/u, JTn I Tom ! Jiow d’ye do ? I’m 
glad tt» see thee, faith ! 1 did not think to 

1)0 so glad to-day ; for poor Fanny and the 
little (Hies are just gone — and ])arting — 1 
won’t talk of it — Oh, it’s a terril)]c tug to 
the heartstrings, and make# a man’s throat 
feci as if he was choking. Hut 1 won’t talk 
of it. How has the uorid gone with you ? 

llarconrt. Passably. 

Cor, Pin almost as glad to see thee as if 
poor Fanny — ^Init we won’t talk of that now. 
Where have y ou been thest* two ,vears ? 1 

have not set eyes ou you since the poor old 
Zenobia was paid of}’, and we were turned 
adrift on the. wide world. What quarter of 
the globe have you been in ? 

i/cer. Cruising about Fiance and Italy'. 
Civil people, Jack, and a fine climate ; hut 
nothing like old friends and old Irngland. 
The Women, to be sure, are handsome and 
i^ged. 

Cor. liandsoinc ! Zounds, you have never 
seen iny Fanny ! If you had only come, an 
hour sooner — and yet her dear eyes were 
swelled out of her head with crying — you’d 
not have seen half her beauty'. 

Mar. I’d have given a quarter’s imy', Jack,* 
to have seen tlic wife of your heart, beautiful 
or not. 

Dor. Would you? You are just the good 


fellow you always wei*©. Many a time Fanny 
and 1 have talked of Tom Harcourt ; of the 
pranks we jilayed together when w'e were M ids 
on board the Ardent — we w'ere sad wicked 
young dogs, Tom ; of the drubbing we gave 
the Yankees in the dear old Zenobia, and of 
your good nursing when the splinter wounded 
my leg — ^110 w'oman could have nursed me 
moi*e tenderly — not even her dear se If. Many 
a time has Fanny laughed and cried at tlie 
name of Tom Harcourt. Poor Fanny^ ! I 
won’t talk, of her any more— only somehow 
I (;an’t hel]> it. 

liar, 1 like to hear of her. Where did 
y»^ou first meet ? 

Cor. At Hany Moms*s. You rememluu* 
Hany Morris? 1 went to spend a mouth 
with him as soon as 1 came ashore, just, as 
he said, tt) ivcover niyr land legs*; ami there 
Avas Fanny on a visit to Mrs. Morris. 1 fell I 
in loAe uith liev the moment 1 saw Ijcr sAvect | 
face, not altiJgetlier on account of its ])rctti- j 
ness, ]>rctty' na she is, but because slu"* seemed ! 
so gcKKl and so merry, siicb a kind, iiinocc’Tit, | 
laiigliing creature. Before tlu^ end of tbc 1 
Aveck 1 liad popped llio (jiiestion, and before 
the imuith was out Ave were married. 

liar. And her friends, did they t’oii.s'mi ? 
Cor. Why, tlion^ Avas a little ditfienlty. 
Her parents Averc dead, and her uncle, Sir ; 
diaries, (fur slic’s a baronet’s niece,) talked 
of tile offers she had refus(Ml, and the oilers ' 
she might still expect, and lectured, and i 
quarrelled, and threatened never to see Jier ' 
again. Hut Fanny was of age, and stood 
firm. And now the old gentleman is quite 
wcoucilod, Wc had neither of us much 
money' ; hut her little joined to my little, 
and the hope of a Avar, and licr good manage- . 
ment, ke])t ail things comfortahJe. God bless 
her ! Oh, if you could but have seen us in our 
little cottage in the midst of the Devoiishij-e 
hills — such a nest ! Can’t ymu run over and 
see her? The walls all covered Avith ro>ses, and 
jiassion ffoAvers, and jessamine ; all Avithin so 
neat and bright; then tlie little ones — two 
such cherubs ! and the mother an angel. Oil, 
she lias made my- Jiome a paradise, Harcourt ! 
Do go and sec her. I Avish 1 could go with 
you ; but I can’t, for I am under oiJers. 
liar. So am T. 

Cor. What ship? 
liar. ’J’hc Alfred. 

Cor. The Alfred, Captain Hanley ? 
liar. The same. 

Cor. Well, that is a comfort! Tliat is a 
blessing I To think of our sailing together 
again 1— Give me your hand, Tom, The man 
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I loVe best in the world I To think of our 
meetinfir same ship ! 

Htir, I am as glad of it, Jack, as you can 
be for your life, 

Oor, I’ll write and tell Vanny directly. — 
Shake hands again, Tom — Til write to her 
instantly. 

^ Har. And tell her that we’ll talk of her 
every day, and drink her health every evening. 

f hr. You’re the best fellow on earth, Tom. 
To ihiiik of our meeting! [JEucimt, 

• 

'J’he two debuts had given a great interest 
to this charade, and liad even kept Mr*.. 
Wilkins attentive, and Mr. Wilkins awake. 
iNotlung could be more different than the suc- 
cess of the t wo new performers, M r. Mortimer 
had .Lstonished every f»ody with his cookery 
and his broken English, and was admitted 


on all hands to be one of the best comic 
actors ever seen in any theatre : it was the 
very perfection of quiet humour, Avithout a 
touch of caricature ; and, as Tom observed, 
his happening to be a rich man and a gentle- 
man, must be considered as a public loss. 

Annie, on the other hand, had been delight- 
fully bad, laughing where she ought to huve 
cried, and jnitting her sister out by her 
blunders. Sophy forgave her, on condition of 
her not repeating her peifonnance : and bet 
father inquired of Mr. Mortimer, whotiicr their 
scene had not reminded liim of the extempore 
]>lay ill Shirley’s Bird in a Cage ? To wdiich 
Mr. Mortimer rejilied, that it had ; adding, with 
a gallantry as unexpected as his good acting 
had been, that the part in question was by 
far tlie most charming of Sliirley’s charming 
old comedy."' 
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ciiAFrcn i. 

Ala? ! thcre'j> iar Irom (oats of Iriozo 
To .-'ilK and satiu j;o\Yn‘-, - 
UiJt 1 doubt il'(i(»d iiiado like dcgu>ej 
’T\vj\t coiuilv lu'jutb aud clowub. 

JM. 

It does not mat tor a Ireitzcr, T tell you 
' Johann lllasehky,” said the worthy host, of 
I the Blaiw Igcl, the chief inn (»f the liftlo 
! village of Dorogh; — wijjing a.s lie spoke, with 
his apron, the waxed cloth cover of tlie table, 

I and seating himself ojqjositc to his tacitinn 
j friend and neiglibonr. Verily it doth little 
good to <lis(*iiss the business, — trou}! I will, 
and tr<»op I must. Eoui* tliousand Horiiis, 
— four thouiiund ! Heard ever man of sucli 
a demand hetweeu Christian and ('hristian i 
Four thousand florins!” and he indignantly 
shoved aside the pitcher of wine Avhich old 
Johann had insinuated towards him ; and 
looked^ into the counteiiance of his friend 
for some token of syjnpathy to encourage 
him in liis Jeremiad. 

Johann Blaschky thus apostrophized, put 
forth as vehement a liodily exei'tion as his 
undemonstrative nature would permit. He 


puckered up liis yellow ’inoroceo cheeks, and 
then distending tlw'in to enforce .a more than 
usually voluminous jmft' of smoke, gently 
removed jiipe from the left corner of his 
moil r If to the right! 

Mine liost of tlie Blue Ticdgeliog, wdio, /ike 
other persons apt to wax prosy in porsonah 
details, had little need of whip or spur »>n his 
favourite eourse, was satisfied with this evi- 
deii<*e of inI,el•e^t, and resumed his oration. 

‘"'Time wa.s Johann, — and a good time 
too, — that wlien the reverend Chapter of 
Gran- thought tit to raise the rent over an 
old tenant’s liead, they w^ould speak of a 
score or ^o of florins ji and if, in an extreme 
case, H lool liun.'‘’ed were in question, every 
tongue in the ( oiuitutus was set a- wagging 
against prii'stl;, extortion. But now that 
my masters the Canons must amble on a 
pacing nag, and cut their hands from the 
most delicate Bohemian cambric, like a lady 
of the land, — thousanda^ neighbour Blaschky, 
— ^nothing less than thonsamls will sci-ve tlieir 
turn! Here am I, iioav, who liavc toiled 
early and late these six-and-tliirty years 
past, for the interests of this good hostel of 
the Blue Hedgehoo, — I, wJio kept my wed- 


* ?Vlisis Mltford leaves her young readers to guess the aolutiou of this charade. 

i' Tho Tuverincus, or I'lesident of the S^les Taver7,icalt8f is one ot the chief ohicers of the Hungarian 
treasury ; and posisesses oonsiderahle ministerial influence. 
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clings cheer in this same spem-smlj^ — 1^ who 
iiave seen my children bom. within those 
' walls,. — w'ho know avpry beam and joist, 
nay, every nail of the old hcaiBe, aa if they 
were a part of iny bodUy 8ii1>stwioe,-l‘here 
! am I, about to' be dnven forth 'in my old 
I age bv the, avarice and rapacio.usneM of the 
j Chapter of Granl' ^’P^ell do 1 :^neintc^r 
that fifteen hundred florins covered . the 
annual rent-fee, v^hen my poor wifcf. first 
brought the inn into repute by her hand at 
' fls^ouring st^nitzeX; and as soon as our 
industry had set it going — two thou- 
sand, florins was fjte cry,— nothing under 
two* And after a dozen years had enlarged 
our fan lily and , straitened our means, . 
my Reverend Xords, hearing that the red 
wine was not spared in old Matthias’s sp&se- 
saal^ and that scarce a traveller of mark hut 
tarried at Dorogh to prove the texture of his 
home-spun slioets, came peering hither with 
their cunning eyes and smooth courtesies, 
under pretence of bettering the stabling, and 
suiting the premises to my enlarged scale of 
husincss. And what was the result, neigh- 
liour, of this flight ravenous ill-omened 
birds settling upon my roof-tree?” 

Bliischky growled interrogatively. 

Why truly they found that their much- 
respected servant Matthias, was called upon 
to" increase the revenues of the cliurcli out 
of his manifold profits, hy paying three 
thousand florins for the rent of the Blue 
Hedgehog ! ” — 

Johann, whose pipe, maugre his dilatory 
husbanding, was now exhausted* look the 
opportunity of edging in a comment. 

I thought, Matthias, I liad heard 3 ’our 
late house-dame, of blessed memory, relate 
that the Chapter of Gran had just completed 
the new out-buildings of the fann, when 
they made their last demand ? ” 

tut I Blascbl^y, mere woman’s gos- 
sip ! A paltry lieu -roost or so, they miglit 
have added ; a sty or .a goose-pen perhaps, — 
notliing more ! And even if it were so, what 
stone have they now laid, or what jdank 
have they added, to justify their present 
demands ? By righteous St. Stephen I who 
at the judgment-day will disown the pam- 
pered clergy of his kingdom, 1 do verily 
believe, friend Blaschky, that were T to 
accede to-day to the demands of the Chapter, 
the Canons would come ambling back at 
Candlemas, and doffing their thrce-coniered 
j hats to old Matthias, their ^ lieher frennd/ 


* The conunon eating-rooxn of an iniu 


bid him add another yearly tJiousand to the 
sum of th^ir exactions. Heaven guard us 
from the priesthood ; and the priesthood 
from ungodly covetuig of other men’s goods, 
say I ! — Four thousand florins ! ” — 

.Master Matthias ! ” screamed a thin, 
gritty voice from the mother end nf the speise- 
saedf " I pr|iiy of yj^u to restrain these indecent 
revilil^s in company where they are not 
acceptable* It were uiAj^ming in tlie master 
sexton of Dorogh to heat uncourteous terms 
heaped upon a profession of w^hich he claims 
tp be a collateral member. — Soh I ” 

“ Sexton Pal ! ” replied Matthias in a 
still louder vcice than before, and waving 
his head aside through the circling smoke of 
the eternally-reeking speise-saaly to discover 
the person of the animalcule by whose shrill 
tones he was incensed, — “ he pleased to note 
that this chamber is, — with submission to 
the chapter, — at present my own ; and 1 do 
not consider your nightly seitcl of mead a 
fair purchase of my honest thought and free 
speech. Wherefore if iny argument, man, 
pleasure you not, take your professional 
seJf out of the Blue Hedgehog at once and 
for all. For 1 would say it again, Master 
Sexton, ay ! if the Primas himself stood 
behind your stool to back such peevish 
opposition, that the clergy of Hungary are 

noted to he covetous, oppressive, partial ” 

My good friend,” interrupted Johauu in 
a tone of remonstrance. 

My dear father ! ” whisj)ered a still more 
persuasive voice, “ do not let the Chapter 
of Gran, or even Master Pal’s officious inter- 
ference, provoke you to speak irreverently 
of our good, our venerated Primas ! Who 
so sensible of his humble piety, of his heartful 
fatberlincss as yourself ? Who loves him 
better, or reverences him more truly ? Nay ! 
dear father, speak not harshly of our beloved 
Primas.” 

“ I was wrong child, and you are right 
thus to stop my prating. And now thou 
art here, Suzsi, tarry and see the guests 
served, and the cellar-door watched, while I 
oversee the stabling of the kine. Franzl 
is not yet returned from Gran. The boy 
is loitering away an idle hour in the town, 
heaving me to shift trenchers in his room. 
But look thou to his business, girl ; and I 
will finislr mine in the farm, while yonder 
buzzing, strutting, meddling mend-all, is 
finishing his meagre cheer. My house is 
poisoned while he breathes within it ! ” 

Suzsi nodded obedience; and while old 
Matthias hobbled out of the saaly she turned 
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towards the bufFety and with a diligent hand 
be'gan to polish the ancient spoons and cum- 
brous forks which Fran^sl’s absence had sur- 
rendered to her care, 

Suzsi, the heiress of the Blue Hedgehog, 
was one of the fairest, gentlest, and most 
popular damsels in the county of Gran. ’ The 
t^imness of her well-turned figure derived a 
coquettish airiness from the dark Hungarian 
jacket, jingling with silver buttons, which 
was closely fitted to her slender waist ; and 
her glossy haj,r was braided with a nicety 
and elegance, which accounted for tfie ab- 
sence of the knotted kerchief that ought to 
have completed her costume. Frand, indeed, 
had told her that those glistening locks must 
not he covered ; and from Frapzl’s fiat there 
was Ti-> appeal. It* is true he sometimes ex- 
I p>ressed a directly contrary opinion. But it 
I was only when some young and handsome 
I hcrrschaft descended from liis hritschka under 
j the arcade of the Blue Hedgehog. And on 
j such occasions it was useless to note or heed 
: the fanciful suggestions of his suffering spirit ; 
j for Franzl, although a favoured and accepted 
I lover, was, like the Moor of Shakspore, “per- 
plexed in the extreme by the workings of 
ills jealous Xempor. 

That lie should venture to indulge in so 
aristocratic a jiassion, was ilio more remark- 
aide, as liis statiofl was that of a mere hire- 
ling, a waiter to old Matthias, While the 
lady of his love united in her jiroper person 
•the }>retensions of a beauty and an heiress, — 
the heiress, not presumptive but apjiarent, t<i 
all the ancient, most domestic furniture of 
the Blam Tgelischa Gasthof^ as well as to 
! several of the most rep\ited vineyards on the 
I mountain of St. Matthew, the host growth of 
• the celebrated red wdiie of Buda. 

I The thrice padlocked cellar of old Mat- 
I thias’s vineyard, was moreover said to con- 
j ceal within its bank of sand certain weighty 
; barrels, more strongly staved than any des- 
tined for vintage-service ; sudi, in short, as 
are hourly rolled into the Rothschilds’ trea- 
sury. Whether, however, the contents were 
hard thalers^ or doubloons, or even ducats, 
these condealed fruits of his early industry 
made no ‘difference in his views of the rights 
of the Gran Chapter. Jlc had sworn never 
to pay an increased rent for his inn ; arid 
neither excommunication, nor confiscation, 
nor any other would have induced 

him to break his vow. — 

^ An oath, — an oath; he had an oath in Heaven 

But in fairly acknowledging that worldly 
pelf occupied no small share of the sturdy 


Matthias’s conrider^tions, how shall we ac- 
count for the cordial sanction he had bestowed 
on Frank Westermann’s courtshij) of pretty 
little Suzsi? , ' 

The fad wasC thatr.h^ cherished a passt(^ 
strong enough to overpower even the love of 
gold ; that, in reitcraidng ,Shylock?s cry 
of **my daughter,— my duc'at^” the emphti- 

still lay upon “ my daught^^! *’ Suzri was , 
the sole aurvlvor of a large fatnily, whicti 
had not brought into the ^orld sufficient 
strength of constitution to bear up agaidsf 
the feverish temperature of a double-casc- 
mented, douhlc-stoved, ind triply-populated 
Hungarian speise-saaU—^VikQ other forced 
plants, they had udthered before they reached 
maturity ; and tho stock of paternal affec- 
tion wlilch Matthias had laid in for the benefit 
of eleven, was condensed and appropriated, 

I with all his other belongings, to his only 
remaining cliild. He literally doated upon 
Suzsi ; wJiose kind heart, gentle bearing, and 
lovely person, more tlian justified the excess 
of his partiality, 

Now it liap])ened that the dangers and 
molestations which bes(*t the female depart- 
ment of gasthojic life, had never become 
aj>parcnt to old Matthias until the fair flower 
of his blighted garden had budded into 
maturity. His wife, — Heaven rest that 
housewifely soul, whose departure had given 
rqfit to all hereunto belonginir I — was at once 
the most notable and least attractive daiixe 
in the parish ; and even had the cliarms of 
her face, which was “ bearded like a pard,” 
attracted the assiduities of Matthias’s wine- 
bibhiiig, and therefore not clear-sighted cus- 
tomers, she liad a tongue withal which might 
havo put a regiment of bombardiers to flight ; 
and being perpetual president of the culinary 
council, she was usually armed with a brass 
ladle, as murderous ora engine as a Slowak 
battle-axe. 

Mine host of the Igdy therefore, had lived 
secure from all apprehensions of conjugal 
weakness ; and it was not till Suzsi’s 
graceful head had risen above the reach 
of his benedictory touch, that he had been 
disturbed by the certainty that she would 
sec more, and he more seen among the rois- 
terers of the spehc-scuzl, tlian Jiis paternal 
anxieties could endure to think of. 

Now there is no European country where 
matron fame is less carefully guarded than^ 
ill Hungary ; and none where the spqtless- 
nc£S of maiden reputation is more sacredly 
valued. Matthias was therefore both na- 
tionally and affectionately concerned in the 
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maintenance of poor Suzsi’a character ; 
and the cliarge became in the end so painful 
to his anxious feelings, that, when he disco- 
vered his handsome and intelligent and 
spirited kellermeister^ Franzl Westermann, to 
have won his daughter’s affections by an 
uncpialificd surrender" of his own, the old 
man felt perfectly satisfied to resign his 
treasure to the keeping of a more vigilant 
eye, and to the defence of a more powerful 
arm. He only required that tlicir union 
should bo deferred for six months, that the 
question of the Chapter’s exorbitant demands 
might be previousl^^ decided. 

All that either of the lovers could do to 
expedite the terjuinatioii of the affair, had 
hitherto pi’oved unavailing. The landlords 
were firm in uncoinproniising power ; the 
obstinate tenant remained equally steady in 
liis determination to quit ; and on the day 
in question, Franzl had obtained his master’s 
permission to visit, tlie neighl»ouring town 
of Oran, that he might bring hack the 
definitive reply of the reverend Canons, to 
the tender he was commissioned to make in 
his master’s name, for a renew^al of the 
lease. 

wish,” ohsorved Suzsl, who had now 
occupied herself for some minutes in polishing 
the ponderous plate of the Blue Hedgehog, 

I truly wish, aster tJohanii, that you 
would do your utmost towards jiersuading 
my father to accede to the proj)osals of the 
Chapter.” 

“ How can ho do that ^^ liich would sear 
his conscience ? ” shrieked the little sexton, 
who had remained unobserved in his i-eniote 
corner. “Arc nut all aware that the 
tenant who gives four thousand florins rent 
for the Blue Hedgehog, must toil and sweat, ] 
waste and want, and still lose by his bar- | 
gain? The steam -beats on the Danube have 
wrested the wheels ofl‘ fifty pack-wagons 
that used to pass along the road, from 
Buda into Austria. Dorogh ia not what it 
was ; and the promised railway will still 
further diminish the traffic of the village ; 
and wh(^ I pray you, would give four tljou- 
sand florins for an inn with failing custom ? 
— Soh!” 

“ I thoiiglit you had gone forth, Sexton 
Pal,” answered Suzsi wdtli some show of 
dislike, “ or I should not have consulted my 
* old friend and godfather here, on our family 
afFaii*s.” 

Ur Pal, not a whit abashed by the re- 
buke, continued his oration. ‘‘And even 
what your father has amassed by his inn, 


Suzsf, he must have lost by his vineyards. 
Verily he is an obstinate soul! I have 
never been able to persuade him to follow 
my experience in tlicir cultivation ; and 
while all his neighbours are blessed with 
overflowing vintages, which have rendered 
Nes&muhler wine as plentiful as Danube 
water, his only have been scanty these three 
years past. Nicht wa?ir, lielfcs kind? So 
that Matthias, already a falling man, would 
be utterly ruined by remaining in this inn 
at an advanced rent. — Soh ! ” „ 

Do not liehes kind me. Master Paul ! J 
am a ])laiu Hungarian girl, and wisli to have 
as little connexion as possible wdth yoiu- 
lialf-Austrian blood, and whole-Au&ti-iau 
treachery. We are not ignorant that your 
brother is Lidding against us ; and that he 
has l>oasted of being able to possess himself 
both of the Tgel inn and of Siizsi’s hand, at 
his w ill and fancy. Now lake iiotiro tliat I 
defy him in both instances. Cimniiig never 
prospers.” 

I’al stretched his hand upwards to the peg 
on which lii,*. greasy shoc])-skin capote, was 
suspended, lint touched ])y the romenibrance 
that a premature return hojuc would cause 
the ex])ciiditiiTc of lutlf a fagot and an inch 
of rushlight, he swallowed his indignation 
and l)is last mouthful of mead at tlu‘ same 
time, and sat down again. 

Suzsi, despairing of his removal, now' np- 
proaclicd the tabic where old Blaschky was 
luxuriating over his thin potations ; and 
leaning on the back of the cliair Ijer father 
hud deserted, recommenced her appeal to his 
friend. 

“•Yon may perceive how sore my father j 
is becoming on tlie subject (*f the riuiptor. •[ 
But it is not when lie is irritated, and .sjieaks 
as be did to-night, that 1 am grieved for 
him, neighbuiir Johann. .It is when I hea^' 
him moaning and lamenting the livelong 
night ; and can e\cn distinguish through 
the boarded partition, that ho calls on my 
poor mothei-’s name, and those of my brothers 
j and bisters ; telling them that ho shall lie 
I driven forth in liis old age to hide in a 
stitinge Jioino, far from the grave-yard of 
Dorogh! — Then, what can I do hut weep in 
» JUy turn, and feel that I would give up every 
tiling to iuducg him to comply with the terms 
of their reverences; cr, dismissing ail liis 
cares, settle at once in the town of Buda, 

within sight of his own vineyardb ■” 

While tho\i, Suzsi, w’ith Fraii /il for tby 
helpmeet, would take his jilace at the Blmie 
observed her godfather, reproachfully. 
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Heaveti forgive you for the thought,” 
exclaimed Buzsi, blushing with indignation. 
“ Well might you know, — yo«, friend 
Blaschky, who have watched me from my 
baby-days,. — that if the Palatine would 
make me a court lady, to flaunt in brocade 
at the imlace, 1 would not leave my father 
Malone in his gray headed years. And why 
do I wish him to remain hei-e, rather than 
retire to the city, but that Franzl with his 
book learning, and civil speech, and ready 
w'clcome to ^bc gentry who frequent the 
inn, can do him better service than as a 
vintager ; in which capacity, all his scliolar- 
slii}> would not render him stronger or more 
active than a coiinnoii Slowak labourer.” 

So — so ! ” liiterm])ted Blaschky, striving 
to di‘j)recate her wrath, “ 1 believe thee, girl, 

• — I ])elievc thee.” 

“Leave my father ! ” continued poorSuzsi, 
almost in tears; “leave iny dear kind old 
father ? — No ! not for the mines of Lipto I 
Not to be queen over Hungary i ” 

“Well spoken, and bravely felt,” said a 
strange voice from beside the stove. And 
Johann and Snzsi, looking towards the spot, 
poreeived that duiing their discourse, a 
stranger had entered tlie sactl; a tall, well- 
looking young mail in a somcwdiat 
riding cloak and eup. 

“ What is the pnildiger Iferr's pleasure 
said Suzsi, recovering tlic civil tone of lic>' 
vocation, and going towards him. “Will 
you cat, — or do you choose a bed?” 

“Eat? ay, like a #orinorant, and sleep 
afterwards like a jnannot ! — I have ridden 
all day over your detcstalile roMds, till every 
aching joint cries shame on the comifatu.w 
l^ray, does it eve;' occur to the worthy inhabi- 
tants of Dorogh, tliat the masses of rock 
they scatter on the surface of a ploughed 
field, and dignity by the name of road, may 
break the neck of some unlucky travel- 
ler 

Blaschky, whose Indian-rubbcr feelings 
wore seldom overstretched except by a re- 
proach against Hungarians in general, or 
Doroghiaiis in particular, fixed his glassy, 
projecting, hare-like eyes upon the stranger, 
and twisted the limb wliich served him for 
a nose into a gigantic expression of contempt, 
as lie replied — “ The worthy inhabitants of 
Dorogh have little occasion to serve the w hims 
and fancies of vagrants and strollers, whose 
incomings and outgoings are equally ii^diffe- 
rent to them. We faro well, live happily, 
and under an indulgent lord, even the 
Primate of Hungary ; and the crosier is an 


easy sceptre !’* Our corn-fields and maize- 
grounds give us bread, young air, our hill- 
sides wine. What more w*e require, the 
Danube brings at our bidding. And why, 

I pray you, should w^e mend our roads that 
the vile Austrians .may be tempted to pour 
like locusts on our land, and W'aste its 
substance ( ” 

“ You say truly — desccndaiiL of the Van- 
dals ! — But would not better roads enable 
you to convey your inaguiiicenL cattle, and 
the produce of your corn-fields and w^ine- 
gardens to a better market ?” i 

“ Your Emperor,” answered Johann dog- I 
gcdly, foi he had petulantly settled the j 
stranger to he an Austrian, “takes care > 
that liis Hungarian subjects shall profit as i 
little as possible by the fatness w'hicii God I 
has poured upon their land. Look to tJie ■ 
exportation tin lies, the dirgsigntgefiille. Look j 
to tlio tax which our wine, our Jierds, our i 
meal, must ])aY for the iwiviloge of being I 
devoured in Vienna ! You will see that j 
better roads form not the one thing w’anting i 
to extend our commerce. Bavaria may j 
thrust her superfluities into Iho Austrian 1 
dominions, and be thanked for lier pains. \ 
But poor Hungary imiy close the door of j 
her overloaded granaries, — or make stovo- i 
woo<l of her wiue-pivsse^. — T/tfdy produce is j 
rejectcil by Jier op]irc.ssors.— Mend the roads, i 
quotha] — mend the Emproris councils] ; 
What ] shaii the ])Oor Hungarican })casant i 
])c siiuiinoiK'd from a distant home, with his | 
wallet on his back and his maize-poucli at < 
liis waist, to crush the stones of the earth • 
with hamUiOr and mallet, in order that the ’ 
nuiguats who prey oji his substanei may be 
borne more sinootldy fro]u one idiing-place '• 
to another? — No! young rir, — no such 
German fashions for Hungary i” 

“You have not chosen your renper hrod^ 
giUidigcr JJrrrV*^^ M little Suzsi, anxious to 
tenninate this wane del)ate. 

“ My choice depi,iids on y<iurs, mlidchcti ! ■ 
But I conclude you will arrange my supper 
outlie usual Hungarian terms, — veal soup, i 
veal svdinilxel^ roast veal, stewed vcftJ, boiled 
veal, fried veal — ” 

“AVe will do our best,” said Suzsi, pa- 
tiently, for she perceived she had to deal w ith 
an uneasy customer. “But ])erlia]>s you 
w'ill prefer a fagt)t taken to your slecping- 
room that you may suj* there ?” 

• “ By no means ! 'I’he society of this ex- 
cellent old gentleman decides me to remain 

* Gtirnuan proverb : “ Man UU gut U7iicr deni 
KruiumsiaO,'^ 
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j where I am.” And without further .daky, 
i or any cufjpuraj^eineut from old Blaschky, 

; he drew a chair, and estahlished himself 
, at the same table, while Suzsi proceeded 
I to the kitchen to superintend his supper, 
j She had scarcely established herself among 
I the bright kettles, and steaming tripods, 
j when her father, who ' had been busied with 
tlio stranger’s horse, entered the saal^ in time 
to establish peace between the belligerent 
parties. 

i ‘‘A good night and once more welcome 
I to you, fair sir,” said he to his guest, on 
j entering, without noticing Blaschky’s low'er- 
i ing countenance. “ You are, 1 presume, a 
I stranger in this country, — urapli? — Perhaps 
from the Empire — umph? — Towards Turkey, 
probably — umph? — Tlie cabinet couriers liave 
been somewhat slack of late : are you charged 
with despatches to the Pfot^e — u-m-p-h? ” 

The young stranger, thus pertinaciously 
interrogated, rcjdicd, — not indeed by Dr. 

; Franklin’s celebrated preliminary annonnec- 
I ment to his Y’aiikee questioners, — liiit by the 
final member of the sentence, — “ Bring me a 
boot-jack ! ” 

Matthias, unused to the imperative mood 
even from tlie lips of liis customers, instead 
of obeying the command, approached the 
tallow-candle wlu’ch burned in rank exube- 
rance upon the table before him, and, plung- 
ing his fingers into the grease, began to apply 
it liberally to his long tawny mustachios ; 
pointing and shaping them as it seemed him 
good, -without further notice of the stranger. 

“ On my honour, you are a complaisant old 
gentleman ! ” observed the young man, more 
diverted than displeased. “ Biit since my re- 
quest does not seem to meet your appro- 
bation, will you, having ended your toilet’s 
greasy task, condescend to bring me a flask 
I of your vejy best w;inc, and a roll ; lest I 


should famish while the calf is slaying for 
my supper.” * 

Matthias departed readily nn a profitable 
errand, and returned with more expedition 
than might have been expected, beating a 
bottle of. his favourite Ofeiier vintage, bright 
as a ruby, and soft as mandel-milch,'*' 

" You have brought but one goblet, old 
Trojan ! I shall require three.” 

Three ! ” — retorted Matthias, looking 
earnestly at the traveller to ascertain whether 
any Cerheriaii attributes announced him, like 
Mrs. Malaprop’s definition, to he three geui- 
tleinen in one ; ” when, perceiving that the 


^ Almond milk. 



very ha^sofUie l^iead upon his shoulders was 
a solitary ‘ (Sue, he naturally concluded tliat 
the two bright glasses he now placed on the 
table were destined for his own use and that 
of Master Johann. 

The young stranger filled them to the 
brim, then rose from his seat as he exclaimed. 
Pledget me, friend^^ in a toast dear to us all. 

‘ HuKOAniA ! our native land ! and may she 
learn to know her friends from her enemies ! ’ ” 
Having waved his glass, and drained its con- 
tents, he dashed it against an opposite w'all. 
“ Let it never be filled to a less noble cause! ” 
said ho, in reply to the inquiring looks of Uie 
eldei*s, who, having deliberately finished their 
own, replaced them quietly upon the table. 

Blaschky nodded to the wirth^ as much as 
to say, “ Yon*have a pretty inmate to deal 
withal ; a precious scatter-brains ! ” Then, 
turning to the stranger, he observed aloud, 
“So then, after all your railing at our 
customs and abuse of our rough roads, 3 ’'ou 
are j'ourself an Hungarian?” — 

“ To the heart’s core ! ” replied the young 
man, warmly ; “and I said that myself, i^'hich, 
had a stranger uttered, he should have swal- 
lowed tlio words again at the point of m 3 " 
sword.” ^ 

The withered elders smiled in gracious 
approval. For there is no exaltation of spirit, 
no degree of wild enthusiasm, nay, even no 
disgraceful excess, which an Hungarian does 
not consider justifiable in the cause of national 
pride. “ But although my birthplace may 
excuse m 3 ^ vaunt,” continued tho stranger, 
“ I will frankly acknowledge that Hungary 
is at present as little known to me as China 
or Mexico.” 

“We will fill another cup to your better 
acquaintance !” said Matthias ; and the pro- 
j)osal w"as accepted h 3 " the other two with 
hearty good-will. 

“In spite of your friendly wishes,” ob- 
served the young man, “methinks I am little 
likely to reach the heart of my unknown 
mother, if all the avenues prove as stony and 
repellent as that 1 have passed to-day. In 
Heaven’s name, what can induce the comitat 
to abandon these shameful tracks from year 
to year, though the established commerce 
of centuries should have secured a royal roatj/ 
from Buda to Vienna.” j 

“ We are poor, sir, — sadly poor ! ” 

^^Pwrt — ^with every ricnest gift of a boun- 
tiful Providence scattered oyer your lands ! — 
Is not the, earth beneath your feet teeming 
with mines? Have not the gold, silver, 
opals, and diamonds of Hungary, procured 
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her the lu^ne of the Peru of Europe? Have , 
you not the best vineyards^ the richest^ mkr- 
ble, the finest race of cattle in the world? 
Your veiy lands would task you with trifling * 
toil, to *pt>ur forth their fruits twice in the 
yeai^;,,and the^ are districts ly^ng- waste, 

/ yielding only the thistle, and feeding but 
the marmot and the lizard, which might 
victual an army.’* 

We do not complain of the country, young 
gentleman. — There lies not a finer under the 
light of the sfln. But it is with its masters and 
ours, with the nobles and their Erajieror, tliat 
we have an account to settle. Were our har- 
vests to be reaped thrice in the year, they were 
insuflicient to balance our heavy taxation ; 
while the nobles, — the moths that fret our 
garments, the idle drones that fatten on our 
undoing, — contribute not one thousandth 
fraction of a hreuzer towards the imperial 
revenue- There was a time when the Bo- 
hemian merchants, or the speculators from 
Fiume and Trieste, poured annually into 
our vineyards to compete for their in'oduce. 
Who will come, now that a quadrupled duty 
will diminish their profits? or what will 
render back to our deteriorated cattle the 
strength and sleekness they have lost for 
want of salt? — But a new day is dawning! 
Wo have friends in tlie Diet now sitting at 
Pesth, who will see our w'rongs redicssed; or 
no more sup]dies for tlie Austrian troops! ” 

Ay, ay ! ** interrupted Blaschk 3 % “ the 
Emperor kei)t us fortj" years without a Diet 
to regulate our laws,' and control our con- 
trollers- And now he has once opened the 
sitting, let him close it when he can.” 

“ Let him pu,t a dam in the Danube ! ” re- 
torted Matthias. “ I have nothing worse to 
say of the Emperor than that 1 wish his 
public faith Were as good as his private word, 
or that it were his w'ord at all which governed 
our destinies. Had all his edicts been as just 
and favourable to our interests as his choice 
of our new Tawrnkmy we should have less 
reason to grumble.” 

Verily, yea ! ” said tlie double-edged 
voice of the Sexton, roused by the energy 
of the. disputants from a refreshing dose. — 

‘‘ The frogs have gotten the king they sought 
from Jupiter, and let them make the most of 
their wooden idol. They Ixave imposed upon 
their sovereign a man who wants only cou- 
rage to be a rebel, and years to be a traitor. 
Kagotski began but as Count Er — ^ 

‘‘Now hold thy scandalous breath, tliou 
imp of evil ! ” said old Matthias, seizing the 
Sexton’s collar, and expelling bim from the 


room, “for thou shalt not raise thy voice 
iiere against the hope of our Itmes. The 
Tavemicus is young, and as they tell in the 
country, wild and wayward. But he has the 
blood of our best and bravest in his veins, 
and bids fair to do it honour ; and we owe 
the Emperor a dutiful and thankful word for 
putting him in authority over us.” 

" At least,” observjjl the young man, “ let 
us not hope to settle, in an hour, tliose subjects 
of dis{>ute, and redress those grievances which 
the Diet finds it difficult to conclude in twice 
as many years. — But you speak of poverty, 
my w’orthy host, where no evidence of its 
existence appears?” — 

“We suflbred much during the war.” 

“ I thought the Fr^ich army penetrated 
no further than Comorm ? ” * 

“ I'hat indeed — and why? ” said Matthias. 
“The old fortress kept them aw^ay. ‘Come 
again to-morrow^ quoth she, ‘for yc shall 
not take me to-day. C<yinc to-morrow! ’ — But 
tliey did not accept the challenge.” 

“ You speak of the French army, young 
man,” said Blaschky ; “ we of the Austrians, 
who, for our curse, w'cre quartered two years « 
on our land. Who sjjoiled our vineyards, 
robbed our cellars, insulted us« liai'asscd us, 
pillaged us ? — The Austrians — the Austrians 
— tlie Austrians ! — ” 

“ Ay ! ” shouted old Matthias, warming 
wuth energy, till the grean* distilled from his 
mustachio tips, — “ and liad w'e not our own 
people pouring in upon us at all hours, from 
all quarters, — from Uoclistrass, — from Baab, ' 
— fugitives before the French? In this very ! 
cliamhej, sir, slept one hundred and thirty • 
officers for week.s together. My house was 
peopled, from the cellar to the pigeon-loft : : 
all craving, all eating, drinking, swearing, • 
smoking, — every thing but paying! My 
poor wife melted an^iy before the kitchen 
fire, which was k'^aped^and lieaped through 
day and ni||%t alike. But where w^as Uio j 
pleasure of spicing broths for those who gave j 
not even thanks in return?” j 

“Why, truly,” quoth Blaschky, “oiir i 
poor countrymen who wandered in, wdtli their 
household goods strapped fo their backs, had 
some claims on us ; and the distant roar of 
the cannon besieging Comorni, spoke home 
to our hearts. — Borne ! borne I — I thii>k I i 
hear them now, overcoming the murmurs | 
of discontent wliicli then filled this very ! 
speise-scLal ! But what had the Austrians to i 

* Comorin, the strongest fortress of Uumry, derives ! 
its name from a corruption of the German, Com^motyen, ! 
come to-morrow. 1 
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look for at our hand, tliat thny should claim 
free quarters, break our broad, and drain our 
: cup, without fee or payment ? — The pillagers ! 
I they came not to fight for the Hungarians, 
' but to defend their master’s kingdom.” — 
‘‘Or supposing,” added Mattliias, ^‘thnt 
the French had prevailed — wJiat then ? 
, Theirs had been the gentler tyranny. Napo- 
leon threatened us wilj^iio greater evils than 
an amended constitution, and a native and 
! resident sovei*eign.” 

; “ He tendered the crown to Kstcrliazy ! ” 

I said Blaschky, i-espectfuIJy r«aising liis cap in 
I honour of the name held dearest in Hungary; 

; “and truly his highness considered his alle- 
1 gianco to the Ernj)cror farbefor<‘ the interests 
of his native counti^’, when he refused it. 

; Would to Heaven Jio Juid tlioiight other- 
i wise ! ” — 

j “But surely the Austrians did not pvoc^^ed 
I to acts of violence among tlicir defenceless 
; fel 1 o w-sii 1) j octs ? ” 

j “ 1 tell you, //err, I dared not remove my 
j wine into the ca]rit:\l of Gran, lest 1 slionhl 
he waylaid and plundered by the whit(? 
» coats 1 ” — 

“ Siij)per is served,” said little Suzsi’s 
' silver voice, anxious tf» terminate this stormy 
I discussion, “/c/z wiUische Sic nnen guten 
aj)petit zn RpehmV'* folh»wed, of course, as a 
salutation from all present, as the traveller 
seated himself beside a table more daintily 
spread tlian might have been cx])ccted. Tlie 
I tureen smoked auspiciously. A dish of the 
j limbs of fowls delicately crumbed and fried, 

1 was flavoured w'ith lemon juice and the bright 
, red native paprika, or powdered capsicum, 

I wdiicb forms an excellent substitute for the 
i coarse pepper used in the empire. The bread 
j was fresh iind light, — an important point to 
i those accustomed to the heavy yellow loaves 
full of aniseed, and gljized with glue, wdiicli 
prevail iu the Anstrian states.* Above all, 
a well-cob webbed bottle of Matthias’s super^ 
nacuhm stood beside the pile of plates. 

- The stranger had scarcely seated himself 
to his repast, when a hand of zigenner^ who 
were passing through the village, having 
noti 9 ed the lights still hiiming in the saal, 
entered without further invitation, and estab- 
lished theipsclvcs in the background, for the 
performance of one of their singular concerts. 
A dulcimer, two violins, a monochord and a 
bass, were the instruments emiiloyed, — all of 


* The bread in Hungary derives a mouldy taste 
from the pits in which the com is deposited. In many 
places it is trodden out by oxen or liorsw. 


their own manufacture ; and without know- 
ledge of counterpoint, or of music as a science, 
they contrived to maintain a decent degree 
of harmony; each in turn improvisating a 
variation upon the motive sustained by the \ 
others, a beautiful and characteristic national ! 
melody. ^ . I 

At the conclusion of their*^concerted piece, ! 
old Matthias, who was vain of his daughter’s ; 
talents and sweet voice, desired one of the j 
violinists to repeat alone th*e accompaniment < 
of the same air ; Avhicli lie called upon Suzsi j 
to sing in her best manner, for the entertain- ! 
inent of his guest. I 

Unused to disobey, the young girl came ; 
foi'ward without delay or afFectation ; and i 
save that she held the corner of lier jilaited j 
apron for support and countenance, w'itliout 
any rcmarkal)ie show of timidity. 

Her voice was sweet and touching ; and, 
after breathing a prelude whose tripled notes 
closely resembled the call of a quail, she i 
sang the following — 

HYMN Ob’ TIIK WACHTKLSHLAG. 

I. 

What Jowly voire re]»eats with pbaintive wail, 

Am<t Jh'uniy — Ihum ! 

So sings amid the corn the Jowly quail, 

A mt Demi, — aiiia Deum ! 
Tlicro, croucliing in hot* loiteliue«s, 
llev feeble accents lirnnhly bless 
The (xiver of the fields aroiuul. ! 

Oh ! let juc breathe the same soft Round, 

A ma Deum, — auut Dfum / 

II. 

List ! as tho evening sun sinJvR low and dim, 

Ama I hit in,' -a ma Deum ! 

I'hc patient quail renews licr vesper liymn. 

Ama Deum, — ama Deum ! 

And while hesidc tho tiirfon nest 
Wherein her callow flodglings rest. 

I nightly bend iny waiulering feet 
Let mo her holy strain repeat — 

A ma Deuntf — amu Deum I 

Suzsi who, in the interest of her song, had ! 
lo.st the coy shyiieHS arising from singing it j 
to a stranger, had dropt the protecting corner j 
of her iiju'on, while she sweetly repeated tho j 
triple notes, which were modulated so as to j 
simulate the quail-call with remarkable exact- 
ness ; and stood witli her right hand extended, 
her head bent forward; with flashed cheeks 
and sparkling eyes, when Franz],'' having 
concluded his diplomatic labours, entered the 
saal / 

The first object that met his inquiring 
eyes, w-^as the handsome young stranger 
leaning back negligently in his chair, liis 
supper standing untouched befom hint on the 
table, and his eyes fixed, with no equivocal 
expression of admiration, upon those of the 
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lieiress of ihe Blue Hedgehog ! Poor Franzl 
felt an indescribable thrill dart through every 
vein at the sight ; and, disdaining to hush the 
echo of his heavy footsteps in compUnient to 
the singer, he stalked towards the table witli 
the air of a Bajazet, twisting his mustachios 
yitb a demonstration of mental martyrdom 
tliat Kean might have envied. 

The egotism of Matthias’s heart wanned 
I at the sight of his ambassador ; and turning 
, hastily from his guest, he demanded to know 
: the issue of l^is negotiations. “1 am ready 
i to acquaint you witli every circuinstariee 
I when all this aeeursed noise and scraping is 
i ' ' er,” replied I'Vanzl, peevishly, ^‘and when 
' U\e f rani ciii can spare time from her exer- 
: tioiis to listen to so unim]*ortajit a communi- 
, cation.” 

( '** SiltMice — instantly — silenre there !” 

haw'led Jioncst ALitthias to the {istoiiishcd 
imivi<'ians. Orink a oiij), friends, and 
; begone. I must not have junketing and 
fiddling heri^^ in my .ytem-saaly and the Friday 
morning so near lU hand.” 

1 Tljo dulcimer ])lnyer thus apostrophi7/‘d, 
began jtatieiitly to s^rap uji his iiislrnment, 
v/liiio one of the younger musicians advanced 
wirli an ei#tciidvd ca]) toward'^' the traveller; 
who was somewhat astonished at the jiercm])- 
t(»ry manner in wliieh, without reference lo 
: his iiK’l illations, his diversion had been ter- 
' minaU*d. But baling tossed a ducat into 
! the gi}isy’H liat, he w'jis recalled to Jiiinsclf 
i by the ainazenient depicted on the eoiinte- 
I nance of the siip'uver, 

Vos!” said the ^slranger, affecting* to 
I inteijircl the look, ‘‘ change, — certainly ; 

' a i:wtiiKi(jcr for each of you, and bring mo 
.*! the rest in wdiite luoncy.” 

I In the iiieanwiiile, Franzl, his master, and 
’ liis mn step’s daughter! had retired to the eml of 
the chamber, and were engaged in earnest dis- 
, course ; of which their guest could gather 
I nothing hut Ibo exclamations of the old 
1 man — “0, %ovh — weh — io<'h ! 'J’voo]) I will, 

! and troop 1 must. 0, weh^ weh ! Sorely 
j shall 1 miss my ohl hauntK ! Sorely shall 1 
j yearn for my early lioine ! But tlie blow is 
I struck and the hour ; — and 1 must forth !” 
w hile murmurs of regret and sympathy fmn 
Ids daughter filled up tiic jiauses of his 
lamentation. 

The traveller directed his attention, there- 
fore, exclusively to his bwn wants ; and as 
they had now journeyed' through various 
courses towards the dessert, he sat emptying 
a case of Oedenhourg sweetmeats, and sipping 
a glass of Tokayci'y till host or ^vaiter, or 


Suzsi herself, might be pleased to return to 
their attendance. “A cup of schware^* as 
hot as paprika ! he at length exclaimed 
ill despair ; directing his commands to Franzl, 
as an excuse for amusing himself with a 
deliberate survey of his person. The v\»aitcr 
could not hut obey. 'Tn as his vocation ; but 
he ‘^did his spii iting 7/w-gcntly,” and strode 
out of the room with energy which made 
his sjnirs ring again. TJie stranger took this 
opjiortunity to note that if the handmaiden 
of tlic Iijel wTj-e sprightly, and grac»d'ii), and 
sweetJy-voiced, its waiter ivas nothing inferior 
in jiersonal endowments. Franzl was indeed 
a splendid-looking creature, meJo-dramatic 
and j»ictiircsque, and iiighly national in his 
appearance ; and the traveller interpreted 
williout much difficulty, the air of affected 
iincmmern with which Suzsj’s soft fo(Usteps 
folJow'cd Iiiin out of the maL 

A minute afterwards, Jujwever, she re- 
turned, tliisheJ and panting, wilh surprise 
and indignation in lier countenance ; and 
the young traveller concluded from the altera- 
tion of h('r manner, that J^’ranzl was nut only 
her lover, but, jealous, and jealous probably 
of iiimself, — for old Blaschky had left the 
I rliamher at the first chord of the sigeuner's 
j mu sic. 

I JSow' even those wdio are most pain- 
fully aivarc that jealousy is one of the 
bitterest drojis polluting th' cup of human 
happiness, have, little reluctjin(?o in assisting 
to poison the (dial ice of anotlier. The jealous 
meet wdth no conqiassion. A privileged 
butt for the wliqis and scorns of the human 
kind, 

JSunf(*raijce is tlio badge of all tbeir tril)© ! ” 

And thus, in pursuance of tiine^ionourcd 
custom, 'the malicious guest, who had till 
now remarked in Saz^i, only a cunning 
com]»ounder of schnifme/y a pi-etty animated 
grisettc^ and a vcr> < >cdicnt daughter, began 
10 p.qy her certain Id, tie attentions, vvhhdi were 
hellebore and avsemc to poor Franzl. 

lie spoke his commands j’ospecting the 
adjustment of his chamber in a whisper 
hard to ho cnilured , and begged lier to 
sweeten the coffee she Jiad set before him, 
in a tone of gallantry sueli as liad mredy been 
breathed before in the Igdhchc GaMliof ; and 
which would have alanned old Mattliias 
himself, had he not previously rushed into 
the village to breathe his tale of woes into 
•his drow'sy neighbour, Johann Blaschky’s 
By III pathetic ears. He returned, how’ever, 


* Black coffee. 
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to the saal jttst as Suzsi had taken the candle 
to light the stranger to his chamber ; and^ 
after a cordial ^^schlafen de wMy gnOdiger 
Ilerri^ to the traveller, seized Franzl by the 
arm, and careless or unconscious of his re- 
sistance, insisted upon dragging him through 
every department of the farm, to exhibit the 
ability with which he had executed his dele- 
gated duties of the day ; and renew in each 
his lamentations over the necessity of soon 
quitting them for ever ! 

Meanwhile Suzsi, with gracious good will, 
displayed to the strange guest her cares for 
his accommodation ; — the snow-white and 
frilled sheet she had stretched over the hair- 
mattrass which formed liis bed, and of which 
the black spikes shone lustrously through 
the linen ; — while a ticking sack* of loose 
fcatliers afforded the U])per covering which 
replaces, in Hungarian economy, both quilt 
and blanket and eiderdown. Scarcely had 
she entered his chamber, when the young 
man threw aside his air of idle compliment, 
and looking upon her with the grave and 
friendly interest of a superior, exclaimed, 

“ Y ou have been weeping, m 'ddehen ! Who has 
offended you ? What can have grieved so 
good a girl, — so dutiful a daughter?” 

The tears that had been standing in poor 
Suzsi’s eyes, poured down at this inqui^}^ 
But she answered not. Wlieii still more 
kindly urged by the stranger, she replied, 
Alas ! //err, iny poor father is about to 
leave the dwelling which he has looked on 
as his own these six-aiid-thirty years. The 
oath he has sworn, never t<j increase his 
rent-fee, binds him to his detenuination, and 
the CJiapter of Gran have already formed 
theirs ! — This very evening my fatlier com- 
manded me to prepare for our removal to 
Budal” 

“ And is this all, my poor child ? Why 
His a mercy to thee, Suzsi ! Compare the 
mud huts of the village, and the boors wdio 
dwell therein, with the stately mansions of 
the city, ancl. their polishctl inhabitants ! 
Compare the waste of sloughs and miry 
tracks round Dorogh, with the Stadt- Wdld’- 
ehm of Pestli, and the gay sports of the 
MargarUm Imel ! — Think of the merry 
meetings tliat will shorten thy long days, — 
the masked nights of the carnival that 
will prolong thy joyous nights,— and tell 
me not of thy desire to tarry in this desert.” 

" I pray you, gentle sir, speak nut- 
to me of these things,” answei-cd Suzsi, 
modestly, — “ they belong not to my degi*ee. 
1 have been so happy here, so beloved, that 


to leave Dorogh will grieve me no less than 
my poor father. — Will the stony ways of 
the city repay me in the summer-season for 
the fresh fields and springing flowers, and 
tlie acacia-trees which hang their blossoms 
over the thatehed roofs of the village ? The 
drums' of the foi^tress will wake me on the 
SabbaUi* nlomings, instead of the sweet 
sounds of promise which hem reach us from 
the church that rises close beside our gate. 
My mother sleeps in tho grave-yard, — 
pnildiger Herr, and my sisters and brothers 
lie fast by her side. — Who will keep their 
graves clear from w’eeds, and the turf fresh- 
ened during tho summer heats, when Suzsi 
is gone ?” — And she hid her face with her 
hands at the t)^ought. 

“ My poor cliild, will nothing avail to 
alter thy father’s determination ?” 

“ Alas ! nothing.” 

“ And that of tlie Chapter 1” 

Still less.” 

Methinks,” continued the stranger, half- 
aside, ] might do something with tho 
reverend confraternity — ” 

^^Gniidigcr Het'r!*^ exclaimed Suzsi, throw- 
ing herself upon her knees, I know not how 
1 should address you, — for sure L am that 1 
speak to one of the noblest in our land, Y our 
generosity to zigeunm ^ — your table choico- 
ness, — your air ; — noble sir ! pray yr)u, de- 
clare yourself to your j)Oor servant !” 

Suzsi,” said the young traveller, raising 
her from his feet, “ I tliought not, in entering 
your dwelling, to he tempted to throw aside 
mjf disguise. But the sentiments I have 
heard from your lips convince me tliat I may 
trust to your discretion. Know tlicn that I 
am commissioned by his Imperial Majesty ■ 
to bear his reply to the appeal of the Diet, 
now sitting at Pesth ; and it is necessary 
that 1 should remain unknown, till I have 
.prefaced iny public duty by a private inter- j 
view with the leading magnats. TJiereforc, I 
l>retty Suzsi, I exact your solemn promise 
that till my return towards Vienna, — a 
fortnight, or possibly a month hence, — you 
will betray no suspicion of my real con- 
dition. Remember, — I must still be treated 
as a traveller of low degree and scanty 
means.” 

*‘But I am still ignorant” — faltered 
Suzsi — 

“Of my name-^and rank? — True! — 
Remember me then in your prayers as Alexis 
Er — , your Tavemicus of the Hungarian 
crown. Good-night, good girl — let my 
coffee and my horse bo ready at day-break.” 



17 


THE EDINBURfik TAUSS. 


Suzsi kissed tlie hand extended towards 
her, hut still lingei'ed, 

“ I see you have not courage to give voice 
to your wishes, — and it were needless. Rest 
happy, Suzsi : I promise you that your father 
shall not leare the Blue Hedgehog unless by 
his own deslre« Trust the affair to my 
management, and once more, good>night.*’ 


aiAPTEH ir. 

"Was ever woman iu this humour wooed ? 

Jiiehard the TAinl. 

On the following day, many hours after 
their midnight guest had bestowed his part- 
ing salutations upon the blushing and con- 
scious Suzsi, iu presence of Matthias, and 
far worse, in presence of Matthias’s secretary 
of state for the home de2)artnienit, — Franzl 
Westermann, — the travelling* carriage and 
suite of Count Er — y the TavcmicuSy passed 
through Borogh. 

As soon as the name of its patriotic and 
popular proprietor was borne into the high- 
place of tlio village upon the wings of 
rumour, or more plainly, upon “the most 
sweet breaths,” of half a dozen unthcrod 
mendicants, whose palsy, sori^igo and rheum, 
had entitled them to a begging station at 
the gate of the post-house, a shout of 
acclamatiom was raised by ' tlie labourers 
w'ho clianced at that moment to bo enjoy- 
ing their noontide suspension from toil. A 
thousand noisy “FivatsI^* urged the pace 
of the stumbling horses along the wretched 
road leading to the Post-haus, 

The calcche halted under the gateway, 
and the post-mdster flew to make out a 
certificate for so lionoured a traveller ; and 
while the postilions slung on their tasselled 
liorns, and burnished their mustachios, a 
crowd of villagers, the most national X)er- 
hai)s, or possibly the most needy and rapa- 
cious, gathered round the carriage, in hoi»es 
that its leathern curtains might unclose, and 
discover the object of their enthusiasm. To 
achieve so desirable an jevent, they had 
recourse to all possible modes of invoca- 
tion, — to all manner of soothing appeals. 
“ Long live your Excellency, the represen- 
tative of a bold and fair race ! — Cod prosper 
your Highness’s endeavours for the cause of 
Hungary ! Heaven retain your lordship in 
his majesty’s councils I VivtU Tavemi- 
cun r {«c. 

For some time, these and such acclamations 
rent the air, subsiding 'at intervals into a 
flattering murmur 'of applause. But the 
hoarse and weary throng, observing that 

VoL. HI. 


their efforts w^re crowned with indifferent 
success, united at length in a final yell of 
enthusiasm, which fairly roused the sole 
tenant of the caUche from his peaceful 
slumbem ; and lo ! the visage of the Count 
Alexis’s Swiss valet, lank, rueful, and un- 
shorn, protruded itself from the vehicle, 
with a “ Bhiit-il mes pons amis ? QiCtst ce 
q^uil y a hour fof serfice 

The discomfited patriots in shaggy sheep- 
skin mantles, shook their larded locks with 
indignation, and were half disposed to resent 
with fierceness their own misap])rehcnsion. 
They retreated, however, with hasty strides, 
from the scene of their mortification ; while, 
as the carriages rolled on towards Buda, the 
uj>per house of Dorogh legislature, — con- 
sisting of Johann Blaschky, Piil the sex- 
ton, Onsky the post-master, and other 
worshipfuls of the village, who usually took 
their noon-day jupe under the linden trees 
that overspread the gateway of the latter, 
stared after the departing equipage with 
almost equal indignation. The order of the 
day, — the decision of the Gran Chapter and 
dt mmagencM of Matthias and his family, — 
were hastily discussed, in order that the 
impatient oratory of the speakers might ex- 
pend itself upon the inexplicable absence of 
the Tavcrnicus, and the mysterious jargon 
of the animal lie had delegated to represent 
him on the joumey. 

Meantime, scenes of disastrous moment 
^vore passing in the adjoining wirthshaus, 
Matthias, who, like many of his betters, 
“ took misfortune as an aflixuit,” and knew’ 
no distinction between the feelings of anger 
and soiTow% liacl scarcely w'aited the early 
departure his guest to issue contradictory 
edicts and decrees hmuinerable, to the various 
members of his establishment. Intent upon 
exhibiting the earnestness of his resolution to 
depart, he seemed to consider, that since the 
thing was inevitable, “’tw’cre w’ell it were 
done quickly ; ” a i \ he thevefoi*e enforced, 
with unwonted peevishness and vociferation, 
the inarshalliug of his household. “ Such 
marchings and countermarchings, ” such 
opening of presses, such rattling of crockery, 
had rarely tasked the ears or patience of his 
daughter. But it was neither her father’s 
captiousness, nor the measure of her own 
labours, that brought the tears into Suzsi’s 
eyes, and rendered lier incapable of fulfill- 
ing her mftnifold duties wdth exactness. 

In the course of her morning’s toil, Franzl 
had not only forborne his usual proffers of 
asshtanco but when their respective occu- 

« Ho. U, 
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pations brought them together, had averted 
his scowling brow, started from her touch as 
from that of the loathliest reptile, and hnally 
looked upon her with an expression of con- 
tempt which could not fail to penetrate the 
innermost cells a tender heart. 

He had remained silent and nnaccusing, it 
is true ; but there was speech in his flashing 
eye more eloquent than verbal reviling,' — 
there was an oratory in his curling lip, which 
words could not have rivalled ! She re- 
solved not to be grieved a second time by 
such a glance of disgust ; and feeling ill- 
used, indignant, turned heroically away. 
But woman’s affection is omnipotent ; and, 
retracing lior steps with tearful cj'cs and 
tremulous voice, Suzsi addressed her x^ctulant 
lover. 

Frarizl ! ” she began, dearest Franzl ! ” 
but the words choked her, and, hiirsting into 
tears, she held out her liand in that pleading, 
humbled, depi^ecatory manner, which love 
only can suggest, and which an obdurate 
heart could alone repulse. That of Pranzl 
Westermann w^as suitdy of the most adainan- 
tino textuiT ; for, instead of being touched by 
her sweet submission, he dashed away the 
pledge of peace with malignant violence, ac- 
companying the action with a look and 
epithet still harder to bo endured. 

Suzsi’s spirit was now roused in its timi. 
Dashing tlie tears from her flushed cheeks, 
sbe raised up her head like a flower after a 
storm ; and, if slie did not threaten the 
angry boy” with a deep and unavailing re- 
pentance, she secj’ctly assigned him as latter 
a portion of remorse and penitence as her 
gentle mind could picture, before he might 
regain that love and that confidence, against 
which lie ha<l sinned so cruelly. 

Poor Suzsi ! She little knew that lier 
power to punish had accomj>anied the gift of 
her whole heart ; and that of all the slaves 
upon enrth, the womafn who loves with fond- 
ness and inteiisitj" is the most incapable of 
self-defence. 

The evening came at length ; and the disor- 
ganized family no longer gatlien'd itself round 
the chceiful board in happy household tmion. 
Their accustomed guests feelingly forbore to 
break in upon old Matthias’s first day of 
disturbance and mortification. For the first 
time during thirty years, Johann BJaschky 
filled and emptied a solitary evening bowl in 
his own homestead ; and even Ur Pal was 
sharae<l into screening his selfish exultation 
from Suzsi’s notice, at the expense of logy 
and a light in his lonely dwelling. 


The niglit, too, came ; and the young lovers 
parted without salutation or word of grace ; 
they, who had been wont to indulge jn Ibe 
" sweet sorrow ” of good-night, as tenderly as 
ever did that enchanting pair, ^vhose love is 
of all ages and all nations. TJie morning 
dawned ; and they met again, still silently, 
and still coldly. The renewal of toil secincd 
to be only a signal for the renewal of discord 
or estrangement ; and their mutual dissatis- 
faction became as evident to others as it was 
to themselves. 

How darkly comes the first grievous cloud 
of suspicion over the fair heavsn of youthful 
love ! With what profound disunion may a 
word, a look, an inference, sever the ties of 
confiding aff'ection, — those sweet and holy 
bonds whic)!, of all human impulses, appear 
the worthiest v>f immoi'tality. The peevish- 
ness of an idle hour will overcome the re- 
membrance r)f years of untiring paiicnce and 
exclusive devotion ; and like the son of Thetis, 
Love is doomed to perish hy a puerile w«niud, 
however bravely ho may have resisted fiercer 
attacks and a more Jieroic: enemy. 

Poor Suzsi was but tlie child of the land- 
lord of a country inn. But so gently, so 
purely, had mu the current of her young 
existence, so solely devoted was her laud 
heart to the duties of a tender daughter and 
Christian maiden, that her claims to com- 
iniseratit>n are nowise inferioi* to those of a 
more classic or courtly Jioroinc. 7’Jie? heart 
is of no degree ; .and Jieither the one nor 
the other could have been more sensible to 
the value of an honest Jiian’s affections, or 
have drooped Avith more heart-stricken 
affliction under the evil interpretation <»f a 
jealous lover. Jfers Avas not a tearful 
sorroAv; but it was deeji, and tender, and 
oA'ercoming. 

Matthias, moaiiAvhilc, absorbed in selfish 
regi’ots, beheld in the mourjifiil looks and 
unassured footsteps of his child, indications 
of decent sympathy in his personal troubles ; 
or, at most, a iiatrural expression of her grief 
at leaving the haunts of her childhood and 
the companions of her riper years. He 
dreamed not that there existed, at that 
moment, sorrows on the eartli that had not 
their origin in the avarice of the Canons 
of Gran; and, even had his mind been 
enlightened, would have regarded the l>rom7- 
hrie of the irritated pair, as singularly ill- 
timed and <lisrespectful towards himself. He 
was unsparing of complaints in his conver- 
sations with his daughter; who., hound to 
secrecy by the commands of the Taveruicus, 
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preflum^d not to soothe his affliction hy tliat 
l)alni of hope which heir confidence in Count 
"Ev — power and will to serve her imparted 
to her own feelings. She dared not even 
suspend or modify those preparations for 
departure which she fondly trusted would 
prove unnecessary. 

^ The days vrent laggingly along. Tier very 
existence appeared to have aequire^l a new 
character. She began to think that it might 
he endurable to abandon Dorogli and its 
green j)astures, since Dorogh could wear so 
dull and jo^'lcss a seeming. The house was 
full of discordant noises, the air seefiied to 
hang heavily upon her, when — 

Like an unriKhtoous and unlmrit^d 

Slip -wander fl up and down tliosp Jong arcades. 

The paths of the village looked dusty and 
unin\iting when her restless heart prompted 
her to wander fi^rth ; and all the uses of this 
w(irld seemed as flat and unprofitable to 
Siiz.si, as tliey have done to every victim of 
discontent from the days of ITainlef until 
now. A thorn was in liev heart . A struggling 
jjain haunted her pare! led tliroaf. The tears 
came quivering im[>ortunately over her eyes : 
and never more piiinfully than wJien striving 
to asHiime t(»ne of merrimejit with her 
father’s gu/^sts, iji the hope of disguising the 
secret anguish of her feelings. 

Tf the wayward author of licr nfflietion 
felt conscious of the change whieli every 
siiceocdlng day wrouglit in poor >Sazsrs h<d- 
low eyes and pale eheek<, — and, with a due 
allow’aiiee for the proverljial hlindnessof lovf, 
lie must surely have done so, — lie considered 
any degree of suffering she might endure t(f 
have been fairly earned ; and regarded her 
altered countenanee wdth that intensity of 
gratified hatred ’»vhieh belongs to the alter- 
nation of the fondest passion. lie remem- 
bered tlie pride he bad taken in lier distin- 
gnisliing and lavfisli. affection ; the fervour 
with which he had watched over her happi- 
ness ; the deep joy with wliich he had recog- 
nised the superior purity of her mind ; the 
ho]>e, the trust, the ardour, wifli which he 
liad anticipated his marriage hours : and 
shuddered as he contemplated his present 
frame of feeling. Alas ! the miser believed 
himself to l)e despoiled of the treasui*e of his 
secret hoard! The fond confiding friend 
seemed greeted with ingratitude and betrayal, 
there wdiere he had garnered up his l^eart.” 
Was not this an excuse for his knitted brows 
and compressed lips, and an apology fo:r the 
bitter torment be was inflicting upon her who 
loved him, as woman only loves, with equal 


pride and humility : — ^with humility, in rqgard 
to the object beloved ; with pride, in regard 
to the wliole world l>esido ? 

“ And this,” thought Suzfii, as one after-* 
noon, csca])ing fi-om flie tunnoil of her home, 
she took her solitary way up the hill-side 
towards her father’s vineyards, — ^Hhis misery 
is all the. fruit of a trifling eoneealment, of a 
single deviation from the ordinary frankness 
of my heart. Strange that 1, who so utterly 
abhor deceit, — !, who would unbosom my 
own most secret tbonglits to LTai^zl, should 
have been betrayed into ]>ariieipating in the 
mysteries of a stranger. Wo worth the night 
wliieli tempted the Jioblo Tavemiens to so- 
journ in our dwelling ! Better had it been 
for my fathor fo quit his inn, — better that 
our worldly ])rospects should have been 
blighted, — better tliat aught should have 
arisen, than that Franzl should be abused 
vvilh the flnaight of my unworfliiness., and 
b(* tempted to treat me thus Iiarshly. Till 
no-u', there existed not between us a single 
painful remembrance, 'i'liere w'as .not a 
i-loud on the liorizon of memory. And 
now! — ” And having sat herself doAvn on 
the stone steps of the vineyard, Suzsi sobbed 
bitterl\% 

It vvas th^ month of May, and tlie air 
came balmily' through the swelling vine- 
stiek.s. *rhe y'ourig shoots, of n jntie downy 
green, tvere sjmnging ten'Ierly from tbo 
knotted >tetns of the vines, ; i d gave a float- 
ing va})ourv softness to the outline of the 
I hills around, till a cloiul aj>()cared to hover 
over the vast surfiiee of tlie vine-gardens. 
Here and there, iiitei-planted at regular in- 
terve.ls air ing tlie vines, ajipeared rows of 
pcach-rees, blushing with blossoms ; and 
el lorries, with their h'aflf ‘^s rods, rompletcly 
hiddim fiy?^ flowers' of a bridal whiteness. 
Tile birds were wheeling through the soft 
air, as though it were .a joy to float upon its \ 
buoy an t s\\ eetness. '’’lie huttei flies wove flu t- | 
teriiig among the ^uies, as if ^^•aitillg the 
unfolding of their honeyed hhiom. And the 
cuckoo, that " n inged voice,” wns beard from 
among the nia]>le trees, far in tlie valley 
below. 

Suzsi was roused from her fit of despoii- 
deney, as these and other sweet sounds of 
spring forced themselves iij)on her fihserva- 
tioji. It is so diflieulfc to desjiair wlien ITea- 
ven’s respleiident dayliffht is shining round 
ns, and Nature’s Jovely promise bursting 
ii^to reality beneath mir eyes. The past, 
Avith its images of the lost, the dead, the 
estrir-nged, is not wdth us then. It is the 
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future, the flattering future, bright with 
fltfut dreams and fancies, which ruled the 
hour. Despondency should hide its head in 
the dark stagnant dens of the city, -**the 
hilLside has a breeze which quickens the 
blood into action, and tlie fragrant fields a 
music of their own, which overi)owcrs the 
ominous croak of its augury. 

Impossible to despair when Nature’s smile 
is reflected from the objects around us ; and it 
could scarcely fall more brightly than under 
Suzsi’s gaze, upon the rock on which “the 
little fortress of Gran affected to frown in 
the distance, or upon tlie mountains which 
veil the course of tlie Danube beneath its 
walls. The whole landscape was unfolded 
before her, like a page of tlie choicest pot‘try. 

The young Hungarian arose, cheered and 
comforted, froih her deliberate perusal of 
its characters; and bent her way towards 
the brow of the hill, where a small votive 
chapel, one of the numerous structures 
which gratitude or suppliant piety have 
erected among the vineyards, lifted its hiiin- 
hle head above the trim vines. A low bench 
stood before the grating, that the country 
maiden might lay down her hurdeii, and 
breathe her simple prayers during her brief 
repose. There, daily, the aged lal>uurer vails 
his bonnet as he passes ; there the child sus- 
pends its j)lay to lift u]) its guiltless hands ; 
and many a supplication is uttered before its 
humble shrine, and many a self-reviling con- 
fession poured into those bright heavens 
spread over its roof, which mightier fanes 
and more hallowed altars could never have 
inspired. 

Long did Siizsi kneel upon the springing 
gi*nss before its gate ; and patiently and 
sweetly did she smile when she rose from her 
orisons. But as she turned towards her 
homeward path, an unwelcome companion 
advanrod to meet her: Menesatz! the bro- 
ther of Ur Dal the* sexton ; whom fame 
assigned as the future toirth of the Blatie 
Jgel^ and whom her conscious disgust had 
long taught her to look upon as a presuming 
and distasteful suitor. 

Vexed at the untoward chance which 
hi'ought him there at such an hour, Suzsi 
was well aware that Ihe little manoeuvres 
with which slie usually j)}irried his attacks, 
must prove unavailing in tliis lonely inter- 
view. She could not, in the still seclusion 
of the vineyards, affect blindness or deafness, 
as in her father’s clamorous dwelling. All 
lier innocent man^e of village coquetry waft 
at fault. Suzsi saw that it would be use- 


less to gaze vacantly upon iht dim distance, 
as if unconscious of the smiles that wei*e bent 
upon her lovely face ; or to hazard with 
affected unconcern, a casual observation, when 
■words of pressing and fervent courtship were 
ringing in her ears. 

“ Well met, sweet one ! ” said Mencfsatz, 
joining her side with assiduity. “It is 
becoming ^ rare sight even to look upon 
you, Suzsi, — much more to be indulged in 
the happiness of a solitary ramble by your 
side. You saw me advancing towards you 
when you ])rolonged your walk. Is it not 
true, lintsds6 ? — say so, and bless me with 
the confession.” 

“ So little true,” replied Suzsi, with indig- 
nation, “ that had I dreamed of the possibility 
of meeting you, I would liave — ” 

“ Hush, hush ! — words of course, — a fitting 
shovr of maidenly decorum. Trust me, I can 
appreciate the delicacy of your reserve. W ell, 
Suzsi, it seems certain that your father will 
cede his post at tlie Hedgehog to some less 
worthy occupant ? ” 

“ To a worthier he could not.” 

“UmphJ certainly — certainly. But it 
would appear, Suzsi, that the prospect of 
leaving old Dorogli is grievous to your feel- 
ings. You have lost all your fine bloom. 
Your eyes are even now red witii weejnng. 
But cheer up and look for brighter days, sweet 
Suzsi. Even should the Chapter of Cl ran 
decide on accepting my tender, you shall 
weccr remove from the home you love. Nay! 
turn not away ; you cannot escape me. The 
occasion is a favourable one, and you shall 
hear all I have to say. You shall know that 
notwithstanding iny brilliant prospects, not- 
withstanding the favour with which my 
friend and j)atron Count Szecheuyi forwards 
my views, I am resolved, Suzsi, without 
delay, to make you my wife. It is true, 
your village lirecding wili scarcely fit you 
to preside over such an establishment, or to 
do justice to such a stylo of business as 1 
intend to set on foot in Dorogh. But still, 
under my instructions, — my former situa- 
tion as hofhausmeister in the Count’s family 
having of course qualified me for the charge, 
— J do not despair of forming you to hettei* 
things.” 

“ Master Menesatz,” replied Suzsi, indig- 
nant at the tone of superiority he had assumed, 
which so ill became a suitor, ^*1 have still 
and ever prayed you to forbear.mch instances 
and declarations as these, seeing that they 
are altogether unwelcome and unavailing. 
AVhen I leave Dorogh, it will he to share 
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my father’s home, wheresoever it may he ap- 
pointed.” 

« No, Suzsi, no ! you will think better of 
it, I am persuaded. You will^iiot refuse to 
*^less a heart that loves you, to preside as 
mistress in the home you cherish, to live and 
die in the village wherein you were born ; 
and this, top, for tlie cake of a beggarly 
waiter, who has nothing tuendow you withal, 
but his poverty and irritable temper.” 

“ Nothing ! ” replied Suzsi, in a voice of 
emotion. Nothing? — Is* an honest heart 
notliiug ? Is a brave, upright, generous mind 
nothing? Is it nothing to have gifted the 
poor with the hard-earned fruits of patient 
industry, — to have saved the life of an enemy 
at the peri I of his o^vn ? Go — go ! — those who 
rise by creeping, those who w ax prosperous 
through cunning, and intrigue, and pecula- 
tion, and the favour of the groat, arc nothing 
— less than nothing ! — But my good, frank, 
generous Franzl may boast ” 

“ Your Ph'anzl ! ” retorted Mcnesatz, livid 
with suppressed fury ; maiden? Those 

who are one in heart and troth rarely look 
upon each*othcr as Franzl Westermann gazed 
upon yourself an hour ago, when together 
wo noted your rambling footsteps from the 
valley yonder below.” 

“ J^ranzl saw lue then ? ” 

“Ay! and saw me also depart on j’our 
track ! I told him, archly enough, tlint the 
hill-top was a w'ell chosen spot fur love- 
whispers.” 

Suzsi 'wrung her hands. “ And Franzl, 
what said he in reply ? ” 

“He laughed' aloud ! But not, to my 
thinking, for any pleasaiit thought that 
tickled liis mind, for his brow’ the wdiile 
was dark as the Krapaks. ‘No matter,* 
he said, ‘’tis no matter. Come one, come 
all. The w’anton wind blows upon every 
one ; shall a w’anton woman be less free ? * 
And so he bad me go and speed my 
wooing.** 

Suzsi shuddered as she listened ! To be 
made a mock of, — her weakness, if such 
it were, tb bo noted even to a vain babbler 
like M^uesatz! It w’as too much for pa- 
tience. 

“ Ay, Suzsi,” continued the ^vily one, 
pursuing his advantage, “ tliis it is to be 
subjected to starts of passion, and prompted 
by the suspicions of a fretful, jealous temper, 
A precious companion, in sooth, were Master 
Westermann, witli his ghastly, scornful 
laugh, and angry, faltering voice, during 
the long days which make up the sum. of 


life! Well, an easy heart and a peace- 
ful hearth for me! Harsh words never 
yet straightened a woman’s crooked paths ; 
and a kind hand, and gentle speech may do 
much to lead the wanderer into a better 
track.” ‘ • 

Suzsi felt that she had just then much heed 
for the soothing of a kind hand, and gentle 
speech. But she said not a word. 

“ And your father, Suzsi, how’ w’ould he 
brook to be tliwartcMl in the weariness of his 
by a fractious, contradictory temper ? 
To be bearded on his ow^i heartlistorie, by one 
who lia.*^ taken hire at Jiis liaiids ? To behold 
his child, — the lamb of his flock, — ^harassed 
and cvil-cn treated by such a churl as Franzl 
is like to become ? Then, if the world go 
hut hardly for a season, if tlie vines should 
j suffer from April hail, or the maize lack 
I muisturc to swtII its sheaves, straight should 
I* we .see Master Westermann wdth folded anns 
and leaden looks, bearing about his sullen 
despondeney from hall to granary ; spiting 
his customers, and rating his meek wife for 
the niggardliness of the skies. Give me a 
frank, eas}’ lioart, Suzsi, and a sanguine 
cheerful temper, — for blessed are they who 
inliahit tlicrewdth.” 

Suzsi W’as provoked to find in the insidious 
comments of her companion much that was 
unanswerably true. But she loved him not 
the better for proving that she had fixed 
her afleetion-s impnideiilly. Few women 
can endure to be put iiithewTong. She had 
determined from the first, that she would 
not enter the village in friendly companion- 
ship w’ith one w’hom she so little aii'ected as 
Mcnesatz ; and as soon as they came in 
sight of the smoke curling above its budding 
acacias, paused abruptly to inquire which 
path it W’as his 'p^ asure to take, in order 
that she might Bele\-i another. 

Mcnesatz expostulated 'with her upon this 
ungracious declaration ; enforcing hi.s remon- 
strances by taking her resi.sting hand wdthin 
his own, and setting fortli, with more explicit 
detail, tlie splendours about to ai'credit liis 
! temporal prosperity, and his caniest hope 
and intention of sluirlng them wdth her 
beloved and lovely self. 

“Master Mcnesatz,** replied Suzi^i, with- 
drawing her hand from his pressure wdth 
I more self-command than w’as implied by her 
tremulous voice, “ 1 could not fail to com- 
passionate such sentiments, were I not per- 
suaded that their existence mainly depends 
upon tJie amount of the sparings of my father’s 
Indus; 1^” ; and 1 should blame myself for tlie 
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freedom of your present address, did I not well 
remember that from the first hour you came 
gJozing and fawning to our home in tforogh, I 
expressed my iiiie<|uiv^ocal opposition to your 
suit. You spoke ’not indeed openly of 
your will towards me,*nor named the name 
ol‘ love. But so far as you could infer your 
passion, without committing your prudence, 
you showed me your intention, and J ac- 
Cjuainted wdtli mine. IS' ay, more, to Sj»av(; 
you the pain of healing my jdain o]»inion in 
plain words, I ovorste}>ped the reserve oi a 
woman’s heart, and told you 1 loved another, 
— even though that otlierliad not then sought 
me of my father.” 

‘‘Do I deny it?” replied Mcnesatz with 
varying colour, and concentrated voice. “Do 
1 den}' it ? you said you loved FranzI Wester- 
mann, the hireling ! But will you, can you, 
Suzsi, say so noiv^ — now that lie hath 
thought you, ay — and has called you in the 
ears of men, that whicli 1 dure not rei)eat 
to your own ?” 

Suzsi started as thougli she had luxii .stung 
by a venomous reptile. "‘lie lui.s called 
me so? lias spoken lightly of me?” said 
she, clasping her hands together. “ Ma;y 
God forgive him I And can T say I love 
him still ? 1 c(m — I ilo / I love him ten- 
derly, — truly, — against my judgment, — 
against my very will, — but still, with a 
changeless affection. Dream you that the 
love of years is rootcsl out in aii hour, — that 
feelings which Jiave engro&std juy wiiole 
heart, my whole exi^tcnci', can be blown 
. away by a blast of angry breath ? No, no ! 
if I know that I should look on lilm no 
more, — if I knew that he had given heart 
and faith to another, 1 should say, as I say 
now, that the love of my youth will be the 
love of my ago ; aud tiiat my duty shall 
bo vowed to no other husband than him 
whose name for long, lung years, 1 have 
joined with my father’s, in my nightly 
prayers to the Almighty.” 

JSuzsi’s tears flowed fast and free as her 
declaration ceased. Her mind nas too much 
occupied by images of past affection uinl 
present sorrow, to take much heed of its 
effect upon her mortified suitdr. The first 
words she noticed from his lips were, “ then 
shall the remembrance of this hour hang 
heavy upon your bosom, when you .see his 
gray hairs laid in the grave. Pine as you 
list after your * former home, grieve as you 
may, you will perish an alien, an exile, and 
an orphan.” 

^ipuring this stormy dialogue, Suzsi had 


unconsciously reached the high-place of the 
village by the side of the infuriated Menesatz ; 
who parted from her in presence of the little 
tribunal at the Post-ham gate, uttering the 
single and signal word, — “Remember ! ” 

As she ef itcred the paved court of the Plauc 
Igel, her father himself met her hy the way. 
“How jiow, mistress!” said the old man 
peevisJily. “ Is tUls a time of day, or a day 
at all, to he wandering in the pastures with 
a gallant ? Is it not enough, Siizsi, that thy 
father must toQ Jiere, and labour there, and 
find nor hamhieclu nor hauermUdehen io do 
his bidding, but that thou, the daughter of 
his bo.soin, the blood of his heart’s-bloocl, 
must prove a viiin rebellious gadthcrcoiit, aud 
leave liim to bis troubles ? In, aud slianio 
thcc, girl, — in!” said he, with no gentle voice 
or action; — regardless of Suzsi’s liLaving 
hoddicc and lirimming eyes. 

TJie poor girl would have spoken, — pleaded, 
— rcinousLraled, — had grief and sur|>riso loft 
her voice to defend herself. It seemed us if 
every degree of bi||kirnoss were to bo mingled 
in her cup of tears ! The miscoii.slriictitm 
aud ungenerous usage of a jealous lover, — 
tlie menaces of a malicious ruffian, — ami the 
unde.soi*ved reproof of her angry fallior, con- 
sjdred to depress her spirit and ovci’como her 
resolutiwi; when FranzI himself, who had 
been an unseen and gratified auditor of 
Matthias’s reprimand, ofticiously opened tho 
door of the spdso-saal to admit the seeming 
culprit. 

The 0 veiling was closing, and Suzsi in- 
voluntarily raised her eyes as the candle- 
light from the interior of the chamber fell 
upon his person. ^ She actually started bach 
with horror on perceiving tlie alteration 
wJiich two snort weeks had wrought in Jiis 
cimiitenance. Tlicre was a marble fixedncs:j 
ill his fine forehead, which rendered its uu- 
i earthly paleness frightful to look upon. The 
curls hung matted on his temples, aud Ills 
eomi)resscd lips and troubled eyes revealed 
the stiniggles of mental anguish. It seemed 
as thougli he were suffering from the secret 
agency of some deathly disease. And it 
so; — for what disorder of more agonizing 
I tendency can rack the l\uman frame, than tlie 
I discovery of the worthlessness of a beloved 
object ? Nor leech nor drug, nor time nor 
jiatience, have power to minister to such au ' 
ailment ! 

“And is it so?” murmured Suz^i as she 
retreated into the inper chamber appropriated 
to her use, pressing her hands upon her 
forehead. “Is it so in truth? Am I so 
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estranged froi^ all wlio loved mc^ that I dare 
not vindicate myself to my kind father, — 
that I ,may not venture to sue for FranzTs 
pardon ! But wherefore should I seek it ? 
f who have never voluntarily offended? 
Altered as he is, he must surely beliece in 
iny guilt; — caprice, or captious wayward- 
ness would never have changed him thus. 
Alas, alas! how long, tow sadly must 
certainty hav^^ forced itself upon my mind, 
ere I had endured to condemn him as crimi- 
nal and shamele^, — ftim, for whom 1 would 
peril my life, and ulory in t^e hazard ! 

And still, this mystery must endure ! — 
Still must I live in his thoughts as a lost and 
outcast wretch. Every day and every hour 
must T grow more niiscrahle, and Ad more 
cruel and wretched. No ! — not if strength 
and courage may assist me I” exclaimed Suzsi, 
rising from her oaken settle with sudden 
energy. And having braided her hair, and 
adjusted her disordered garb, she resolutely 
re-entered the saaL 

As {she turned the ereakfll| door upon its 
liingcs, she felt disgusted for the first time 
ill her life^ by thcj rude sounds of hilarity 
wbicli burst upon her ear. 

J*erlia))s, however, the noisy drinking song 
w iucii jarred so discordantly upon lier feelings, 
Jiccjuived its chief demerits from the voice ol’ 
VVcstei'jiiann, which might be distinguished 
in tbo chorus. 

The w ords, though rude, wcix^ little calcu- 
lated to offend Jier. 

THINK LlfHJ. 

' I. 

Ay 1 nut it roun«, to thoo, to me, 

To all I 

The cup should circle fair and free, 

Aad deep and clear its draut^ht should ho 
For all ! 

11 . 

A health, as bright as summer hours, 

To all ! 

May treasure fall iu golden showers, 

May pleasure prank her paths widi ilowers « 
For all! 

*ni. 

May labour lend his lightest load 
To all 

May ipiiet haunt each calm abode 

Where love’s host blessings are bestow’d 
Du all! 

Jv. 

Our prince ! — not such as lords it now 
O’er all,--. 

But ho who last, with crowned brow, 

in battle saw his life-blood flow 
For all ! 

V. 

Our land !— not scorn’d as now she is 
B:^all; 

But as when tameless energies I 

Bade her, of old, aspire to rise 

, O’eraU! I 


I Suzsi, who Iiad fixei her expectations upon 
I discovering her godsirc old Blaschky seated 
I among the — the merry group who 

bore the burden of the s-ong, — and whose 
hopes were equally bent upon finding him in 
that happy intennediary stage of exaltation 
of mind, which lends itself freely to any 
extraordinary project, without hoing suffi- 
ciently tongue-loosed to render confidence 
dangerous, was grieved jierceivc the old 
.gentleman ’seated, pi])e in hand, at a solitary 
tabic ; tlic great wolf-dog of the household 
lying at lazy length upon Iiis feet, and his 
countenance lowering through the dusky 
fumes by which he was encircled. In truth, 
the worthy man liad much jiersonal cause 
for immediate syinpath}" iu the pains of Jus 
friends ; for his comfort was .strangely broken 
.since the liarmonyof the Blue Hedgehog had 
been ‘"cracked and out of tunc.” He liad 
lost a patient listener in his god-daughter, — 
a jovial lioon-companioii in Matthias, — and 
iu Weslermann himself, that cheering exhi- 
fulion of animal spirits and youthful energy, 
which had been wont t»> animate his apa- 
tliotic existence. He had ended by becoming 
as ill to ]»leasc and as sullen as themselves. 

“ Mastei* Blaschky,” said Suzsi, softly ap- 
l^roaching liim, and roverin,; her wliispcrs 
under the tumult of the irinkiug chorus, 
“kind friend Blaschky ! — 1 Jiave much need 
of your services. Am 1 right in believing 
iliat you v\ iJl somewhat trouble yourself to 
comfort and assist your jioor god-child 
“Sjieak out, girl !'* — .said the rough old man,, 
“and do not stand there,' clurruphig your 
words like a wren. Pray Heaven you have 
not learned this mincing courtesy of some 
stray among the coxcombs who 

have lately travelled liitherward.” . * 

Suzsi was silent Jor a moment. “How!” 
said she at length, have you also, my tried 
and oldest friend, — have you also conceived 
this thought of me? — Nay, tlieii, it were 
useless to say furtlier.” 

“Suzsi!” said old Blaschky, in a hoarse 
hollow voice, which rendered liih words still 
more touching, “you were a very little child 
when first you climbed upon my knees ; — a 
very young and tender creature, — and fair 
withal, and good, and gentle. 1 loved you, 
girl, in those days, for your parents’ sake 
i have loved you since, Suzsi, foi-^our own. 
You seemed to me a remembrance of my 
youth, and a ivromise for my elder years,” 
Suztii’s tears fell silently and fast. 

“ \!vu. have been a well-doing maiden,” 
contu ued the old man, Ids voice breaking as 
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he spoke. Light word had never rested 
upon you, nor light thought seemed to har- 
bour with you, till,— until, — Out on you!” 
said he suddenly interrupting himself, as a 
big tear gathered under his shaggy eye-lids. 
‘‘ I would give my right hand, Suzsi, that I 
had not lived to think of iny old friend’s last- 
living daughter, as I think oiyou ; — or that 
some other wanton had been found to swell 
the triumph of yonder bragging vagrant from 
Vienna.” 

“ This is too iiiiieh ! ” exclaimed Suzsi, 
tottering to the wall for supjiort ; and re- 
maining Rj>cechles.s for many minutes. 

“Johann Blaschky!” sa hi she at length, 
trembling with indignation, “so hear and 
help nic God, 1 am guiltless of this thing ! 
My mother wdioin you loved, — your own, 
whom you delight to lionour, — went not more 
spotless to their graves, than 1 should do, 
were tliis night 

The maker of the lonely bctLi of peace 

To open one of the deep hollow ones* 

Whore misery goes to rest, and put me in.” 

Blaschky looked steadily and impressively 
upon his god-child. “It is enough,” he 
observed. “ Truth has a tone and a seem- 
ing of her own ; and those, Suzsi, who look 
upon your brow tind listen to your w’ords, 
may not doubt their sincerity. Say on, then, 
dear Suzsi, what would you of tlie old 
man?” — 

“ Simply that he will pennit me to accom- 
pany him to-morrow as far as the fortress, 
on his way to I’esth. Do not deny me, — 
my errand is of blameless iin]>ort. — Ti*ust 
me, Johann, — trust the j)oor girl who never 
yet swerved from lionesty and truth. Nay ! 
^ou must even seek and gain my father’s 
consent to my journey ; for do w'e not all 
know that he will deny you nothing?” 

“The giiTs tongue has bird-lime on’tl” 
muttered old Johann, secretly pleased and 
flattered by her request ; and ho lost not an 
opportunity wliich soon presented itself of 
making the demand, which w'us readily 
granted by the prudent Matthias. It oc- 
curred indeed to his habitual forecast, that 
the pretext for the journey ])ut forth by 
Blaschky, — ^his wish to make a gift of head- 
gfaj: to his god-daughter, or some other 
bauble of her own choosing at the fair of 
Pesth, — an earnest of future generosity.* 
Accordingly he failed not to jest wdth Franzl, 
when they retired for the night, upon tlie 
old farmers gallantry towards his future 
bride ; and to ac<][uaint him wdth the mor- 
row’s 2 )rojects. 


“ I should not mightily marvel, Franzl,” 
said he, “were our good friend Johann, 
whose care and thrift must have hoarded a 
heavier penny than bachelor housekeeping 
can task t^e pending, 1 should not much 
marvel wrere he to bestow something solid 
and comfortable upon Suzsi, towards your 
house and homestead.” 

Westerrnanu cut short the covetous calcu- 
lations of the old gentleman; by a hasty 
retreat to his sleepless bed, his gloomy retro- 
spections, his blighted hopes ; and he ground 
his teeth for very agony, as he bethought 
him that the morrow’s mom might lead the 
beloved of his iieart into the embraces of his 
rival. 

Wlmt else could tempt her to Ofen ? What 
hut the detested traveller now harbouring 
there, could attract her so far from home ? 
she, who sinct her betrothing had never left 
his side, but relinquished every pastime 
behttiug her age to content his jealous 
humour. ^ 

He slept not.™How should he sleep with 
such suggestions and such exjiectations rank- 
ling in his mind ; and when the dayliglit 
broke, and he saw Johann BlascJiky’s /u/it- 
with four long-taiJcd ponies trot 
into the yard, himself arrayed for the expedi- 
tion in a new brown sheep-skin mantle, tin; 
seams w’eltcd alternately with green and 
scarlet morocco leatlier, — and his tight jerkin 
lieneatli, rattling with silver buttons as large 
as crown pieces, while his flapped felt hat 
was adorned wdth a bunch of artificial flowers 
gallantly stuck on one side, — Franzl’s spirit 
waxed hot wilhiu him. His first angry 
emotions, however, were followed by a train 
of images, — the mourners supplied by memory 
for the funeral of love, — which, dark and 
inauspicious as they were, Birilled him to 
the soul. 

“ If I were to speak with her, — to remon- 
strate with her gently, — I might yet be in 
time to save lier,” thought Franzl. “ And 
though her future existence is to me vain as 
the wagging of a reed in the wdncl, yet for 
lier father’s sake, her blind doating father, I 
wdll remonstrate with her this one more 
time,” 

He tlxrew open, therefore, the door of tlie 
speise-saaly — ^at that early hour cold and 
tenantless; and seeing that the hmisknecht 
had placed a cup of coffee upon the table 

* A Hungarian fanner in even moderate circum- 
stances, never puts to fewor than four horses. I’hey 
are driven in hand, and resemble the beautiful race 
bred bj the late Duke of Argyll. 
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devoted to Suzsi’s use, stood beside it^ waiting 
with forced courage for her arrival. 

The iiigh-mindcd Hungarian was angi*y with 
liimself to hnd how strongly his heart beat 
against his side, as ho listened to the sound 
of her coming footsteps ; when lo ! hastened 
l)y the impatiently cracking of old Blaschky ’s 
wliij), she entered the chamber in all the 
pride of her loveJiness ; her hair interwoven 
and braided*with the most becoming nicety, 
lier mantle gracefully slung on, and her 
clieek flushed with hope and anxiety. 

“ Suzsi,” said Westermann, stalking 
proudly to meet her, lest his courage should 
cod hy delay, “ I know hovi little i)rayer or 
sorrow of mine may prevail with you. Full 
well J know ho^v different are the tli oughts 
and feelings you have lately nourished. But 
if you still rememlier the day when you 
pledged me a vow of better promise, — when 
you owned nor will nor wdsli save mine, 
and gloried in the .submission, — let me still 
so far influence you, as to arrest your steps 
in the career of infamy^ Your mother, — 
have you forgotten her if — Ynjur father , — cari 
you forget him ? — Your own fair fame, Siizsi, 
the. boast and reverence of JJoi'ogli, — is it 
become altogether valutdcss in your eyes? 
But yesterday, keeping tryst in the vine- 
yards I — 'JV)-day, flying to the arms of a city 
lover. — To-morrow — oh ! vvho can s:iy what 
new shame to-morvow shall bring f<»rtb 1 

Restrain your steps, go not to Buda ” 

Suzsi dashed the glittering tears fi*oin her 
eyes, and vehemently interrupted him. ‘‘ I’ho 
hour is past,” •juid she, “ when words such 
as these could move me to your wdll. You 
have seen me hear your unjust suspicion 
with meekness. You have seen mo live on 
from day to day, without food, without 
sleep, without hope, and yet you spoke not. 
You saw me pining and wasting under 
3 "Our estrangement, but yet you spoke not. 
Even now, you have but uttered these 
entreaties as a plea to insult me with the 
expression of your unseemly fancies. Co, 
go ! The hour is past for submis.sion ; for 
henceforth, as I live l)y the breath of Heaven, 
I will act as my conscience dictates. I idll 
go to the city ! — I will follow my own good 
liking! — Nay more, I tell you, Franzl 
Westermann, that I go but to meet the 
traveller whom you have so unbecomingly 
reviled ; and that the sound of his voice and 
the aspect of his face will bo the first comfort 
I have known since thev passed from my 
presence. And so, — God speed me ! ” 

As she concluded this startling declaration, 


slie leaped like a fawn into the /uhrwa^en ,* 
and Blaschky’s cunning hand had cleared 
the gateway, and put his impatient horses 
into that runnmg pace in which the speed 
of the Hungarian steeds chiefly consists, 
liefore Franzl Westermann had moved from 
the postifi’e of amazement into which he 
was thrown hy the warmth of Suzsi’s elo- 
quence. 

It was in sooth but “ the tender fierceness 
of the dove ; ” and as ho noted the proud 
look of conscious rectitude with which her 
words were uttered, an unquiet, misdoubting 
spirit woke within him, whispering that he 
had been rash and over-susceptible. Content 
to leave him to liis perplexities, let us follow 
the steps of tlic travellers. 


CllAPTKR III. 

Sophia. But suppose 1 piirdon 
What’s past, who can secure mo he’ll be free 
From jealousy hereatter ? 

Alat. 1 will ho 

My own security ! Cio,~-ride where you please, 
h’cast, revel, banquet, end make choice with whom. 
I’ll set no watch on you ! Mobsinger, 

Tjik morning mists were slowly rising from 
the dull plain that extends itself between 
Durogh and the fortress of (Iran, as Suzsi and 
her venerable charioteer were whirled along 
the road towards Buda ; and when the thin 
gray veil of vapours was slowly updrawn, a 
clear hriglit-cyed morning seemed glancing 
from beneath it. The l ast steppe^ — which 
no actual mode of Hungarian agriculture can 
redeem from the overwhelming shoals of sand 
dispersed eveiy winter over its surface by the 
swelling of the moimtain-hrooks that traverse 
its i)ii5tures towards the Danube, — looked 
cheerless as a desert. The slender spring- 
shoots of the TuT^<'y*coru or maize, scarcely 
served to tinge it« dark furrows with green ; 
and the dry inaizc stalks of the preceding 
year, gathered into heaps for fuel, alone diver- 
sified the monotonous level over which tliey 
were dotted. 

But as the last wreath of mist disappeared 
from the landscape, how beautifully the 
heathy lulls by which it is bounded, and tlie 
rocky clifls which surround Gran, displayed 
their vine-covered heights and sharpened 
edges, against tlie clear blue sky? How 
proudly they seemed to announce themselves 
as the ancient bulwarks of the majestic river 
that hurn'es its tumultuous waters abog their 
base ! Those who are called to admire the 
beauty of the site of Gran at such an hour, 
can jiardon the prodigal predilection which 
has induced the late Primate of Hungary 
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to adorn it with a temple,^ whoae splendours 
ill become a mean provincial town ; a temple 
which, with the new Chapter-house and 
college entitle it to compete withj*'^ Tyrnau of 
tlio many Tow^ers,” for the appellation of 
“ the miiior Rome.” 

Suzsi and her companion, however, were 
insensible to the beauty of the w^eather, and 
the improving aspect of the scenery. If in- 
deed she noticed cither, it was to wclcorne 
the mild spring breezes which seemed to luirst 
from the coppices they traversed after leaving 
the viUage, pouring tlieir welcome freshness 
upon her fevered forehead. 

There, the graceful birch hung its streaming 
fibres from the clefts of tlic rock, w^hile the 
maple’s red shoots were sheltered in their 
w^anner nooks. The stern upright walnut 
trees seembd willing to withhold the tardy 
shade of their budding leaves from the road 
they had been planted to shelter ; w^hilc that 
dingy parasite, the universal juniper, im- 
portunately enlaced its straggling boughs 
with the ofisets of every prouder aristoci'at 
of the forest. 

Hero and there, clinging hi bright patches 
to the crumbling breccia, the shrubby heath 
put forth its hardy blossoms. Even the 
humble varieties of moss seemed touched 
into more cheerful existence by the newly- 
awakened breath that smelt so w’^ooiiigJy 
around them. Their flings of sunshine” 
were scattered in tenderest vegetation among 
the broken crags ; for — 

The darkest rock upon the lonely heath 
Fcelsjin its harreiincss some touch of B]n'ing ; 

And in the cheering light und dancing ray, 

Its moss and lichen freshen and revive. 

^‘And now, Suzsi,” said Johann to the 
damsel by his side, when, after a contempla- 
tive silence of many leagues, they entered 
the stony road leading to Alt Ofcii, “ wliere 
do you intend that we should part ? Where 
w^ould you rid yourself of my observation ?” 

** I trust we need not part at all,” answ ered 
Suzsi, cheerfully, seeking to rouse herself 
from her fit of abstraction. You will not, 


1 am persuaded, refuse me half an hour for 
a visit at the fortress ; and I wdlJ afterwards, 
ita isten aharja^ cross the bridge with you, 
and share your business and pleasure at the 
fair,” 

“ That ii?,” answered old Johann, in a 
measured tone of interrogatory, “you purpose 
that I should take a hath in the Turkish 
steam-pool, j: while you seek some separate 
recreation ? ” ^ 

B/ no means,” replied Suzsi, patiently ; 
“I entreat you not to leave my side, I 
need your protection. Be kind and fatherly 
to me, oldest of my fnends I and do not per- 
vert iiiy words ^ and distoi't their intention. 
Nay,” said she, as they passed the monastery 
of Sz. Pbltcn, and approached the suburb of 
the city, “here is tbe post-house! — Lt^ave 
your horses foi* breathing-time and water, 
and let ns ascend the bill on foot.” 

Old Blaschky obeyed Iier rapid commands 
in silent astcmi&bment, and followed her liglit 
steps nj» the stoc[» heights tow'^ards the fortress, 
W’ithuut further <ptestion or comment. To- 
gether they reached the brink of the hill. — 
’rogother they passed the weli-scntinellcd gates 
of the ancient and diminutive city or fortress 
of Buda. — Together they entered the very 
court of hivS Imperial Highness tlie Palatine 
of Hungary’s palace ; and as Suzsi advanced 
towards the principal entrance, old Johann, 
for the first time, spake with his tongue, and 
began in no very moderate terms to upbraid 
her with light-headed ness. 

, Suzsi, no whit moved by hU spirited re- 
monstrance, boldly assailed the door of the 
stately pile ; and having lung at the porter’s 
hell, jn(|uhcd wlictlier Count Kr — , the 
Tacernicus, still sojourned at Buda, and 
whether she could be admitted to his pre- 
sence. 

The important Suisse, in his broadly- belted 
crbnson tabard, leaned majestically upon Ills 
coronetted baton of office, to conteinphito at 
his leisure the very extraordinary visiters he 
w^as summoned to announce ; and the result 
of his examination displayed itself in the 


* I inquii’cd of the peasant who served me as guide at Gruii, in the year IHiift, how long a time would bo 
required to complete the church. ** It will Imj finished in my life, I trust,” replied tlio man ; ” for it is to 
contain a miraculous Virgin, and tliey linvo promised us famous miracles.” Tlie church was huilt at the sole 
expense of the Primate, whoso revejiues amount to i!3G,000 per annum. The revenues of all vacant Pre- 
lacies fall to the share of the Emperor, as king of Hungary ; and after the decease of the last Pnmatc, his 
place was left unsupplied during nineteen years ! 'Phut Emperor also inherits the unhequeathed property of 
ihe Hungarian prelates ; and it is only by particular sanctiou of the crown, tliat a Bishop can dijpobe, by 
Testament, of his acquired fortune. Even the property of such peasants os die without a will, or immediate male 
heirs, reverts to the Emperor. The distant aspect of Gnui is said to offer a singular resemblance to that of 
Athens. 

f Ha isten akasja, Hungarian, please God. 

X The warm mineral baws of Buda retain the name of the Turks by whom they wore constructed. They aro 
much frequented by the lower 
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significant smile with which he hade a 
who was travetsing the court, acquaint his 
Excellency the Tmerniim^ that a pretty 
maiden entreated an audience. Suzei was 
eqiially perplexed by the smile and tone 
assumed by the imperial menial. But she 
was becoming inured to mortification ; and 
Laving heal’d, even in the seclusion of Dorogh, 
of the mean and interested usages of German 
houseliolds, proceeded liberally to *^gramcr 
la patte a la as the most certain 

means of reaching their master’s presence. 

The Swiss, astounded by her generosity, 
took off his laced hat with as much reverence 
as though her boddice of serge had been a 
velvet tunic ; and j>ointing oift the way up 
the stately staii’case to the apartinenis of the 
Tavoniicus, bad her enter his Excellency’s 
ante-room and do lier errand, lie ap]ieared 
Icsti willing, how'ever, to admit the uncouth 
presence of the gaping Johann to tlie honours 
of ha grandes entreca.'* Bu t Suzsi was obsti- 
nate on this licad. and succeeded in obtaining 
grace for her compauiou. 

‘‘She would venture to the Emperor’s 
throne, — she wwld claim cotirlesy of liis 
Holiness the Patriarch! ’’exclaimed Blaschky, 
as the tramp of his boots resouiidod through 
the arched corridors that led to the chamber 
of Count Ej' — . “ The girl has )»een looked 

on with the evil eye,* and I was an ass to 
bear her company.” 

He was fain to follow her airy footsteps, 
however, into a chamber of which two 
splcndidly-li veiled attendants held o])eii the 
folding doors ; just as a voice within, which 
appeared unaccourdably familiar to his eai-s, 
exclaimed to his companion, “ Suzsi ! my 
flower of Dorogh! You must have thought 
that I had forgotten you ! I liave not so 
far wronged my conscience, siisacs viiidchen. 
Even hi the press of weighty affairs com- 
mitted to my charge, your ow’U have not been 
neglected. 

“And you, too, my Demosthenes of the speise* 
saaly — my Miraheau of Hungarian saps-ciUot-' 
tisrne, — how has gone the world with you 
since we drained a .measure together at the 
Blue Hedgehog?” continued the young Ta- 
vernicus, turning towards Johann Blascl ky, 
whose great eyes were fixed in utter conster- 
nation upon a vast mirror tliat reflected tlie 
whole interior of the gorgeous chamber. 
“ IIow fares H? What, dumb — speech- 
less altogether ? — You, in whose reproof was 
wisdom,— “in whose rhetoric was conviction?” 

“Johann Blaschky!” faltered the old man, 

* X commop Huagarian superatitioa. 


aghast. “Johann Blaschky himself,” he 
reiterated, as the Taveruicus perceived that 
liis distended eyes were riveted upon the re- 
flection of his own shape in the mirror before 
him. 

Suzsi, meanwhile, had advanced towards 
the writing table by which the Tavcrnicus 
was seated ; and having humbly kissed his 
hand, and thanked liim for liis honourable 
remembrance, she proceeded to acquaint him 
with the sorrow and liumiliating suspicions 
to which she had been exposed in her 
fiiithful preservation of his secj ct. 

“Noble sir!” said she, smiling thvougli 
lier tears, “ may you never know sucli grief 
as that which has made my cheek so pale, 
and my heart so lieavy, since I was honoured 
by your lordship’s countenance. Trust me, 
tekintetes Gn]f^ nothing less than this would 
have emboldened me to trespass (»n your good- 
n(\‘js, that 1 might crave pennission to explain 
the truth to — to — my father, and to— 

“My father’s daughter’s jealous lover? 
Why, Suzsi, I ha<l rather my name had 
been bruited in the very cars of the captious 
Ur l^al, — rather my titles had been j)ro- 
claimed by all the heralds of tlie empire, — 
than that one tear of thine were w^asted 
to secure my incognito. Here,” continued 
he, taking a j)archmeiit from his secretary, 

“ hero is the lease. J fought a good figJit with 
my wortliy friends the Canons to carry my 
])oiut. — A bloodier battle has not clianced in j 
Hungary betwixt priest and layman, since | 
the filial field of Mohacs saw seven bishops 
left .^tiff and stark upi>n its turf. But no 
matter. Tlie Chapter of Graix has added, at 
my instigation, anotliev life to the renewal 
of the lease, ivhieh is granted in the name of 
Suzsi W estennann, edes kiivtacm .'t W hat hast 
thou to object ? 

Blascliky, who bad by this time .suffi- 
ciently recovered irom his trance to com- 
prehend the wonderful past, as well as the 
still more miraculous pi’csent passing before 
his’ eyes, — approached Count Er — > ex- 
claiming, “ Now God preserve your High- 
ness ! J know not whether it bo greater 
pride to me to see your Excellency thus face 
to face, or to hear you hreatlie such com- 
fortable words to an honest man’s honest 
daughter.” 

^ “ And Suzsi !” continued the Taveridons, 
without noticing his interruption, “ 1 feel 
that j[ am still something in thy debt for the 
y^ati'on and sorrow which I begin to see 

d Ed 'a kintsemf a term of endearment equivalent 
to the Gi rman laem ^oto, tn;y treasure. 
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revealed in thy hollow eyes and fevered lips. 
Here said he, tossing into the hands of 
old Blaschky a purse heavy with gold, let 
it be tliy task to convey our little friend 
safely to Pesth, and see that she is the 
best provided bride that ever garnished her 
homestead in Dorogh. And stay, — my 
worshipful monitor, — my douglity champion 
of Hungary I” — the Count took a richly- 
ornamented pipe from the table as he spoke. 

Refuse not to accept this token of friend- 
ship from Alexis Er — ; who presumes to 
suppose that thou wilt not prize it the loss, 
for having served his need during the last 
campaign. And shouldst thou hear poor 
Suzsi’s name unworthily spoken of by the 
village gossips, give boldly thine evidence in 
her favour. The Taveniicus pledges his 
word of honour as a man, and as an Hun- 
garian, that his regard for her hath been 
that of a tender brother.” 

Hedcissed her check as lie concluded ; aiul 
Inquired whether her marriage could he 
solemnized within thi-ee days. It was his 
wish to be present at the ceremony when he 
passed through Dorogh on his return to 
Vienna. 

“ My gracious lord,” replied Suzsi despond- 
ingly, “So great an honour may not be. 
Franzl and I are parted to unite no more.” 

“Tut — tut — child!” said old Blaschky 
chuckling with glee, “1 wager my best 
team that one word of mine, and one smile 
of thine, will clear up this matter in a second. 
Surely, my lord ! surely — in tjiree days the 
ceremony may take place.” 

“On Wednesday then, towards evening, 
expect my coming,” ohseped the Count. 
“ Suzsi 1 remember, sweet ! I shall have no 
time to spare for maidenly tears.” 

Suzsi, confused aiid\startl^d, bowed assent ; 
and was about to accompany her parting 
obeisances with a renewal of thanks, when 
the Tavcrnicus, having summoned an at- 
tendant from the ante-room, to whom he 
spoke^a few words in a foreign language, 
proceeded to detain his guests by pointing 
out to their notice several objects of curiosity 
contained in the chamber, lie bade them 
note the costly .table on which lie leaned, 
and whose curiously wrought slab of silver 
and turquoises, announced it of Turkish 
manufacture.'^ “ ’Twas one of the baubles 
with which the tent of Kara Mustaplm was 
enriched, when the troops of tlie Sultan 
traversed Hungary in triumph, to besiege 
Vienna. As thou mayes t chance to know, 
* This table exists in tlie Ambras cellectiou. . « 


orator Johann ! the caravansarai of a Pacha 
then stood upon the site of this same 
palace; which the Hungarians afterwards 
constructed for the son of Maria Theresia, 
in hopes to allui'e a resident sovereign to 
the heitghts of Ofen. And this lamp of 
fretted gold, Suzsi, — ^*tis such as the ladies of 
the West—” 

I’lie mld-de-cha9nhre re-entered, and 
delivered a message in the same foreign 
language, “ It is well ! ” — said the Taver- 
nicus. “Suzsi, I am now about to present 
you to a lady, a noble friend of mine, a 
friend of all who love Hungary, Remember 
that wluitever she may inquire or require of 
you, must be * answered and done without 
hesitation. She is of the rank of those un- 
used to resistance or delay.” 

The attendants of the Count now threw 
o[ieu the inner doors of the apartment. 
Other, and still loftier, and still more gor- 
geous cbaiubers, were successively opened, 
as the two Dorogh ians followed the steps 
of the Tavcrnicus ; arched galleries resplen- 
dent with ciyshil and gilding, — cushioned 
saloons, to adorn which a I’achahck seemed 
to have been rifled ; and finally, the stately 
chamber called the Hall of Battles, passed 
before the eyes of the amazed Johann. 

At length Suzsi felt her feet fall upon a 
substance softer than the moss of her native 
woods ; and though the tender verdure of 
e;irjy summer scantly clothed Uie shades of 
the island of St. Margaret, which might he 
seen from the window^s beside her anchored 
in the mighty Danube below, she felt the 
fullest fragrance of summer burst upon lier 
startled senses ; — orange flowers, tuberoses, 
and plants of the scented olive, were disposed 
in the recesses of the apartment. 

Two pages in fanciful costumes were 
stationed hy the emblazoned door of an 
interior chamber ; which, flying open like 
the rest, Suzsi lifted uj) her eyes to find her- 
self in a saloon less brilliantly decorated 
than many she had jjassed, but adorned 
with such graceful and simple elegance as 
fitted it for the retreat of a young and lovely 
princess. Several ladies, richly attired, were 
gathered into a group near the entry ; one 
of whom advanced graciously to welcome the 
Tavcrnicus. 

She was of middle height^ — ipale, even to 
a fault ; — but that fault was hcatitifully 
redeemed by the contrast it afforded to tresses 
black as “ tlie raven down of darkness,” 
and the peifect pencilling of her expres- 
sive eyebrows. Her “robes were loosely 
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flowing” — ^her ^‘hair as But some- 

thing adorned her high foiehead, more 
commanding than gem or broidered coif,— 
even the dignity of high breeding and high 
intelligence and as Suzsi listened to the 
sweet tones that fell from her lips in ad- 
dressing the Tavemicus, she instinctively 
acknowledged the influence of majesty and 
iovcliness, by kneeling l>efore her, with her 
crossed arms folded upon her beating bosom. 

The lady looked upon her with curious 
and steadfast attention. Then turning with 
an approving smile to the Tavern icus, 
tendered her bluest veins” to be kisijed by 
the trembling girl, ere she motioned her to 
rise. But though perj)lexed and overcome 
by the magnificence and strangeness of the 
scene, and still more so by the familiarity 
with which the ladies stationed behind the 
noble friend of the Tavernicus, gazed in^o 
her face, and seemed to coraiiicut upon her 
costume, Suzsi did not forfeit all presence 
of mind. She replied without hesitation to 
the numerous questions witli which slie was 
addressed ; and tlie figurative diction of her 
Hungarian speech, as well as the graceful 
modesty of her attitude, appeared to delight 
the illustrious unknown, whose praises were 
echoed with rapture by the chorus of ladies 
in waiting.* 

At the first pause, Count Er — advanced, 
with the easy dignity of a favourite, into the 
eiivlc. 1 was anxious, madam,” said he, 
“to see the claims of pure, native Iluiigariaii 
beauty, fairly laid before you. Your Impe- 
rial Highness’s decision has, I perceive, 
already suflered the graces of this field- 
flower, to weigh against the faded languor 
of those forced exotics which cxhil)it an 
artificial bloom at Vienna,” 

The dames of the palace now attacked the 
young Tavernicus with affected indignation 
and real vehemence ; till Suzsi was wrought 
to marvel that ladies so delicately fashioned, 
and so nchly attired, could he so loud and 
vociferous. 

“ I will even further venture to express 
my doubts,” resumed the Count, amused 
by their affectation, “ whether her High- 
ness’s practised ear and excellent discern- 
ment, will not prefer the wood-notes wild of 
my linnet of the Dorogh w'oods, to those 
of Sontag herself. May 1 entreat peimission, 
madam, to decide the question ?” 

“ Sing , — lides kindT* said the Archduchess, 
kindly addressing the timid peasant. '•'* Sing 
to me as you have done to the Tavemicus. 
I am not less indulgent.” 


Suzsi turned her eyes towards the Count, 
and having received a nod of encouragement, 
began to pour forth, in her sweetest and 
most touching tones, the imitative quail-call, 
and the song it serves to introduce ; and the 
applause and murmurs of pleasure with 
which the first stanza was received, em- 
boldened her to surpass her former excellence 
in the second. 

‘‘A most mc^dious voice, — a surprising 
facility t ” said the Archduchess to Count 
Er — , on the conclusion of the ballad. “ I 
trust,” continued her Highness, turning to 
Suzsi, “that tlie Tavernicus has fulfilled his 
promises, .Suzsi ; and that so duteous a child 
is to be rewarded with the power of assuring 
her father’s prosperity ?” 

“ This hour, madam, is indeed the hap- 
piest of my life. All honour aud all success 
have blessed it,” replied the peasant of 
Dorogli, with deep feeling. “ And may the 
great Ruler of Princes render those of your 
mighty Highness ns consoling and as full of 

“ Wear then this trinket in remembrance 
of tlic event of the day,” said the Arch- 
duchess, taking a massive chain from her 
neck, and throwing it over Suzsi’s shoulders. 

“ And if, in future life, thou shouldst have 
aught to seek at the hands of the Palatine, 
this token w'ill ju-ove a passport to his pm- 
tection.” 

Suzsi had made her low'li<est pariing ac- 
knowledgments, — had spoken her grateful 
farowTll to her generous patron, the Taver- 
nicus, — liad even reached the outer court 
of the })alac(* on her return homewards, 
before her companion sufficiently recovered 
his saisisacmcM to breathe one "word iti » 
utterance of his nniazemeut. 

During their visit to the Palatine’s princely 
abode, the heart of the young girl had been 
awakened to sentiments of deeper interest 
than those of mere vidgar admiration. Her 
duty to licr fathe:, her devotion to her lover, 
her care for her own fair fame, — all Avere 
involved in the momentous change of her 
destiny. She was gratified, — triumphant, 
—clear from shame. — Could she he inte- 
rested at such a time by gilded coruicos or 
inlaid floors ? — Could the s])lendoiir3 of a 
royal dwelling, or the flowing state of an 
Imperial presence, disturb the gentle current 
of her hqartfclt gratitude and joy ? 

Not so old Blascliky. His wonderment, 
when indeed it expanded in words, dwelt only 
•on the dazzling and inexplicable magnificence 
wdiich had burst upon liis bewdidered senses ; ; 



30 ■ ^ALES. 


and maiigre ilie untrim shaggineBS of the 
national in which he waa enreloped,-^ 
maugre the rustineas of the flapped heaver, — 
and still more, the uncollected mass of shape- 
less features it overshadowed, Master Johann 
descended the hill towards tho suburb of 
Waaserthnl^ with an air of jauntiness, an 
elevation of head, and trippingness of step, 
which argued something of the self-delu- 
sions of .Malvolio, ^ 

The spirit of feminine mischief had be- 
sieged the brains of the reverend older. The 
giggling courtesy with which the court 
damsels had greeted his grotesque person and 
untutored demeanour, had tickled his vanity 
as effectually as a more favourable notice ; 
and the " hyperbolical fiend which vexed the 
man,” prompted him to talk of nothing 
hut ladies.” 

lie could scarcely recover his self-possession 
sufficiently to escort Suzsi in safety through 
tlie crow'ded alleys of the fair of Pesth, or 
assist her in the selection of those house- 
hold treasures which tho. liberality of the 
Tmomicus destined to her use. A suit, 
a wedding-suit for Franzl, W’as among the 
costlier articles whose acquirement taxed 
her well-garnished purse ; and after she 
liad expended her choicest care and invention 
in the distrifnition of the otter-skin, the 
delicacy of the filigree buttons, and the tint 
and texture of the kersey, she w^as not a little 
amused on beholding Johann, the sober, 
thrifty Johann, thrust himself forw'ard into 
the tailor’s booth, in order that vestments 
exactly similar to those of the bridegroom, 
might be adjusted upon his proper person. 

He assigned indeed as an apology for this 
unwonted expenditure, his desire to do 
honour to the bridal of his godchild, and the 
gracious presence of the Tavernicus. But 
ftnzsi’s laughing eyes suggested other motives 
for his new-born coxcoinbicality. 

As they approached Horogh on their return, 
the w'arm-hearted girl waa almost provoked 
to observe that the nund of the old man 
whom she so loved and honoured, was 
engrossed by the novel and ridiculous fancies 
acquired in his recent adventures. 

have the lease close folded under m}' 
vest,” said she, as she caught the first glimpse 
of the steeple of her village church, close,— 
close, — and carefully.” 

« And the mercer’s wares, I pray thee, are 
they safely stowed in the wagen?*^ replied 
Johann. “Timly I had been glad, child, 
that thou hadst named to me yehter-eve thy * 
project to visit her Highness, that 1 might 


have arrayed myself in a more seemly 
guise. Hl-interpreted will it be that Johann 
Blaschky entered tho hall of the Palatine 
in his doublet of frieze, when his Sunday 
suit ” 

But thinkest thou truly, my old kind 
friend,” said Suzsi, impatiently intermpting 
his prolixity, thinkest thou in truth that 
Franzl will yield conviction to thy testi- 
mony ? Will he, in good sooth, acknowledge 
his injustice, and strive to repair his fault?” 

‘‘ llow^ can he choose but recognise our 
veracity?” demanded Johann, with an air 
of importance. “ Have wc rfot conversed, 
face to face, with her Imperial Highness, the 
Archduchess ; a <iistinctiori which Master 
Menesatz himself, though an esi-hofham- 
mfister of the household of a magnat, never 
achieved? DW not the portly lady in the 
sijlkcn mantle say to mo ” 

“ T^nc^ very true, dearest godfather ! But 
it is rather the (liscouTsc of the TavcnuG»& 
which in this instance imports my cause. 
The gentle l)caTing of her Highness is nothing 
compared wdtii the zealous interference of 
Count Alexis, with the possession of the lease, 
and,” added she,inalowTr\oice, “ with — my 
j)resent prospects.” 

“ Ay, ay, right and natural enough ! 
Thou ])ondc7‘est on thine approaching bridal. 
A speed}^ w'cdding hath ever a smiling aspect 
to one of thy years. And now I think me, 
child, I marvel thou didst not buy thee a head- 
tire like that of tlie tlarnsel in ]>oppy-C(dour 
who kept lier station at the Arclniuchess 
Palatine’s left hand. What deemest thou the 
fair creature cpiestioned of me, when ” 

“ Stay ! ” said Suzsi, impatiently peering 
through the twilight, ‘‘ is not yonder my 
father advancing to meet us ? — It is — ^it is !” 
she exclaimed, hastily descending into the 
road ; and flying toAvards him, she was upon 
his neck, and in tears, before he had found 
time to vent those reproaches which, at 
Franzl’s suggestion, he had sallied forth to 
pour into her ears, 

I’oor Suzsi’s explanation of the eventful 
occurrences of the day, was hurried, indistinct, 
and blended w’ith more weeping than might 
pennit mine host of the Hedgehog to com- 
prehend at once the measure of his own good 
fortune, and of his daughter’s happiness. 
But as the truth gradually unfolded itself, 
tho old man clasped his hands in gratitude ; 
and again and again embraced the child, 
whose moral courage and sweet affection had 
been exerted to guard his worldly interests, 
and extricate herself from a perplexing and 



TH& dtl^ MAIDEN AND THE TAVERNICUS. 31 

liuiniliating position. Very readily did he The moment she addressed to him her spirited 
and old Johann enter into her scheme of vcn- rep]3'' of the morning, something like a con- 
gcance against one who had been so willing sciousness of error smote upon his feelings ; 
to distrust her, and so prompt to revile and and the unprecedented absence of a da}*^, — 
afflict her, as the sensitive Westermann. of a lingering, tedious day, — had probably 

It chanced that at the ver}'’ moment this assisted to reveal to the young Mlertnmgier 

malicious compact was entered into between how nearly and dearly she was twined round 
the three, a horseman whom they speedily his Iicart. 

/recognised as Menesatz, the Szicliin^ischc How indeed could he choose but love her ! 
exAofmcister^ passed the wagm ; and Suzsi, Did not every thing in Dorogb love Suzsi ? 
with the ready spirit of female art, imme- Did not the drowsy cattle lift up their heads 
diatcly whispered her father to hid him home and low to her call, as she passed their shed? 
to supper. Her terrors of his anathema had *Did not the guardian dogs, — the fierce 
apparently subsided, or her estimation of his Hungarian wolf-dogs — run fawning to her 
power to injure her father w'as diminished, feet as she entered? Did not house-knave 
The invitation was speedily, though not very and maiden fly to kiss her hand as fervently 
cordially given by the old man ; not cordially upon her return, as though she had been a 
at least as a specimen of real Hungarian wholcyear alienated from her home? — Did not 
hospitality, wdiich is the ino-^fc oxtcndcMl, the her father leave his cellar- wicket a jar, to loiter 
frankest, and most indiscriininating between by her side, and watch the changeful smiles of 
the desert of Sahavtt arnl the Nortli Polo. her sweet feee? — Did not o]<lBlaftchky sit snig- 

Mcnesatz appeared at first snlleiily bent gering opposite, with the arch consciousness 
I on refusal ; and answered in a negative growl, that heroines the confidant of a portentous 
I which drew from Suzsi some of those gentle secret? — And did not — alas’, the wdiile, — did 
and persuasive a<Tcnts, irresistible in every not the courtly Peter ‘Mcnesatz condescend 
ear. Perhaps some latent desire to include from liis dignity, to beset her “with his most 
him in her project of retributive justice, — ^to honeyed flatteries, his most serpent-like adula- 
punisli at once the refractory temper of her tion, before his very face? 
plighted lover, and tlie base, insidious sjdrit And she, — the loved of so many hearts, — 
of her discarded om‘, — ^jironipted her co(iuctry thus sought of all — thus careased of all, — 
on the occasion ; for she certainly had him had she not deigned to enrich him with her 
welcome, as they entered together the piatza first, her ]nirc afiections ; to wait upon his 
of the inrn in a tone wdiich might well ■war- wayward will w’itli untiring }»atience ; nay, 
rant his air of dclighti'd surprise, and explain — to sue to his obdurate heart for pardon and 
the hectic sjtot that brightened the pale peace? — And he ha<l refused it I — Had re- 
chcok of his rival. fused — scomed hei, — iTviled her, — cast 

I^evci had Suzsi appeared more lovely in her from him as a w'ortlilcss thing ! 
the eyes of either, than when she threw^ oft’ He began to fancy it possible he might 
her heavy mantle of martin-skin to seat liave been in the wrong, and estimate tlic 
herself ujion the .oaken bench of the speis^- sacrifice made h}^ his rash petulance. By 
• smi. Her cheeks glowdng from the eveniug the time, he, had gazed a lover's hour upon 
air, or flushed by the excitement of her Suzsi’s open countenance, and listened to the 
dawning prosperity, — her eye, alternately music of her var^^ing voice, a deep and pain- 
sparkling with triumph, and moistened by ful repentance began to oppress his feelings, 
the consciousness of coming events, — her His head grew diz.*.y, — his eyes became dim. 
lips, now lightened by smiles, now tremulous Strange sounds nicg in Lis eai*s, and he was 
from suppressed emotion, — her very voice at length fairly forced to seek the freshness 
melting and varjring under the influence of of the night air for revival, 
an overiiowing heart, — all these beauties The, duties of such a calling as his do not 
seemed overwrought by the gentle and happy lend themselves to the indulgonce of sen- 
feelings that seemed to animate tiinent. The hated iteration of his ow n name 

This fairest thing that ever grc'w recalled the unliaj)py man from his reverie ; 

Beside a cottage door. and on returning to* the saal he was required 

But the more sucli charms and tlie Weet by his mq^ter to bring forth ‘"flagons three 
qualities from which they sprung, became of good red wdne.” The uinvonted prodiga- 
apparent, the darker grew the brow of him lity of Matthias struck him dumb wdth snxv 
wlio had ))een urged by jealous pique to eprise. But his astonishment was deepened 
rcsignher troth-plight into her father's hands, intc' consternation, as he listened to the toast 
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which consecrated the libation. The future securities to proffer to the scrutiny of the 
landlord of the Blam J^e?/~May he do Chapter, tlie dames of Dorogh settled orer 
justice to a fair wife and flourishing trade, their distaffs that he was busy in purchasing 
when Matthias’s last score is wiped away 1 ” tokens for his bride, and household stuff for 
Suzsi’s cheeks blushed crimson as the his future manage. As they could not attack 
words were cordially echoed by her god- him with questions, they consoled them- 
father and Mdnesatz, who had good reasons selves by bestowing their inquisitiveness upon 
of his own for believing himself secure of the Franzl, 

preference of the Chapter of Gran, hesitated This luckless hero had now attained the 
only Whether it would be becoming to drink climas^ of his miseries. His master kept him 
to a pledge that so plainly pointed at him- at such disdainful distance, that there was 
self. He resolved however to give the most no possibility of seeking at his hands a 
gallant turn to his perplexity ; and having, solution of the enigma. Old Blaschky passed 
kissed the cup, and bowed reverentially to him hy on tin? other side, whensoever he 
little Suzsi, drained the contents with en- apj)roachcd him. The liandmaidens of tlie 
thusiasm. house were too busy in preparing their bridal 

The remainder of the evening was devoted finery to notice his inquietude ; and even 
to joyous merriment ; and the following Suzsi herself, appeared entirely occupied in 
morning witnessed only a renewal of elated compounding cates and delicacies for the 
and boisterous glee on the j)art of Matthias coming feast, and obeying her father's iii- 
and his leathern-cheeked Pylades. junctions that nor cost nor care should he 

Suzsi, meanwhile, in obedience to her spared to do honour to their guests, 
father’s commands, hastened to put the man- She stole indeed at times from her task, 
sion into the neatest order. Blaschky brought and threw her arms around her father’s neck, 
in cart-loads of juniper and holly from the to conceal “some natural tears that fain 
woods, to decorate the chambers. The fatted would fall.” But oftener still, he marked her 
calf was slain; and the choicest stores of whispering in a comer with old Johann; 
Suzsi’s thrifty housewifery were lavishl}^ who vtah so altered in his address, so gallant 
poured into the Mundkiiche^ I'lio oldest in the cock of liis rusty hat, and so juvenile 
antal of wine iu Matthias’s cellar was care- in the indulgence of a newly-acquired ca<‘k- 
fully brought down from the vineyard, ling laugh, that Franzl misdoubted, more 
adorned with a or triumphal gar- than once, whether his “frosty pow” were 
land ; and towards evening, Suzsi stole out not fated to share the hrant-hran^i of Suzsi. 
into the village, to invite her friends and Sometimes he was sufficietxtly vain to 
playmates to her wedding, — which she an- suspect that the looks of the bride were 
nounced for the following afternoon. covertly fixed upon himself, with more in- 

It is true the communications were made teiitness and concern than became, her position, 
under promise of secresy, — a promise as “ The more like her sex,” thought he ; “the 
faithfully fulfilled as most others of a similar more like hci*self, — to he casting artful glances 
character. Each flew to her nearest neigh- upon one over vsdiom her triumph is so coin- 
hour, as soon as the bride had quitted the plete. Like said I ? Alas I when w'as 

house, to discuss the suddenness and niys- my Suzsi artful, or self-assured . — Mg Suzsi ? 
tery of the arrangement, and conjecture the No, no! another’s now; — and that other!” — 
name of the groom, which Suzsi had refused Towards twilight on the last interminable 
to disclose. day of suspense, just as the single star of 

Her with her affianced lover had evening shone out brightly upon the sky, 

been the wonder of the village during the pre- and the hush of the village brought back 
ceding nine days ; and one and all among the the remembrance of those delicious hours 
chartered gossips of Dorogh, decided that his when they wem wont to go forth together 
snccessoT could be none other than the thriv- into tlie stillness, to look upon the fields and 
ing Peter Menesatz, who, as tliey believed and skies, and build their future prospects alter- 
lamcnted, was about to become mrth to the nately in cither, — poor Westermann, weary 
Blmte IgeL and despairing, wandered into the Pidtssa^ and 

The absence of this doughty hero, who had leaned himself against the wall of its arcade, 
been compelled to journey towards Caschau A light step passed beside him. A quick 
I on the day succeeding Suzsi’s visit to the breathing trembled on his ear; and he started 
fortress, seemed to confirm the repori ; and, as, through the shadows, he recognised Suzsi ! 
while he was occupied in obtaining accredited “ Franzl ! ” said the maiden ‘!ii a suppressed 



THE EDINBURGH TALES. 


33 


voice, but very gravely, ‘‘We are friends,— 
arc we not? — ’Ti» no fault of mine that you 
liave refused to become something nearer and 
dearer to me ; and I trust we may at least 
remain on a kind and friendly footing.” 

No reply. 

^ “ And surely, Franzl, you will not refuse 
to make one at iny bridal ? 'Twere an un- 
looked-for mortification to miss one of my 
most valued friends at such a trying moment.” 

No reply. 

“ To-inorrow evening, in the dear old cliurch 
where we have so often knelt side by side, 
the ceremony will be performed.” 

Franzl summoned his utmost resolution to 
his aid. “ I wiJl bo there,” said he — But he 
could not add another word. • 

“ I was yesterday at the Pcslli fair,” re- 
sumed Suzsi ; “ and wishing to oiler yon 
some trifling remeinlininco of oik* towards 
whom you have professed to feci kindly, I 
ventured to select you, Franzl, a gift- — a w'ed- 
ding-ganiient. You will find it to-night in 
your chauibcr, Franzl ; and will^ wear it, 1 
trust, to-inorrow ! ” 

“ To-morrow,” exclaimed he abruptly, and 
in a broken voice, “ if indeed 1 Tivc to see the 
day, shall be* my last of suffering. Think 
you 1 will dwell in the land, to witness the 
happiness which should have been my own? 
Think you I will patiently live to licar about 
a blighted heart, and cling to existence, when 
its spirit and hopes have ]>assed away?” 

What Suzsi upon the occasion, 

was all that a forgiving, loving, w*onmiily 
heart could suggest ; and her artless reply 
wfis all that could best soothe, and most 
clearly undeceive * the irritable mind with 
'which she had to deal. Her father and 
Johann, who had been hidden auditors of the 
explanation, applauded it to tlie echo ; and 
even master Biaschky’s fantastic merriment 
w’as subdued by the deejj feeling which pre- 
vailed among the parties. 

'riiere breathed not that night in ITungary 
a happier man than Franzl Westermami, 
Not only did he forbear to listen to half old 
Johann’s details of Suz^’s visit to the palace 
and discourse with the Tavemicus; hut of liis 
own free will he acknowledged that she had 
done ■\vell and wisely in keeping a secret 
which involved the interests of her country, 
and the credit of her country’s friend. 

The following day, whe^ he awoke to the 
sober certainty of bliss, — wdien ho sa^v the 
whole village unite to welcome the arrival of 
the Tavemicus, by whom his happiness and 
prosperity had been so undeservedly secured, 

Yol. hi. 


—when he heard his sw'eet bride smilingly 
recount to her gracious pi-otcctor her past 
troubles and present joy, — glancing lightly 
over his f(Ah7^ in her narration, and striving 
to create a favourable impression of liis cha- 
racter, — he stepped frankly forward, pub- 
licly recanted his heresies, acknowledged his 
errors, and mingled his declarations of un- 
qualified happiness with earnest promises of 
future confidence and kindness. 

The young Tavemicus would by no means 
permit the w'cddiug of Suzsi to exhibit a 
dereliction from national usage, lie not 
only insisted that the young couple should 
parade their bridal finery tb rough every 
j)ath of the village, preceded by the gipscy 
band with its violins, and tabors, and 
duddmck\% (that abominable modification of 
the Scottish }upcs!) but accompanied - the 
gaudy procession. Garlands were suspended 
from the thatched roofs of the cottages, ban- 
ners streamed among the acacia branches Ijy 
which they were ovcrlning ; and as a wel- 
come rumour had preceded Count Kr — ’s 
arrival, of the termination of the sittings of 
the Diet, of taxes *re]>ealed, of oppressive 
edicts revoked, and extraordinary bounties 
accorded ])y tbe Ihnperor for the cncouragc- 
laent of Jlungaiiaii commerce, — all which 
benefits the Doroghians were fond to attri- 
bute to the exertions of the '(.’avemicus in 
their behalf, — his popularity was for the 
moment imbounded. 

But their “loud huzzas” were silenced for 
a time, when they learned that their vene- 
rated Brim ate had condescended, at the re- 
quest of tlicir idol, to pronounce the nuptial 
benediction of the fairest, humblest, .and 
most virtuous of his tlock ; and during the 
])erformancc of the lioly rite, in honour of 
which the church was brilliantly illuminated, 
a reverential and iiiVj i osSfeive silence gave effect 
to the trembling voice of the good old man. 

There was not a clouded l)row in the whole 
edifice, save that of Pal the Sexton. And 
even he felt so exalted and bewildcreil ]>y the 
honour of performing “professionally” in 
presence of his Eminence, that the discom- 
fiture of his brother’s hopes, both as a wooer 
and a man of business, became of secondary 
import. 

Among 'the gaudy specimens of national 
costume exhibited in honour of the occasion, 
none showed more sj)Jendidly, or was worn 
tfith a more decided air of self-content, than 
that of the worthy BJaschky ; nor did his 
spurs fail to jingle with spirit and address in 
tuo mazurka of the evening. 

No. £5, 
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To this day, under favour of liis memorable 
visit to the Palatine, he retains lus post as 
arHier elegantiarum of the thriving village of 
Dprogh ; and recent o« have asserted, that 
his courtly breeding has made some progress 
in the affections of one of its fairest daughters; 
nay, that could Count Alexis be prevailed 
upon to honour the wedding with his coun- 


tenance, Johann would willingly renounce 
liis single estate. 

Perhaps this might bo as well; for his 
vivacious gallantry and amended toilet might ' 
otherwise renew, at some future hour, the 
jealous torments of Franzi, and demand once 
more for tlie Hungarian maiden the inter- 
posiiion of the Tavernicus, 


THE PROFESSIONAL VISITS OF IE DOCTEUR NOIR. 

A STORY OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

FJICEEY THANSLATEn FROM TUE FRENCH OF THE COJITE ALFRED »E VIGNY, 
nv EDSIUNt) LOVEL, AUTIlOll OF “ MOUKT SOREL,” THE “ TWO OLD MEN’S TALES,” ^Vt:. &C. 


I'RELIMINARY NOTICE* 

Among those victims of the fatal years 
1793-4, which the French nation still lament 
as a loss irreparable to tlicir country, tlicy 
turn with a fond regret to the liome of Andre 
Chenier, rather from the promise held out 
by his early genius, than for any thing very 
remarkable which he really effected. 

His histoiy is singular and affecting, and 
the disgrace which long attached to his 
brother, Mario Joseph (31i6iiier, on his 
acc(»unt, it has been the attempt of several 
b'ronch authors to clear away ; and this 
historic sketch seems an endeavour to account 
satisfactorily for the apparent indifference to 
his brother’s fate with which he has been 
reproached. 

But it is not bo much on accoiuit of tlwj 
story of the two Cheniers, as that it repre- 
sents in ‘detail some of those terrible scenes, 
of which, in the general, we have all heard 
so much, that this story, it is thought, will 
intei*e8t the English reader. 

The moment chosen, as it w’ill he seen, 
is some time subsequent to the destruction (d 
the Girondins, of the Hebertides, and finally of 
Hanton, wdicigL Robespierre, St. Juste, and 
Couthon, exercised, through their influence 
in the committees, the commune, the Jacobin 
Club, and their organ the Revolutionary 
Tribunal, that ti’emendous po-wer which even 
at this moment it appals us to look hack upon. 

The passive submission with wliich the 
better part of the nation yielded to this 
unmitigated and unexampled tyTanny, Hiat 
“ reign of terror ” which succeeded, hail 
excited the astonishment of alf the world. 
After a pause of mingled dread and horror, 
however, men began to breathe, to recover 


their spirits, and to resolve upon a last effort at 
emancipation. A secret consini’acy in the 
Convention was now uj>on the eve of declaring 
itself ; at the Jiead of which wasTallien, who, 
stcejied in blood as lie w'iis, secuis not to have 
been ]>reparcd, or pm-haps wa.s not invited to 
share in the 2 )roscriptions and the despotism 
of the moment, and who probably anticipated 
for liimself the fate which had overtaken so 
many of his coinpnnion.s. 

Tlie contest was decided upon the well- 
known ninth Thermulor, and it is a few 
days before that event that this characteristic 
tale begins. 

Onr Doctcur Noir^ it will be seen, possessed 
opportunities more tlian common for becom- 
ing acquainted w ith the interior machinery 
and the true character of the dificrent actors 
concerned in these strange scenes, whicJi 
appear to the imagination of the pi*esent day 
like some fantastical tale of monsters for the 
nursery, rather tlian the sober history of a 
race of actual men. 

The judgment he passes upon this terrible 
dictator himself, and his fellow's, whom it 
lias been of late somewhat the fashion to 
dignify as great men, shall be given nearly 
in his own exact words. 

“Le Comitc de Saint public marchait 
lihrement sur sa route, V ^largi.ssaut avec la 
guillotine. Robespierre, ct Saint Juste, 
menaient ia machine roulante, Pun en jouant 
Je grand pretTe,Pautre le prophete apostollque. 

*‘Comme la Mon; fille de Satan Pcpoiivaiite 
lui mcme, la terreur, leur fille, s’ etait re- 
toum6e contre eux, et les prefi^ait de son 
Aiguillon, Oui, c’^taieni hmi-s 6ffrois de 
c;haque nuit qui faisaient leurs hon’eurs de 
chaque jour. 

“ Ayant fait peur a tant do gens on leur 
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a suppose da courage^ sans savoir combien 
do fois ce fut un lachet^. 

“ Leur nom 6tant une fois d6venue syno- 
n 3 Tne d’ ogre on leur sut gre de tout co qui 
riort un i>eu des liabitudes du burreau. Dans 
r un, CO fut tel plaidoyer hypocrite, en I’autre 
tf/l libauclie de systeme, tous deux se donnant 
un faux air d’orateur et de legislateur. 
Inforraes ouvragcs ou le stylo empreint de Ja 
seclieresbe, at de la brusqiierie du combat 
(pii les enfantent, singe la concisioi) ct la 
fermete du geifie. • 

Mais ces homines gorges de pouvoir, ct 
boules dc sang dans leur inconccvahle orgie 
politique, ctaient viedio<^eg et (‘troits dans lettrs 
comeptions, mcdiocres et faux dans lettrs imwres 
medioci es et has dans leurs actions, 

“ Cr est en effct une chose toule commode 
aiix mediocritcs qu’iiii temps dc revolution.** 
To return to Andre Chenier, as he was 
usually called, though his family was noble. 

lie was the eldest son of the Marquis de 
(■lit'nicr, an aristocrat by princijde and by 
prejudice as well as h^'' birth ; and who was 
inconsolable at seeing l)oth his sons embrace 
the partj^ of the Revolution, — Andre, mcridy 
a‘' a Girondist, hut Joseph as ihcinhcr of the 
(nrivonlioii,*aucl attached to the Jacobins 
and the Mountain. Andre fell with his part\', 
and was throwui into the prison of St. Tjazarc ; 
Irom w'hence, it was thought, that his brother, 
as OIK* of tlie ultra-parti sans of the. Mountain, 
then in the ascendant, might, had he been so 
inejined, have released him. 

It is certain that if an}^ efforts on his pari 
were made, such elforts wei*e ineffectual, and 
a stain has rested upon the name of the 
vounger brother iii consequence. Literary 
jealousy has been, among others, assigned as 
the cause of this apparent inactivity, for 
both the brothers w'ere poets : the one, Aiidrc, 
was, and still is, esteemed as a man of first- 
i*ate genius ; the other, Joseph, seems hut to 
have possessed that sort of talent wdiich 
ministers to the spirit of tlie times. He was 
the author of Timoleon, Charles I he IX., 
and Fenclon, — E. L. 


CriAPTEU I. 

The inJterioT of a French Physician^ s hotise. 

It was the fifth of 7hermdo%\ Van deux 
de la BepuMiqine ; in other words, July, 
A.n. 1794. .A day I shall not easily forget. 

It was about eight o’clock in tlie morning, 
and I was sitting quite alone by my window^ 
which looked ^out uj)on the Place de la 
Revolution, 1 had my suufl-box In my hand. 


and was turning it idly between my fingers, 
wdien I heard my door bell ringing violently. 

My servant in those days, was a tall, thin 
fellow, of the most peaceful and quiet temper 
j-'ou can conceive, though he had served for ten 
years in the artillery, where he had the reputa- 
tion of being a terrible fellow. A woxind in 
the foot had, however, i*endered him unfit for 
service, and lie had been in a manner dis- 
cliarged. 

As 1 did not hear Kim .stimng to open the 
door, I got up to look into the antechamber, 
and see what my man of war was about. 

He was slumbering as peacefully as an 
inlant with his long legs reared against the 
stove. 

'J'he incredible length of these said long 
thill limbs had never so forcibj}" struck me 
)»efoiv. 1 knew that he was about six feet 
three high, hut 1 seemed never to have 
remarked the excessive length of his prodigi- 
ou^K' thin logs, which were now exhibited in 
their full extent, and reached from the marble 
of the stove to the straw chair on which he 
was reposing the u])per part of his hod^^, 
and his long thin head falling and forming 
a sort of hoop as they rested upon his crossed 
arms. 1 forgot the bell for a moment as I 
stood contemplating this innocent creature, 
peacefully aslcej) in his accustomed attituih^ — 
1 sa}-^ accustomed, for never s'hce it has been 
tbe good i)leasuro of lacqueys to dose in ante- 
chambers did man enjoy so sweet and pro- 
found a J'epose. 

TTnvexed b^^ dreams, untroubled by night- 
mare, so slept iny Hlaireau, and awakened 
111 a aweet and perfect good humour xvbich 
xvas illimitable. 

Blaireaii had long been my a<lmiration, 
ai^d the magnificent character of liis sleep 
was to in(* an eternal sonree of curious 
obscrvnlioTi. Durir. tfie last ten ^"ears the 
Avorthj' fellow had ei. joyed the same delicious 
sleep in every })OHsiblo situation ; 1 never 
could understand that he found one place 
l»referahle to another. It is true in the very 
midst of summer he has been known to 
complain that the barrack -room was too hot, 
and, going down into the court below, to 
put a paving stone under his head and fall 
asleep again. He never caught cold upon 
these occasfons, I’ain or fair it was all one to 
Blaireau. It must have been a heavy shower 
that could have awakened him. 

*When he was standing up, he always 
reminded me of a tall Italian poplar tree, 
undermined at the root, and just tottering to 
its fall. His chest was what we here call 
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that ib, Ills bxeast*hona seemed drawn 
in till it almost seamed to meet the spine : 
as for his face, his complexion was of a pale 
soft yellow hue ; his skin being sometliing 
of the texture ahd colour oiF parchment. I 
never observed any change in its expression, 
be the occasion what it might, except that 
there were moments when it became slowly 
- illuminated by a sort of quiet, simple, almost 
rustiQ\emilc — niais fin et doux. During tlic 
last ten years he. Ixad agisted at the burning 
of plenty of powder, liaving had liis share in 
all that had been going on at Paris ; hut, 
provided his piece was adjusted to his satis- 
faction, and in a masterly manner, little 
troubled he liis head against whom it was 
directed. He managed his cannon admir- 
ably ; and, ip spite of all the choppings and 
changings of opinions and authorities, (which 
he never seemed able to comprehend,) he 
persevered in the use of the dictum in days 
gone by, current in his regiment ; and still 
persisted in saying, Quand fai lien servi ma 
pit'ce, le roi rCestpas mon maitre — (when 1 have 
done my Imsiness well, the king is not a 
greater man than I.) 

He was an excellent marksman, and had 
long heeii chef de pitke^ when, on account of 
an injury lie received in liis foot on the day 
of the Champ deMara, he was invalided. This 
circumstance had afflicted him beyond mea- 
8111 * 0 ; his comrades, liowever, who were much ! 
attached to him, and had often occasion for 
his assistance, still continued in the habit of 
employing liim, and consulting w'itli liim on 
all the important occasions which occurred 
in Paris, 

These occasional services in liis capacity of 
artilleryman, and his duties to me, coincided 
perfectly ; for I spent very little of my 
at home, and even when we w'ere at home, 
he was so often asleOp that 1 waited 'chiefly 
upon myself, for I could not find in my 
heart to disturb him : and so tlie citizen 
Blaireau had for two years acquired ♦he ! 
habit of absenting himself 'whensoever it 
seemed him good, witliout the ceremony of 
asking leave ; but lie never failed to be in 
his place at tlie appel du soir^ as he called 
it, — ^that is to say, when I came home about 
midnight, or maybe two o’clock in the inoi*n- 
ing, as 1 usually did, there I ^vas sui*e to 
find him fast asleep by the fire. 

There were times when I was not 8on*y 
to profit by the protection of his buckler, 
which he was always but too happy to 
extend to me. At a review, a battle in the 
' streets, some little revolution going on in 


the Revolution, I was well-pleased to take 
slielter under the potent shield of his influ- 
ence. 1 am a curious observer, and in the 
worst of times 1 might have been seen 
jicrambulating the streets in my suit of 
black, and with my cane in my hand, just as 
T go^ about now. On such occasions 1 always 
looked about for the cannons — you know 
some little things of that sort arc always 
called for even in the most philanthropic 
revolutions — and as soon as I found them I 
was certain to behold the lon^, tliiu head of 
my peaceful Blaireau towering above the 
cajjs and short plumes of the men; he always 
at such times resumed his uniform ; liis soft, 
sleepy eyes would be looking round for me, 
and as soon ‘^as he saw me he would smile, 
and desire the people about to make way 
for a citizen, a very good friend of bis — then 
lie would take me under the arm, and show 
me every thing that was to be seen, pointing 
out to iny observation, if they chanced to be 
present, any of those great men ivho'luid 
gained, as the saying was, in la lottcrie dc 
/SV. Guillotine. 

When wc met again in the evening, 'wc 
never exchanged a word of remark upon 
what liad been passing before our eyes — 
there seemed to bo a tacit agreement npoji 
this point between us : to make a long tale 
short, ho served me for liis amusement, and his 
country for honour, that is, when it so 
pleased him ; taking up arms and laying 
them down at his good 2 )leasurc, like a 
grand seigneur of former jdays, ‘ The j>lan 
suited us both admirably. 

While 1 was thus contemplating my 
servant, (I correct myself, and just remark ’ 
to you by ibe way, that I call him servant 
to make myself understood by you, but that 
in the year 2 of the Republic there was no 
such thing, it w*as called un associe^') well, 
while I stood musing, the hell continued to 
ring with redoubled vigour ; but Blaireau 
slept only the sounder, so it ended by my 
going to the door myself. . 

1 opened it. 


CHAPTER TI, 

The Ct-fimmt, 

Two veiy different sort of looking per- 
sonages were standing at |hc door — an old 
man and a chUd. 

The old man was neatly powdered, and 
wore a livery coat, upon tii shoulder of 
which the place of the discarded sliouldor- 
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knot was still viwble. He took off his hat 
with au air of much respect^ looking round 
him at the same time with a certain con- 
straincd) suspicious, fearful air, and seemed 
to he watching whether any one was coming 
out after me ; at the same time he stood 

against the Wall to let the boy pass before 
liiin. » 

The lad had still hold of the bell string, 
and was pulling it w'ith all his might to the 
measure of the Marseillaise hymn. (It is 
possible you ijiay some or other of you have 
heard of that tune.) And as lie raftg, he 
whistled the air, looking at me all the time 
with a sort of defiance, and ringing away 
till he had finished the last stave. 

I waited my young gentleman’s time with 
jiroper submission, and then gravely stretch- 
ing out my hand presented him with a two 
sons piece, saying quietly, “ Let \is have that 
over again, my good fellow.” 

He perfectly understood the irony of ray 
jiresent, hut did not seem one whit discon- 
certed ; lieginning his str.ain immediately again 
as if to defy me. He was a handsome lad, and 
worehislittlc red capof liberty hangingsmartly 
over one ear, the rest of his dr^^ss being- dirty 
and raggei to the last degree ; liis feet and 
arms were bare ; lie was the very model of 
a young sans culotta. 

” Citizen Robespierre is ill,” he began, 
and in an abrupt imperious tone of voice, 
knitting his little blond 03’cbrows, “ You 
must come and see him at two o’clock.” 

And as he ended he Hung the two sous 
piece with all his might against one of my 
jiaiies of glass ; broke it into ten thousand 
pieces, and then, jumping step by stej) dowm 
the stairs, whistling Ca ira, he took himself 
away. 

1 turned to the old livery servant. 

“What do you want?” I said ; and seeing ho 
seemed to stand in need of encouragement, I 
took him by the elbow and ushered him 
gently into the antechamber. 

The poor man shut the door of the ante- 
cliamber, with an appearance of much 
, anxiety, looked round him again, and advan- 
cing in a hesitating manner said, “It is — sir 
— Madame la Duchesse is not quite so well 
to-day.” 

“ Which Duchess ? said I. “ Come, 
come, speak quicker and louder. I don’t 
know you — I never saw you before.” 

The poor man seemed quite terrified at 
my rude, blunt manner ; be had evidently 
been disconcerted by the presence of the 
little boy; he itemed quite overset by my way 


of Bj^eaking; his . poor pale cheeks were suf- | 
fused with a faint crimiwn blush ; he was 
obliged to sit dovm ; his kxiees were tremb- 
ling. ■ 

“Madame dc St. Aignan,” he wliispe^d 
timidly. 

“ Oh, very well,” I said. “ Fear nothing, 

I have attended her before ; I will go to the * 
prison of St. Lazare. " Be easy, my good 
friend ; do they think her a little better? ” 

“Just the same,” said he, with a sigh. 

“ There is one there, perhaps, that is able to 
infuse a little courage — hut there is only 
too much reason to fear for that person — 
and then — all yes, then — ” 

“ Bah ! my good friend, and what then ? 
we must all learn to support ourselves in 
thes<^ (lays — men, women, and children — but 
1 have certain little philosophical ideas which 
may serve to assist the weak. I will come 
ami sec Madame de St. Aignan this mom- 
ing.” 

I was turning away ; the })Oor old man 
seemed to wish to detain me a little longer, 
hut I took him by the hand and said, “ HereJ 
my good friend, waken my good servant, 
will you ? — that is, if you can — and tell him 
that people usually want their hats when 
they go out of a morning.” 

I was going to leave him in the ante- 
chamber without taking further notice of 
him, when, on opening the door of my room, 

J found him following, ami he entered with 
me. 1 saw, as lie crossed my threshold, that 
he ca^t a teniiied glance at Blaireau ; 
Blaireau, however, continued fast asleep. 

“Well,’’ said I, “ ivliat do you W'ant here? 
arc you mad ?” 

“No, sir, 1 am suspect,^** said he. 

“ Ah f that is a different thing. It is,” 
It.Contiuued, “ a iiosition sufficiently dis- 
agreei^hle, hut thoroughly respectable. 1 
might have guessi > how it was from this 
mania which yo\i all »jeeM to have, of 
disguising youreelvcs as livery servants — 
quite a monomania ! — Well, sir, I have the 
usual ro(>my wardrobe empty, and at your 
service, if it so please you to enter.” I 
opened the two doors of my huge wardrobe, 
and I bowed’ as if I were doing the honours 
of Ihy house, and introducing him to his 
bed-chaxnbcr. 

“ I am afraid,”" I added, “ that you will 
not be pai’ticularly comfortable in this apart- 
ment ; but such as it is, it has already lodged 
six persons in succession.” 

* tbo eye of the governineut upon them, 

liable eveiy iostont to bo arrested. 
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That was true enough faith. 

But no sooner were we alone than my old 
gentleman assumed quite a different air 
and manner from his firat. He seemed 
to^ grow larger in person, and easy and 
polite in his tones and geBtui*cs ; and 1 
beheld, in fact, a very hue and gentleman- 
like old man, with much dignity in his 
countenance, though he was still deadly 
pale. On my assuring him solemnly that 
he was perfectly safe in bestowing his con- 
fidence upon me, he sat down and seemed 
to breathe. 

“ Sir,” said he, casting down his eyes a 
moment, and then calmly raising them with 
the dignity becoming his rank ; Sir, I will 
without hesitation ar((uaint you with my 
name, and the purpose of ray visit. I am 
Monsieur do Chenier. T have two sous 
who liave both unliappily adopted jwinciples 
— to my everlasting regret — in short, they 
have }>oth attached themselves to the lievo- 
Intion. One is a member of the Convention — 
lie is the worst ; the other, tlic eldest, is in 
prison — ^hc is the best. Sir, be has some- 
what recovered from his intoxication, — his 
insanity; and I don’t exactly understand 
why they have slmt my poor fellow u]» — for 
his writings have been very revolutionary— 
such as ought to have jifcased these execrable, 
bloodtliirsty ” 

"Sir,” said 1, "just give me permission to 
observe, that one of these execrable*, blood- 
tliirsty — expects me to breakfast witli 
him this morning.” 

" I know it, sir ; but I thought it was 
simply in your quality of pliysician — a pro- 
fession for wdiich I have the greatest res}»ect — 
for, after those physicians of the soul, the 
priests, and all ecclesiastics indeed, for 1 
wish to except none, certainly the pliysiciana 
of the body ” . 

" Ought to arrive in time to save it,” 
interrupted I, shakijig his arm to awaken 
him from the sort of dozing dotage into 
which he seemed sinking. " 1 have the 
honour to know both your sons.” 

"To be brief, sir, the only thing which 
consoles me is,” said he, "that the eldest, 
thb prisoner, the officer, is no poet like the 
author of ^Charles IX. and therefore, if T 
can once get him out of this scrape, by your 
assistance, if you are so very good as to 
afford it, there is no danger of his attracting 
the eyes of the public as an author.” « 

" Right,” said I, making up my mind to 
li^en in patience. 

"Is it not so, continued the poor 


bid gehuemdh. "Andr^ has talents ; he it 
was who drew up the letter of Louis XVIIJ. 
to the Convention. Sir, I have assumed 
this disguise out of consideration for you, 
who frequent those wtetches — that I might 

not compromise you in any matter tliat ” 

" Independence and disinterestedness are 
not easily compromised,” said I, merely as a 
passing remark. " Go on, sir.” 

^*J\for6 Dim ! Monsieur,” cried he, with 
a certain military wannth and spirit. “It 
would be terrible to coinproiliise a gallant, 

gentle*man like yourself ” 

" 1 liave already had the honour to offer 
you my best accommodation,” said 1, point- 
ing to my wardrobe >vith an air of cere- 
mony. 

"That is not what 1 am in need of,” said 
he. “‘I do not attempt to conceal myself : 
on the contrary, 1 rather wish to excite 
notice.” 

" Sir,” he continued, “ we are living in 
times when every one ought to exert liiinscir. 
What care I for the saft'ty of these poor 
scattered gray hairs ? But my poOr Andre ! — 
that is the j>oint, sir — I cannot,” looking at 
me in an earnest beKecchiiig manner — "J 
cannot hear the idea of his remalKiiig in that 
horrible prison of St. Lazare.’^ 

"lie must be content to stay in prison,” 
said I, mdelv. "It is the best thing he can 
do.” 

will go ” 

" Don’t think of going.” 

" I will implore ” 

" Don’t think of imploring.” 

The poor father was struck dumb ; lie joinc*! 
his hands between his knees with an expression 
of grief and resignation that would have sof- 
tened tjic licart of a tiger. £1 c looked at me as 
some poor criminal at the Queittion might look 
at his judge during an interval of suffering. 
Uis aged forehead .was slowly covered witli 
wrinkles, as a oalin se® is crisped over by 
small waves, — astonishment and grief con- 
tended for expression upon his countenance. 
After a little pause he began again, " 1 sec,” 
said he, sorrowfully, " that Madame de St. 
Aignan was mistaken in you. I don’t 
blame youy sir ; in times such as these, every 
one must take care of himself. I only 
hope that you will keep our secret — I shall 
not trouble yoii again — citow.” 

This last'word affected me more than all 
the rest : it was with evident effbrf that the 
old man prohounced it. Never, since the 
world began, has the wotd citizen been 
uttered in such a tone. The first syllable 
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was like the of a eerpent, and the two 

last fell into a hoarse^ gurglin^f^ almost 
inarticulate croak. There was an indescrib- 
able contempt, a suffocating grief, a despair 
so intense, in the word ettisen, as he jiro- 
nounced it, that it made my blood run cold. 
IXie poor old man now prepared to go : placing 
his thin, blue, veiny hands against his feeble 
knees to assist himself as he rose from his 
chair ; but I Btop)»ed him, and witli much 
gentleness replaced him upon the cushion. 

“ Madame St. Aigiiaii was not mistaken 
in me,” I said. “ Vou are in fsafo hands, 
sir. I liave never betrayed tlie (oniidenct^ 
of any one. I have seen much somnv. It 
lias been my fate to receive the last sigh 

My brutality made him shudder. 

‘‘ I understand better than*you can do the 
situation of the prisoner^ and above nil, the 
peculiar position in which your Sou is jdaced. 
Nu exertion on your part ran save Ills life ; 
hut you may he the cause of precipitating 
his fate, if you go oi\c:*:ertinp yourstdf, as you 
call it. Roini*nil>er, my good sir, during the 
agitation of an earthquake, the best thing a 
man can do is to remain porlectly quiet.” 

He answered by a slight rtNseivod bend of 
tlio head.; and 1 saw that my unliappy 
roughness ol manner had altogether lost me 
his confidence. 11 is eyes were ratlier closed 
llnni east downwards, as I continued to urge 
upon him the necessity of the most perfect 
silence and inaction ; mlding, as gently and 
polihdy as I could, that every age had its 
peculiar temptation to imprudence, ev'ery 
f)assion to extravagance, — n^id that paternal 
love was almost a passion ; that he ought to . 
ho awai’e, witliout- expecting ino to explain 
myself in detail, that 1 sliould not presume, 
ill such an important and affecting circum- 
stance, to advise him, without the most 
absolute certainty of the danger that wouht 
arise from his taking the least step in the 
matter; — that it was impossible for me to 
explain in^-^self farther, but tliat he might 
confide in me, for that no one was more 
intimately in tlie confidence of the present 
rulers ; and that it had been ray good fortune 
to find opportunities for rescuing a few from 
their claws ; — ^tliat, however, upon this occa- 
sion, — one of the most interesting that had 
ever occurred to me, (because it related to 
his eldest son, and to the dear and intimate 
friend of those to whoml was most sincomly 
attached,) — I assured him solemnly that it 
was absolutely necessary that he sliould keep 
quiet, and leave all to fate— as a jnlot with* 
out a compass, and on a. starless night, aban* 


dons himself to the chances of the wind. No, 
it was in vain. It is written that characters 
shall exist, so polished, ground down, worn 
out, attenuatetl by the mere effect of exces- 
sive refinement and civilisation, that they can 
hear nothing ; and that a word a little too 
rude, a tone a thought too rough, pains them 
so excessively, that they draw hack, and fold 
themselves, as it were, together, like the sen- 
sitive plant. I cannot help it, — at times I 
am too rough. It was, as I said, in vain 
now to weary myself with speaking: the 
miscJiief was done. He agreed to eveiw thing 
1 said ; hut 1 felt the hard rock of immovable 
ohstinaey beneath this calm i>oUteness. It 
was the obstinacy of old age, — that sad re- 
hourc*e of a cri}>pled free will, which seems to 
survive the wreck of all the other faculties. 

T/f(i pities of Blaireau. 

li is the ha])py peculiarity of my temper, 
that I exchariirc one idea for another, as 
easily as the oyo exchanges light for dark- 
ness. As soon as I felt certain that all 1 
could urge was of no avail, J vstnpped. de 
Clionier rose ; and 1 attended him, without 
speaking another word, to the outer door. 
Hut, arrived tliere, 1 ciuild not help making i 
one other eftbrt. 1 took his hand and pressed 
it affectionately. Pour old man ! — he was 
touched at this. He turned and said, in a 
low gentJi' voice, (but what is sometimes 
more obstinate than gentleness?) “ T am very 
sorry to have troubled ymi witli my j)etition.” 

“ And 1 am grieved that >'ou mil not un- 
derstand mu ; and that you mistake my i 
advice for a defeat. But you wiU reflect 
upon what T h.*ive said, I do hope.” 

He made a low how, and went away. I 
shrugged my slicuilders, and came in to pre- 
pare for my visits. 

A hu£»t giant stood in ray ivay. It was 
my artillery -man, — it w’as Blaireau, — us 
wide aivuke as b was possible for him 
ti) be. Perhaps you imagine he was coming 
to attend upon, me? — Not in the least. To 
excuse himself? — Still less, lie had .stripped 
up Ills sleeve, and was very gravely employed 
iu finishing, with a needle, a certain S3un- 
bolical sign upon his left arm. His \v.a3r was 
to prick ills skin till tlio blood came, then to 
rub in guujmw’der ; 11 slight inflamination. 
ensued, aud he was as perfectly tatooed as a 
New Zealander. It is an old custom, com- 
, nion among our French soldiers. I c6uld 
not help losing three minutes more, while I 
examined this original. I took hold of his 
ann, which lie surrendered to my inspection 
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with accrtain air of secret satisfaction, looking I reversed, and bending forward in a sort of 


down upon it wdtli a quiet smile of gratified 
vanity. 

Hallo, ray fr»end ! ” cried I, after a little 
examination, **your arm is both a court 
almanack and a republican calendar.” 

He inibbed his cliin with a quiet smile, — 
that beh)g his favourite gesture ; and he spat 
on one side, putting his hand before liis 
mouth, — the last action serving as a substi- 
tutew'ith him for all sort of useless discourse. 
It passed as a sign for consent or hesitation, — 
for reflection or distress , — matiie de corps ^ tic 
de reffiment. He then suffered me to examine 
the heroic and sentimental arm. The device 
last inscribed upon it was, ] found, a Phry- 
gian bonnet, placed above a heart, and round 
it the words, “ Indivisihilite ou la Mort*' 

“ I see,” said I, “ you are no FedcralisU^ 
like the Girondins.^* 

He scratched his head. “No, no,” said 
he ; “ nor the Citoyenne Rose neither.” 

And ho showed Ync a little rose very deli- 
cately drawn, and situated close to the heart 
and under the cap. 

“ Ah, ah [ — 1 understand your incurable 
lameness very well, at last,” said I. “ But 
Pll tell no tales to your captain.” 

**Ah, dame!*^ said he, — “an artilleryman 
need not liave a heart of stone. Rose is the 
daughter of a dame tricoteiise, and her father 
is jailor of St. Lazare. 

I seemed to take no notice of this hint, 
which he had the aiy of letting fall without 
the least premeditation. We understood this 
tacit an*angement perfectly. I went on ex- 
amining his hieroglyphics with the attention 
of a miniature painter. Immediately above 
this devoted rcpuhlican heart was pictured a 
great sword, held hetween the paws of a little 
rampant hadger, {Blaireau hadgor;) and 
above it, in large characters, Honnmr d 
BJairmu Ic hmtrreau des cranes.*^ 

I looked up suddenly, as if to sec if the 
portrait resembled. 

“This means you. Nothing to do with 
politics, — merely a trophy ? ” ' 

A slight smile stole over the long yellow 
face of my artilleryman, and he said quietly, 
“ Yes, yes, — it means me. The cranes are 
three mdiircs d^anmsy that I taught to laugh 
on the wrong side of the face.” 

“ Meaning killed, I sui^poscd ? ” 

^ It ’s our way of saying it,” replied he, 
with an air of the most ineffable inno(5eTice. 

In fact, this original had, like a hero of 
Otaheite, engraved upon his long yellow 
arm, at the end of Blaireau’s sabre, six foils, 


attitude of adoration. 

I wanted to proceed and see wliat was 
above tlie elbow ; but I saw he had no in- 
clii^ttion to raise his sleeve farther. 

“ Pooh, biih!— -that was when I was young 
and fooli^i.” 

I understood the reason of his reserve, foj* 
I beheld an immense fimr de lis^ and above 
it, Vivent les Bourbons ct Saints Barbc ; 
amour ^temel d Madeleine. 

“ Always wear long sleeves, ^hild,” said I, 
“if you mean to keep either Rose or your 
head in your possession.” 

“ Bah, hah ! ” said he, with affected sim- 
plicity ; “so long as her father doesn’t turn 
the key upon me — sometiines there are times 
when the wicket 

I interrupted him, that I might not ho 
obliged to question further. “ Come, come,” 
said I, striking him slightly upon the arm ; 
“you arc a good fellow, — you have done 
nothing amiss since we came together, — yiui 
are not going to begin now. You must go 
out with me this moniing ; perhaps 1 may 
have something for you to do. You will 
follow me at a little distance ; and you will 
do as you ])leasc about entering J^he houses 
which 1 mean to visit. — But let me find you 
ill the street when I come out.” 

lie dressed himself with two or three tre- 
mendous yawns, rubbed his eyes, and pre- 
pared to follow. As 1 wont out, I found 
him at the door. lie had his threc-covncrcd 
hat i^crched on one side of his head, and a 
white rod in his hand as long as himself. 

cirAPTER iir. 

The Prison of St. Lasarc. 

St. Lazari', is an old house, of a dull dirty 
mud colour. It was formerly a priory ; and, 
if I am not deceived, w'as finished in the 
year 1465, on the site of the ancient monas- 
tery of St. Lawrence, celebrated by Gregory 
of Tours in the sixth book of his history, as 
perhaps you know very w'cll. The kings of 
France tarried there twice ; — first, at their 
solemn entry into I^aris they there rested ; 
and secondly, at their last departure tliey 
there made a station, on their way to St. 
Denis, be it understood. In course of time, 
this priory was converted into barracks ; and 
afterwards it became a state prjison, a house 
of correction for monks, consplra'l^ors, and 
disorderly people of every description. This 
dirty, ruinous, wretched, unhealthy-looking 
place had from time to time been added to 
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and enlarged, but biad lost notliing of ita 
peculiarly villainous appearance. 

I was sometime in walking from the Place 
do la Revolution, to tlic Rue Faubourg St, 
Denis, where the prison is situated. As I 
approached, I distinguished it by a sort of 
ilue and red rag, which was washed almost 
colourless by the rain, and which hung from 
a great hlack ])olo planted above tlic door. 
Upon a black marble slab, in great white 
letters, was the following inscrijition, w'hicli 
was at that Jiiuc universally jdaced iipon all 
the public buildings, and which seemed to 
me like the epitaj)b of the nation ; — 

Unit^f Indivislbilitr* do la Uepublit^uc, 

Kgalitc, PVaternTte on la Mort. 

Be fore t)»c door of tliis horrible place some 
sartit culuttca wore fitting iij^on wooden 
benches, shaipeiiing tlieir i)ikes in the kennel, 
and singing the varmn^nolc ; while others 
were taking away the lantern from the 
coi\l whicli snsjjcnded it across the street, in 
order h) tie uj> a man in its place, whom 1 
could SCO coming along, at some distance, 
dragged down the street, and surrounded by 
a crowd of poissartfes, screeching out ira, 

1 was a well-known person,* and not alto- 
gether wilJiout my use, so they let me enter 
without molesUition. I knocked at a pon- 
derous door which terminated tJio vaulted 
porch, 'rile door opened a little, as of itself, 
and, as J stood hesitating and waiting for it 
to open entirely, I heard the voice «»f the 
jailer calling out, Well, what arc you 
about? — why don’t yon come in?” The 
moment I had ewssed the threshohi, the door 
banged violently to bchinil me. 3 sliuddew'd, • 
It seemed as if tins heavy, iron- welded, nailed 
« door, with all its garniture of locks and bolts, 
liad closed between me and the living W'orhl 
for ever. 

The jailer laughed at my air of consterna- 
tion, and muttered between the three teeth 
he yet had left. Tlic old wrelcli \vas liuddled 
up in a huge, hlack leather chair, something 
like a porter’s chair, but so contrived, that 
the back could be let down, so as ti* form a 
bed : it w as called a cre maillvrc, Theit* the 
Cerberus slept and w'atched, without troubling 
himself to move. His yellow, w'rinkled, iro- 
nical face, lU'ojected above his knee^*, on 
which it w'as supported by his chin; his tw’o 
legs rested one on each onn of Ins chair ; in 
his right hand he held his enormous bunch 
of keys ; in his loft tlie lock of the door ; so 
that he managed to shut and open it without 
much trouble. 

Behind his chair there stood a young girl, 


with her hands in the pockets of her jaunty 
little apron. She w-as fair^ blooming, fresh- 
coloured, with a little, saucy^^ose, the pout- 
ing lips of a child, white arms, and an ap- 
pearance of licalth, good-humour, neatness, 
and pertness, strong^ in contrast with every 
thing that surrounded her. Her dress was a 
sort of red stuff, relieved wuth hlack ; a cap, 
^vhite as snow’, upon her head, sunnounted 
by an immense tricolorcd cockade. I liad 
often seen her before, but had never looked 
at her w’ith jnuch attention ; hut to-day, full 
of my artilleryman’s demi-cmfidenci^y 1 exa- 
mined his friend Rose w'ith considerable in- 
terest, for I liad not an instant’s doubt that 
Rose it w’as. 

The pretty girl had an air of lively good- 
humour, whicli had the effect of increasing, 
by contrast, tbo melancholy' of tho place. 
This 1 dooming young creature reminded you 
j of the sw’ect, free air of tlie open country', — 

I of wild thyme ami daffodils ; — and many a 
I sigh, T doubt not, has lier j»rcsence occasioned, 
as hhe recalled to the unhappy victims .‘irouiid 
her the blowing wind, the open plains, and 
the waving corn of their home fields. 

“ It is mere cruelty,” I said, stopping fiir 
an instant, — “ doiiI>lc cruelty’, to show that 
child to the dctvnusiJ' 

She understood w’hat I said about as well 
as if I had spoken Greek ; but I did not in- 
tend to he understood. She opened her large 
blue eyes ; showed the most beautiful teeth 
in the w’orld, w’ithout what could be called 
exactly smiling ; her lips oijcned like a clove 
pink when you press it with your finger. 

Her father growled ; but he had the go^it, 
.and he said nothing. T passed on, and entered 
the oorrhlors, w’hich '.vere so dark that I was 
obliged to feel iny ivay before mo w’ith my 
cane ; these damj) and gloomy avenues being 
lighted, at mid-da^ only by' one or two j 
murky lamps. : 

It is a different thing at St. Lazarc now. 
All is neat, polished, w'hitewashed, cleansed, 
well-ordered ; but, in 1 71H, St. Lazare was 
rather like a huge cage for w ild beasts, thau 
a place fitted for the reception of civilized man. 
There existed at that time only the old 
weatherbeaten building which may yet ho 
seen — an enormous cave of four stories high, 
filled to tlje very' roof, as full as it could hold, 
with pnsoners. On the outside, tlie windows 
were covered with grates, w’hose immense 
•tw'isccd iron bars almost completely excluded 
the air. Within were three largo, ill-lighted 
passages, whicli traversed each story; the 
walls of eacli of which w'ere pierced by forty 
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doom, opening upon kennels j^ther thftn 
cells, lit only to i^elter wolres, and with a 
suft'ocating sm^l that was almost insupport- 
able. At the end of each corrLdor were 
immense iron-grated doors, and in the door 
of each cell, little open grated squares, called 
gmchets, wliich the jailers could open outside, 
jBo as to overlook the prisoner at any moment. 

4s I came in I crossed the great empty 
coiirt, where every night those terrible carts 
were ranged, destined each morning to hear 
away their loads of victims to the guilhd iiie. 
The carts were now absent. I shuddered as I 
passed, and clambered up the ruined flight of 
steps, by which the prisoners descended to 
this their last Jounicy. 

At length I entered what was called the 
predu, a sort of central court, large and 
hideous, surrounded by lofty w^alls, and 
where the sun, reflected from some neigh- 
bouring roof, sometimes, but rarely, cast his 
beams. There was an enomous stone foun- 
tain in the middle ; four rows of trees around 
it ; and at the other end, an immense white 
Christ, upon a cross of deep blood-coloured red. 

Two women ^vere at the foot of the cross — 
one very young, the other very aged. The 
young girl w^as upon her knees, her hands 
cla 82 )ed, her head resting upon her bosom, 
praying, in an agony of tears. She reminded 
me so much of the unhappy Prhicesse de 
Lamballe, that I turned away my head. 

The elder lady was employed in Avatering 
two miserable vines, planted at the foot of the 
cross. Those vines are still there ; >vhat tor- 
rents of tears — ^tears of blood — have nourished 
tlieir slender tendrils. 

A turnkey {puicketier) was singing and 
washing his linen at the fountain. 

I passed on ; and, entering the corridor, I 
stopped at the twelfth cell on the ground- 
floor. A turnkey caTii\i ; examined me from 
head to foot w’ith his eye ; recognised me ; 
placed his great red hand on the lock of the 
door, and it opened — I stood before Madame 
la Duchesse de St. Aignan. 

\ ' 

ClIAl'TER IV. 

A Ymiiig Mother^ 

As the turnkey opened the door suddenly, 
1 heal'd a little shriek, and I perqeivccl that 
Madame de St. Aignan was taken by sur- 
prise^ aUd was a little startled so to be. As 
for me, I was always taken by surprise with* 
one thing, to which I never could accustom 
myself,— and that was the perfect grace and 
dignity of her demeanour, h^ calmness, her 


gentle resignation, her angelic patience, and 
her sweet and womanly modesty. There 
was that in her, so rare and so exquisite, 
which commands respect and submission, 
ivithout ever exacting it ; and even her down- 
cast eyes were of power irresistible. At this 
moment riie was, however, a little discon- 
certed at our sudden intrusion ; hut she soon 
recovered her dignity and composure. 

Her cell was very small, and at this time 
of the year burning hot, exposed as it was 
to the southern sun, and in Ther^mdor^ which 
I assure you was as sultry as any July you 
have ever been acquainted wdth. The only 
means Madame de St. Aignan had to protect 
herself, in some degree, from the fierce rays 
of the sun, which fell full U})ou the little 
apartment, w^as to hang her shawl before 
the window ; it was the only article of dress 
of that sort Avhich she had been allowed to 
kee]). The dress she had on was of the sim- 
plest ; but it was an evening dress, and with 
short sleeves ; it might have been a bail drws. 
She rose uj) Idushiiig with a slight “ FAh mon 
Dieif>r* and for a moment the tears stood iu 
her eyes ; but seeing I was alone, she re- 
covered herself immediately, and throwing 
over her shoulders a sort of sliort, wdiite dress- 
ing-gown, which lay near, she sat down ii]>“ 
on the edge of her bed, oflering me a straw 
chair, the only other article of funiitare iu 
her prison. J perceived that one of lier feet 
was bare, and that she had upon her hand a 
small, delicate open-worked black silk stock- 
ing, wdiicli she was mending. 

*‘Good heavens!” cried 1, if you had 
only given me a hint,” 

‘‘ Our poor Queen did as much !” said sht* ; 
and she smiled sadly as she raised her beauti- 
ful eyes to miuo with charming tranquillity. 
Jiut soon her expression relapsed into one of 
mournful gravity, and I remarked upon that 
nohlo countenance a deep and solemn cha- 
racter, w’hich [w’as ^ new to me, and which 
added force to its usual melancholy. 

“Sit down! sit down!” said she in a 
hurried manner, and with a certain hoarse- 
ness in her voice. “ Since my situation has 
been made known, thanks to you, and I owe 
you——” 

“Enough, enough,” said I, interrupting 
her ; “ 1 hate speeches. ' 

“ I have a reprieve,” continued she ; “ hut 
the tumbrils will come as usual, and tlicy will 
not depa?*! empty for riie revolutionary 
tribunal.” 

Her eyes were fixed upon the window — 
there was a momentary mildness in them. 
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The tumbrils ! tlie dreadf^ tumbrils »’* 
said she, ** Their wheels shake the walls of 
St. Lassare to iheit- foundations. The horrid 
noise makes me shudder. How lightly they 
roll under the archway as they come in! 
how slow and heavy they depart ! Alas ! 
they are coming this veiy day for their load 
of men, women, and children. Rose has 
given me the intelligence. Poor Rose ! she 
has a sweet voice ; it is a consolation to us 
all to hear it singing below our windows, 
even when it is to announce tidings grievous 
such as these. Poor little thing !*' 

She was silent a moment, passer! her hand 
across her eyes, struggled a little for composure, 
and t l)en resuming lier owm noble and confidi ng 
air : — “ What I wdshed to ask you,'^ said she, 
resting the end of her hiiirers upon jiiy black 
coat sleeve, is, to find me the means to 
preserve iny i>oor unborn child fr/»m the in- 
fluence of tJiese hoiTors, thest' sufferings. I 
am in terror for j>oor little being. You 
men — even you, pliysiciaii as you are — can 
never know the pride and teudeniess which 
fills a ’woman’s heart at such a moment 1” 

She raised her ryes trr heaven. 

“Good heavens! what a* divine terror! 
wlmt freaJi and continued astonishment! 
Another heart beating within my o^\ti ! An 
innocent, angelic spirit, in union with my 
own harassed and agitated being ! A double 
mysterious life and sympathy, known and 
shared by me alom* ! But to thirik that my 
agitation is perliajis intense suftering to this 
tender, invisible creature — that iny terrors 
are to him pain, my [}ains anguish, my l 
anguish death ! Ah ! when I think of this, • 
I dare hardly hr^-htlie ! — I dart* hardly think 
^ — I am afraid to move — I am afraid of my 
own thoughts — I reproach myself with my 
love, with my hate — I dare not be agitated — 

J treasure myself as if I were a saint — I 
do not know' where to turn — ^this is how 1 
feel.” 

She looked like an angel as she thus spoke, 
with a sort of divine terror and anxiety in 
her large eyes. 

Help me, doctor ! furnish me with some 
idea tliat ‘T can keep fixed here, in my mind,” 
looking at me earnestly. ‘‘Save me from 
injuring my child. You are sorry for me ; 

I see you are. You know, alas! tliat it 
is all in vain ; nothing can harden our poor 
hearts ; they wdll hurry, pause, tremble ; 
oh, they will ! — And what willUbe the fate 
of my child 

“ However,” said die, after a pause, and 
letting her beautiful head fall an air of 


despondency upon her bosom, “ ono thing is 
certain. It is my duty to o^rrythis poor 
little creature to the day of bitth, which 
will be upon the eve of that of my death. I 
am only allowed to remain on cai^ for that. 
I am the frail shell wliich surrounds the 
precious fruit, and which will he broken as 
soon as that is disclosed. 1 am nothing else 1 
Nothing else now, doctor! — But do you 
think” — laying hold of, and pressing my 
hand — “T)o you think they will let me see 
it ? — Do you think they will let it be with 
me just for a few hours after it is born ? — If 
they were to take and kill me directly, it 
would he very cruel, w'ouldii’t it ? — Oh ! if 
they only give me time to hear it cry — to 
kiss it and nurse it just through one day — I 
think I could forgive them all the rest ; 1 do 
so excessively long for that one liour !” 

! 1 could only jircss her liaiids ; I could only 

bend down and ki.NS them with a sort of 
religious reverence. 1 could not speak, and 1 
was afraid to interrujd ]»or. 

She smiled through her tears, -with the 
sw’cet radiant smile of a pretty woman jpf 
two-and-tweuty, and then she went on : — 

I always fancy tliat you know every 
thing — ^that I have only to say, why ? and 
you have an answer ready. Now', tell me, 
icfy in a woman more a mother than she is 
any thing else i frien(4 daughter, wife even — 
less vain, less delicate, perhaps loss rational, 
than is in her nature ? That a cliild, who is 
yet us nothing, is every tiling! that those 
living already arc less than it! — This is very 
■wrong ! This is very unjust ! But so it is ! 
Why is it so ? I am angry with myself.” 

“* Ueiitly I gently !” said I. You has'e a 
little fever. You speak loo quick and 'too 
hurriedly. Gently.” 

‘‘Ah, Heaven!” cried she, ‘'and I shall 
never nourisli it a* %y breast 1” And turn- 
ing suddenly away, sho flung lierself upon 
the little bed, and, burying her face in the 
counterpane, wept bitterly. Her heart was 
overflowing. 

I looked at her as she lay weeping witliout 
constraint, and as if she had quitt' forgotten 
that I w’as present, and 1 reflected upon tliis 
total indiflference to the loss of fortune, rank, 
and all the delicate I'efineinents of her condi- 
tion. I observed then, as I often had occa- 
sion to remark at that period, that those who 
appeared to lose the most, complained, the 
•leabt. 

Habits of ease and refinement raise the 
mini above that very luxury whi<di h a 
daily, unobserved habit of life. A refined 
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I gave lier my aim, and we went doi^n 
together, and entered a great hall upon the | 
ground-floor. ! 

A long, bare, dirty table, without any 
tabic-cloth, laid vnih pewter dislics, tin 
/drinking cups, coarse stone jugs, coarse blue 
plates, and wdth heaps of small round lodves 
placed at intervals upon the tabled surrounded 
by greasy, wonn-eaten benches, was what 
first met my eyes. I looked round the 
apartment ; the roof was blackened with 
smoke, and^supported by low heavy .pillars ; 
the w'alls were the colour of soot, their sole ; 
ornament being certain rude trophies, com 
posed of rusty pikes and muskets ; and the 
whole was lighted by four heavy, smoky 
lamps, and filled with the .damp, unwhole- 
some, HufFocatiiig air of a clost^ cellar. 

I slnit my eyes for a moment, that 1 
might sec bettor afterwards. My gentle 
companion did the same. 'When we opened 
them again, we saw a small circle of persons 
standing, as it were, apart. Their* low 
voices and perfect tm soon assured me that 
they were people of birth and education. 
^J'Jicy saluted me as I entered, and rose when 
tliey saw the Ducdiess de St. Aigrian. We 
passed them, and proceeded a little farther 
into the room. 

At the other end of the tabic there was 
another and larger group, full, as it ap- 
peared to mo, of excitement, talking and 
laughing, looking very like a party of young 
2)eoj)Ie in their morning undress, after a 
court ball. Some were sitting, some stand- 
ing, whispering, miinuuring, rallying. You 
might hear the little, affected laugh of irony 
or jealousy, mingled with opera airs hummed 
between the teeth, glissades, half-finished 
dancing steps and snapping of the fingers, in 
lieu of castaTiets ; in fact, it was a regular 
circle. Something of peculiar interest seemed 
to be, however, at jiresent going on among 
them. First there was an interval of silence, 
soon followed by a hurst of enthusiasm or 
disapprobation, applause or mummriiig, as 
if the place were a theatre. A head might 
be seen, suddenly raised above the crowd, 
Uion as suddenly to disappear. 

. “Some childish game or othev,*^ said I, 
slowly making the tour of the immense 
breakfast-tahle. 

Madame de St. Aignan stopped, leaned 
against tlie table, and let go my arm. 

“jEA.' tnmJDimJ Botft let us go near* 
them ; they are at that horrible game,” said 
she. “ I have so entreated them not to go 
on with' it? Can you conceive it? Can 


you imagine stich unheard-of indifference? 
Go you and look at them ; I shall sit down 
here.” 

I left her sitting upon the bench, and went 
lip to them. 

I cannot say the thing shocked me so much 
as it did her. I could not help secretly, in a 
manner, almost admiring this prison amuse- 
ment. I compared it to the games of the 
gladiators. Say w-hat you will of the French 
nation, there is something of the antbiue, of 
the classic, yet remaining among them. We 
have all, at school, felt a certain admiration 
for the resolution which led the miserable 
Roman slaves to study, at least, a mo^irir 
avee grace. And here I saw precisely the 
same tiling going on, witliout affectation, 
without jiretcnding to any extraordinary 
courage, carelessly, idly, among these noble 
slaves of the sovereign jicople. 

“ A vfju% Madame de Pvrigord*^ said a 
young man, in a blue silk coat, striped with 
white, “ let us see how you will ascend the 
stage.” 

“ II ow you will manage such an aw'kward 
affair,” said one. 

Oh I she will make no awkward affair of 
it,” cried another. 

“ Nonsense !” cried a charming young 
woman of about thirty. “ 1 protest 1 will 
not RNcend at all, if you don't put the chair 
ill a more convenient place,” { 

“Oil! for shame! Madame de Perigord,” | 
cried another young lady. *• 'riie name of | 
Sabine VcnviJle is on the list before your.'!^ j 
Wlierc arc you, Sabine i — d lot us see ; 
you mount the scaffold ])roj)crly.” i 

“ 1 am not very much accustomed to such j 
things,' unfortunately,” said .she. “ But let ; 
us se,' ; >vhere must I put my foot?” | 

'rhere was a general laugh. They all ! 
jiushcd forward , eveiy body was busy , 
show ing, describi nt:. 

“ There is a plank here” — No, there” — 
“Three feet high” — “Only two” — “Nut 
higher than the chair” — “ N(»t so high” — 

“ Excuse me, you are quite wjxmg” — “ Qni 
nvra verra ^* — “ On the contrary, f^ui mmrra 
verraP 

A fresh hurst of laughter. 

“You sjioil the game,” said a young man, 
gravely.* 

“Come,” resumed Madame de PMgord, 

“ Tell me the conditions over again. * If I 
understand right, the business is to ascend 
the machine ” 

“ The stage,” interrupted a young lady. ■ 

“Just as you please,” continued she; 
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^ without blundering, or shuffling, or catch- She looked as if she were entirely in what 
ing afoot in one’s gown — there 1 am!” she was doing, and never thought of those 
I ’ In fact, she had lighted upon the chair who were admiring her. She advanced, with 

a bir^ and stood the picture of graceful lier eyes sparkling with pleasure. 1 love 

■ those sparkling, animated eyes at that age : 

? ^iSieve was a burst of applause. it is tlie best sign of an innocent heart. Her 

** And what next said she, gaily. animatioiii seemed to electrify the others. 

. ^^Next! ah! you have nothing to do with There was that in her air which said, 

■ that.” Ma him venue aujour me rit dans tous les yew^ 

Next ! the chopper !” said a coarse, heavy And 
turnkey, who was looking on. iUtmon fceondc halite dans mm sdn. 

^ Ay,” said an aged lady of eiglity years She was going to ascend, 
at least, the Ghmoinesse of some nohlo order; Oh no ! no ! Not you ! not you !” cried 
‘^but now, pray don’t next begin to harangue a young man in a plain gray dress, whom I 
the people. Nothing can be in worse taste had not before remarked, and who now 
tlian that.” pressed forward. Not you — not you — I 

Nor more entirely useless,” ad<led I. beseech you.” 

M. de LoiseroUes offered his hand for the ' She stopped, made a little shrug with her 
fair exlii biter to descend from her chair ; shoulders, like a pouting cliild, and ])ut her 
the Marquis d’Usson, M. de Micault, cmi~ fingers over her mouth wdth a sort of ('inbar- 
seilUir au pwrUm&ni de Dijon, the two young rassment. She glanced sideways at the chair, 
Trudaiues, the good M. de Vergennes, No. 7<>, She did not like to give it up. 
pressed forward to help her. She sprang Jiist then somebody said, But Madame 
from the chair without assistance, light and de St. Aiguan is there.” 
graceful, as if she were stepping from her With the presence of mind and delicacy 
carriage. which marks good company, the chair was 

“Ah! ah! now for it!” cried all the instantly abstracted, and they arranged 
party at once. themselves as if for a country dance, to hide 

A young, very young, lady now advanced if ]>OHsiblo this singular rehearsal of the tra- 
with the elegance of an Athenian virgin, and ged}*^ of the Place de la Revolution, 
entered the circle. She moved with a light, ^J'he women all went up to speak to her, 
swaying, half-dancing gait, like the Jialf- gathering round her to hide this game, which 
child that she was. She seemed to perceive was her detestation ; and which might poa- 
this, and tried to walk quietly; but she sibly strike' her imagination in a dangerous 
kept stepping on her feet so lightly, that it ananner. Tlie attentions were delicate find 
reminded me of a young bird trying its wings, polite, such us the young duchess might have 
Her black hair was atTanged « V antique, and received at Versailles. Habitual good man- 
hound and twisted with a gold chain. She ners are never lost. Shut hut your eyes — 
looked like the fairest and youngest of the nothing was changed — yow were in a salm. 
Muses. The Grecian mode had just begun 1 again remarked among the crowd tlie 
to supersede powder. Her waist was so figure of tho young man in gray, with his 
slender, that I think the bracelet of an ordi- jiale and somewhat worn countenance, as he 
nary person might have served this Venus wandered silently among the different groups, 
for a cestus. Her small head seemed to his head bent down, and his arms crossed, 
bend forward her long, swan-like neck ; her lie had immediately quitted Mademoiselle de 
shoulders were a little rounded, like tliosc of Coigny, and he continued to walk up and 
young people who have not quite done grow- down with hasty steps, looking from time to 
ing, an<i, with her slender, delicate iims, time at the walls and heavily grated win- 
gave her an appearance at once elegant and dows, "with the expression of a c'aged lion, 
interesting. Her profile was regular, her He had the air of a military man, with his 
mouth small and serious, her eyes black, her black stock, and his gray dress, which was 
eyebrows in a simple, almost severe arch, cut like a uniform. The ccstume and coiin- 
like those of a Circasdan ; and there was ienance— rthe black hair flattened over the 
something resolute and original in her ex- face, the black eyes, all weVe in .exact resem- 
pression, that was excessively attractive, hlance of a portrait I hud seen — ^it was 
Such was Mademoiselle de Coigny, the young Andre Chenier. 

creature 1 had seen praying before the cross Madame de St. Aignan introduced us to 
as 1 came in. one another. She called to him, he came 
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and sat down by her, took her hand and 
pressed it hastily to his lips, looking round 
with anxiety and agitation. She said no 
more and followed his eyes uneasily. He sat 
a little.aside; in the shade, listening at inter- 
vals to the low murmurs of the busy talking 
/rowd now walking about the room. They 
had all left us by degrees, and I remarked 
that Mademoiselle do Coigny seemed to avoid 
us purj)osely. We were sitting upon the 
black oak bench, with our backs leaning 
against the d^ble. Madame de St. Aignan, 
who was between us, drawing a little back, 
ill order that Chenier and I might converse 
together ; he advanced his head a little before 
her, as if he wdahed to enter into conversa- 
tion : — so I began. ^ 

“ Those meetings at meals, must he some 
little consolation in prison.” 

It seems to enliven them,” said he sadly, 
it sceine to enliven every one but myself — 
Init I am proof — to mo it is a fatal meeting 
— 1 can on ly think of the last social meal of 
the niart 3 'rs.” 

I dropped my oyes — I was, alas ! but too | 
much of the same oi)inion. 

“Don’t,” said Madame tte St. Aignan, 
looking mournfully at him, “ I have cause 
enough for sorrow and anxiety. — Don’t, 
don’t terrify me by your imprudence.” | 

And bending towards me, she whispered, — 
‘^'J’heve are spies every where.' — Don’t let 
him commit himself, lie di)es not mind me. 
He terrifies luc every da^^ by giving w<w to 
this irritation and ill-humour.” 

I made no answer. J raised my e^’^es in- 
voluntarily to Heaven. There was a moment’s* 
silence. “ Poor young creature I” thought I. 

“ Illusions of hope even here ! — in this horri- 
ble place ! — and seeing a fournec of your 
companions earned (dl* every day before 
your eyes ! ” 

Andr^ Chenier, — for so his name has re- 
inuined consecrated, and so I shall leave it, — 
looked at me, shaking his head gently, wdUi 
a mingled expi'ession of pit}' and tenderness. 
I understood him, — and he saw that I under- 
stood him. 

“ Poor' little thing ! ” it implied. “ She 
thinks that 1 can still commit myself ! ” 

Not to inten-upt the conversation abniptly, 
so as to excite her attention, but to dissipate 
her ideas by rendering them general, I went 
on. 

“I have always thought,” said I to Andr^ 
Chenier, “that poets had the gift of pre- 
vision.” 

His eye sparkled, and answered to miixe. — 


It was hut for a moment^*** he looked at me 
Avith suspicion, 

“ Are you saying what you really think ?” 
said he. “I can never understand you 
people of the world. 1 never know whether 
you arc speaking seriously or not. The bane 
of the French nation persiflage''* 

I am not altogether a man of the world, 
and I always speak seriously.” 

“Well then,” said he, “I will confess 
honestly that I believe in it. It is very 
rarely, indeed, that my first impression, — 
my coup d'oiily — my presenthucrU, deceives 
me.” 

“And so,” said Madame dc St. Aignan, 
trjung to smile, — “ so you would not let 
M ademoisello de Coigny mount the chair ?” 

“ Ah 1” said he, taking her hand in both 
his, — 1 had hoped that we had succeeded in 
hiding our cruel amusement from Madame 
de St. Aignan. 1 had been so anxious that 
they should make an end of it ; — and then 
that beautiful child 

“Child if you please,” said Madame dc 
St. Aignan, rather coldly. “But child as 
she may be, one wl)o, with her careless- 
ness, and imjmidence, and coquetry, would 
make her mother hut loo uneasy if she w'ere 
here.” 

As she spoke, Mademoiselle de f-oigny 
passed us, leaning on the arms of two gentle- 
men, w’lio were laughing at what she was 
saying. SliO glided along, looking at her 
feet, and walking in a soi’t of measure as if 
she 'were beginning to dance. We heard her 
say tc» M. Trudaiiie as she passed, — 

“Since, as you say, women alouc slap 
before they arc slain, I find it very proper 
that you bUoulcl all submit humbly to your 
fate, a'i you wdll every one of you be obliged 
to do one of these days.” 

Andre Clirnier ]’'>not stop speaking; but 
he coloured, and bit his lii)8 at this reproach, 
which ^vas evidently intended for him, and 
which he could not help hearing, though 
Madame de St. Aignan, with a woman’s 
delicacy of feeling, raised her voice that he 
might not. Slie feared that he might he pro- 
voked into some fresh imprudence. 

1 saw some very ill-looking faces approach- 
ing ns, and I tried to put a stop to thi$ 
sort of cdhversation, whicli seemed quite out 
of place, and initaled me, who came 
without, and wdio understood, better than 
* any of;them, their real situation. 

“ I saw your father this morning/' said I, 
ahniptly, to Chenier. Ho started, and looked 
I astonished. 
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“ Sir,” said he, “ I saw him too, at ten 
o’clock.” 

lie had just left me,” cried I. What 
did he say ? ” 

What ! ” cried Andre, rising, “ la this 

the gentleman who 

The rest was whispered in the ear of his 
beautiful neighbour. I guessed the pfeju- 
dices which the poor old man had excited 
against me. 

Andre rose suddenly; walked a turn or 
two, with a certain air of impatience ; then 
returned, and standing before Madame de 
St. Aigiian, crossed his arms, and said, in a 
loud passionate manner, — 

‘‘Since it is your high privilege, citizen, to 
be acquainted with these rascals, who are 
decimating us, you may repeat to them from 
mo the words for which I have been arrested, 
— every thing that I said in the Journal dc 
ParUt — every thing that I shouted in the 
cars of those ragged lictors, who arrested iny 
friend in his own house. You may tell them 

it is written ^cre , — hare ** 

“ In tlie name of Heaven, stop ! ” cried the 
young duchess, seizing his arm ; but he drew 
a paper out of liis pocket in sj)ite of her, and 
lield it out to me, striking it with liis other 
hand. 

“I told them that they w’ore harharons 
exemtionerSy murderous perverters of the laws; 
and that, if it was written ‘ that the sivord of 
vmgcaaice ims nexer to glitter in mg handsy 
that I had my pen , — my pf'ccious treasurCy — 
and that if I lived, the day should surely 
come when I would dedicate their names to 
everlasting infamy , — (crachcr sur leurs noms;) 
and that I hoped to live to celebrate their 
downfall, and the triumph of those who 
come, the triple scourge in their hands, to 
punish their infamous triumvirate, — And you 
may add, that T said all this to you, — to 
you ! — Surrounded as 1 was by a thousand 
other poor, timid, unresisting sheep, who arc 
waiting to be slaughtered and served up as a 
sabrifice to U peupU roi / ” 

At this loud explosion, the prisoners 
crowded round him, as the poor timid ani- 
mals he had compared them to are wont to 
do round the father of the flock. l"or the 
moment an irresistible change liad taken 
place in him. He seemed to me grown taller, 
laiger. Indignation made his eyes and coun- 
tenance sparkle like Are. He was really 
noble, 

I turned to M. de Lagarde, an offleer of 
tlie Garde JPranfaisc. The blood runs too 
fast in the veins of this family,” said I. “ It 


is in vain for me to attempt to moderate it.” 
And I shrugged my shoulders, rose from my 
seat, and retreated a few paces. 

The expression, in min for mc.y seemed to 
strike him. He stopped speaking imme- 
diately ; and leaning against a pillar, bit his 
lips. Madame ^dc St. Aignan sat looking at 
him all the time, with the aspect of one 
witnessing the sudden eruption of a volcano. 
One of his friends, M. de Roquelaurc, who 
i had been colonel of the regiment of Rcaucc, 
came and tapped him on the shoulder, — 

“ All, well ! ” said he, — “ you suffer your- 
self to fly into a rage against this canaille 
regnante; you would be much better employctl 
in kissing these miserable comedians till the 
curtain falls — over us first— over them sooner 
or later.” ’ 

And making a pirouette, he w’cnt and sat 
down at table, humming, — La vie dcst un 
voyage^ 

The entrance of an immense ]3itchcr filled 
with boiling soup now announced that break- 
fast w^as ready. A sort of poissaa*dc named, 
if I recollect right, la femme #S!imo»,Tplaced 
herself at the centre of the table to do the 
honours. She w'as the female of the animal 
called jailer, wdio sat crouching in his 
den at the prison door. The prisoners 
belonging to this side of the building sat 
down to table, in number about fifty. St. 
Lazarc at that time containing about seven 
hundred. As soon as they were scati*(l 
their air changed. They looked at one 
another sorrowfully. The murky glare of 
the huge lamps cast dark gloomy shadows on 
. their pale faces — they had the appearance of 
miners in their caves, or the unhappy spirits 
in prison, — what was red, looked black; 
what pale, ghastly and blue — their eyes 
glared. The coiivereation sank to 'wliisj>crs. 

Bcliind the guests were ranged the guiehe- 
tiers, the turnkeys, the agents of police, and 
several amateur sans culottes, who came to 
enjoy the spectacle. Some Dames de la 
Halle were also there, carrying their children 
in their anus that they might enjoy the 
privilege of assisting at this feast, arranged 
according to the best democratic taste. Their 
entrance was signalized by a strong smell of 
fish, which spoiled the breakfast of some of 
the more delicate victims of these princesses 
of the day. 

These agreeable spectators had countenances 
at once stupid and cruel; they lookel, too, 
somewhat disappointed ; they seemed to liave 
expected something different from this sub- 
dued and digmfied submission to the inovit- 
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able ; this quiet d> parte conversation which 
was freely carried on between next neigh- 
bours. As nobody blustered or threatened, 
they seemed not exactly to know how to 
behave. They maintained a sulky sort of 
silence, and some few seemed not quite to 
like showing their faces before those whose 
own servants they had waited upon and 
robbed. 

Mademoiselle dc Coigny had made herself 
a sort of rampart of five or six young men 
who stood in a circle round her, and stood 
sipping a bmillony just as she might have 
done at a ball supjier, looking down wdth 
supreme contempt upon the crowd of spec- 
tators. 

Madnme de St. Aigrian took nothing ; she 
Avas scolding Andre Chenier, «,nd I saw she 
looked from time to time at n\o. She was 
telling him he had made a very uncalled-for 
attack upon one of her j»est friends. He 
bent his eyebrows and looked down \vith an 
air of submission. She made ino a sign to 
a]»pronch. 

“ Here is M. de Cheruer,’^ said she, ‘‘ wdio 
pretends that all this silence and tranquillity 
on tlie part <)f the Jacobins is :i very bad 
symj>tom. ^ Hut don’t let him indulge in 
these expfosions of passion.” 

Her beseeching eyes told me that she 
\vanted us to he reconciled ; Andre Chenier 
did his part politely and gracefully. 

“ Sir,” ho began, “ you have been in Eng- 
land ; should you ever go there again, and 
should you happen to meet vidth Edmund 
Burke, you may assure him that I repent 
my criticisms upon his work. He was quite _ 
right when he foretold the reign of the porte 
faix. This comnjission will be less dis- 
agreeable, I flatter myself, than the one with 
which I charged you just now. Forgive 
me — a prison does not sweeten our tempers.” 

He held out his hand : — by the way in 
which 1 pressed it, he knew that he had a 
frictLd. 

At this moment a heavy, lumbering noise 
was heard, which shook the windows and 
made every one start and shudder. There 
w'as a sudden silence. It ivas the noise of 
the tumbrils. A sound but too well known; 
it w'as like thunder once heard, and never 
forgotten. It was not like tlie sound of 
common wheels ; there was a sort of scree ch- 
iug, grinding noise like that of rusty chains, 
or the rattling of the eartli upon our biers : 
I turned sick, "and the hair of my skin 
arose.” 

" ! make haste ! Eat and have done 

VoL, III. 

witli it,” said the lioarse voice of la femme 
Simon. 

No movement, no answer ; we all remained 
as it were fixed in the position in wdiich we 
had first heard that fatal roll. We were 
like the families of Pompeii and Hercu- 
laneum, surprised by death in the very 
attitude they were in. 

La Simon changed plates, knives, and 
forks in vain ; all remained fixed, no one 
stiiTcd, the astonishment at this unheard of 
cruelty seemed to liavc petrified us. To have 
allowed them to meet once more, — to have 
jiermitted this friendly intercommunion of a 
fe%v hours, — to have taken them from their 
dmariness and their solitude to enjoy once 
again society, friendship, even love ! and all 
to render this sudden jiarting more inexpres- 
sibly hittt'i- ! — Oh, it was too much 1 It was 
the barbarity of tigers — of Jacobins I 

The great doors of the refectory were flung 
open, and three commissaries entered. They 
were clothed in long skirted, dirty coats, 
to]>-hoots, and wore red scarfs ; and they 
weiv followed by n fresh company of the 
rabble in honnets rowje.% and armed with 
pikes. These last i-ushed in uttering cries 
of joy, and clapping their hands as at a 
pantomime. Wliat they saw struck even 
them — the slaughterers fell back abashed 
before their victims — for, rtH!Oveiing imme- 
diately frojii their first sentiment of dismay 
aiul astonishment, contempt gave them 
courage to meet this siqireinc moment. They 
felt themselves so far above their enemies, 
that it almost filled them with a momentary 
satisfacrion, and they turned their eyes, with 
composure, upon one of the comuiissartcs 
who advanced, a paper in his h&nd, and pre- 
pared to read. 

It was the appcl nomiml. 

As soon as a uanv was pi*onoancod, two 
men stepped forward, and led oflF the person | 
mentioned. He wa.i given in charge to the ! 
mounted d'a't'mes outside, and imme- 

diately placed upon one of tlie tumbrils. The 
accusation w'as, that of conspiracy in prison 
against tlie sovereign people, and planning 
the assassination of the members of tlie com- 
mittee de saliit public. The first person ac- 
cused was a woman of eighty yeara of age, 
the ahbes» of Montmartre, Madame do 
Montraorenci. She rose wdth some difficulty, 
and, when she \vas standing, saluted all pre- 
sent w'ith a tranquil smile. Those who 
* were near kissed her hands. Not a tear was 
shed : the sight of blood seemed to have 
di’ied up such vain demonstrations of sorrow. 

No. 66. 
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She went ont, sayinjr, “ Father, forgive 
them, for they know not what they do 

A Tnournful silence ensued. 

It was iiitcrnipted 1)3^ the shouts and 
screams Avhich announced that she had made 
lier a})|)earaueo among the populace outside, 
and a shower of stones struck against the 
walls and windows. In the midst of the 
j noise I could distingiiish the exj)]osion, noAv 
and then, of fire-arms. There wore moineids 
when the //cw.? could seaTe( l\' ]>T*cservc 

the prisoners from heing iiiass!ici i'«l. 

The <tfpd contliuied. The scc^nnl name 
w'as that of a young nnin of twiMity, M. de 
Coatcrel, if 1 romeruher right, wljo was ac- 
cused of having ft son, an emigi ant, hearing 
arin,s against Jiis country. The accused was 
not even married. Tie hurst out Jaugliing. 
He press(?d the hands r)f his friends, and 
went out. 

'J'hc same shouts and clatter of stonc^'. 

A mournful silence round tin* tahlo ; all 
waiting the sentence of death at their ])Ost, 
as soldiers expect the fatal hnllct. As soon 
as a jkrisoncr went out, his ]datc w’a*- cleared 
awa}", and those >vho remained closed fljoir 
ranks, as iu a hatlle, smiling sadl3'‘ at their 
new neighhours. 

Andre Chenier was still standing h3" Ma- 
dame dc St. Aiguan, and 1 was near them. 
As in a sliipwreok the crew gather instinc- 
tively round the one who possesses the highest 
courage and cncrg3% so the i>risoiici*s collected 
grad II all 3'^ round this 3'oung man. Tic st«»od, 
his anus crossed, and his t\yos raised to IFea- 
ven, as if in apostrophe. “ l)i<I Heaven look 
on, and would not take their piinT’ 

Mademoiselle de Coigii3', standing :it the 
other end of the room, saw, at eveiy succes- 
sive <vppcl^ the circle of her protectors dimi- 
nish, till at length she was left almost alone. 
Then she slowly advaviced, supporting her- 
self upon the edge, of the now em])ty tahlo, 
till she came to where? wo were sifting, and 
placed herself at a little distance, — taking 
shelter, poor forlorn child ! it were, under 
tlie shadow of our wings. Her jiohle coun- 
tenance preserved its dignit3", nature was 
giving way : her limhs tromhlcd, and her 
knees were knocking together. I'he good 
Madame dc St. Aignan held out her liand. 
The poor young creature hurst into tears, 
and fell sobbing upon her hosoin. 

The rude and pitiless voice of the commis- 
sary continued the appeL The man seemed^ 
to take pleasure in prolonging suisjiense and 
suffering. He pronounced the baptismal 
names in a slow, affected, drawling uianncr — 


dropping out syllable after syllable; then 
suddenly closing witli the family name. It 
was like the fall of the axe. 

He swore laidely at the prisoners as th^ 
passed liim, — a preface to the cries and hisses 
outside. Ho was heated with wine, and 
could hardly keep his legs. 

While the, man was reading, I observed 
close behind, and crouching dow'u almost 
under his arm, a woman’s white cap, and 
above thisnhite cap, with its large tricolorod 
cockade, the long thin face of, a man, who 
was tall enough to read the list over the 
commissary’s shoulders. It W’as Rose and 
my artilleryman Blaiivan. 

Rose ujipearod guv'' and curious, like her 
friends of tlic b3" whom she was sur- 

rounded. I felt thfit 1 detested her. -As for 
rdaireau, he had his usual half-sleep3% iudif- 
ferent air ; but his uniform, J saw, gave him 
much consideration .‘unong the homivts-rouges 
ami with their pikes, wlio sur- 

rounded him. The list which the commissary 
was reading was serinvlcd upon several dif- 
ferent slu'ets of j>a])er, and the worilyv coin- 
jnivsury seeinc'd to Lave some difficulty in 
deciphering them, Blaireau advanced his 
head officiously, as if to help him ; taking off, 
at the same time, lus hat, wliich seemed to 
be in Ins wa3'. At that moment T saw, as 1 
thought, Ros(' stoop suddenly down, and pick 
up a folded }»a]>er from the ground ; but the 
part of the refectory iu which she stood was 
M) dark, that I couhl not feel sure of the fact. 

Tiie reading of the list continued. Men, 
Avomen, and cliildren rose up, and passed 
awa3' like shadoAVs. TIic table Avas now 
almost empt.y, and looked dmarily vast and 
solitaiy. Thij\y-f7\e Adetims had departed. 
The Fifteen who remained, scattered h\" ones 
and by twos, Avitli large spaces between them, 
looked like the few' scanty trees wliicli .arc 
left standing, Avheu a forest has been con- 
demned to tire axe. At last the commissary 
Avas silent : his list was hnislied. We began 
to breathe. For m3" part, I heaved a deep 
sigh of relief. 

Andre (Ihenier said, “ Go on! — I know I 
am there.” 

The commissary looked stupidl3' at him. 
II(? looked into liis hat ; into his pockets ; in 
his scarf ; and finding nothing, ordered the 
Indmcr of the Revolutionary tribunal to bo 
called. We stood breathless with suspense. 
The Imusier was a pale, dismal looking man. 

‘‘ 1 Avill go and count ’em,” said he. “ If 
3'^ou have not all ihofmtrnce^ (batch,) so much 
the worse for you.” 
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*‘AliI” said tlie commiasary, very much ! 
embarrassed ; I remember tJiore was TJeau- 
villiers St. Aignan, cx-duc^ aged soven-and- 
twenty years — ” 

' He was going to repeat tJje wliolc descrip- 
tion, %vhcu the other intcri'upted liiin, and 
tfdd him ho had mistaken the place, and that 
he had liad a droj) too much. In fact, ho 
had confounded another part of the prisfni 
with this, wiiere the young wife lind been 
living alone, for nearly a month, separated 
from her ht 4 &hiind. Tho two men went ouf 
togeih(‘r — one scolding, tlia other reeling. 
Tho mob followed them. There was a froh 
hurst of exultation IVoin Avitlnnit, and a. frci^li 
shower of sUmes. 

I WiiL‘11 the doors were shut once jno]*e, j 
looked round tlie deserted Hall, and 1 saw 
tliht Ala<lame. de St. Aignan remjtined in tlie 
attitude she had aasumed during last 

M‘enc ; her arms crossed ujmn the tal)le, and 
her head leaning upon her arms, jdademoi- 
j selle do Coigny lifted up her eves, swinimiug 
I in tears. 

I Andre (.'henior whispi red, pointing t»» the 
I (Inehess, 1 hofio she did jiot hear Ji r lin.- 
I iiaiurs name. Take no nolleo*: let her >\eep 
! fj[ui<?tly.’U 

“You see,'* f^aid 1, ''iha, your hrothcj*, 
who is aecnsod of incljilbronef^, docs well to 
I keep (piiet. You wore arrc'^led ^^^tllout a 
I wj'itteu order. He knows that : he is silent. 
Y'oiir name is not upon any list : if it were 
<»nly mentioned, it would ho immediately 
idaced there. We must get through the tinje 
as well as we ean : vouvhrotber understands 
what he is about jicrfeetly.” 

“ ()h ! — my l)roi.her 1” said Iw' ; and he sliook 
his head sadly, with an air of distrust ami 
sorroAv mingled. For the first time d observed 
a tear moistening his t^yelasU. lie ivcovered 
himself immediately. My father is nv)t so 
ironieally ; “ he is not afraid of 
committhig himself. He is gone to Robes- 
pierre tliis morning to deinanii my liberty.’' 

“Ah, great heavens!” cried I, clasj>ing 
my hands, — “1 was afraid lie w’ould.” 

I snatched my hat, — ho caught me l>y the 
arm. 

“ Stay,” cried ho, — “ she has fainted.” 

In fact, Madame de St. Aignau \vh< in- 
sensible. 

Mademoiselle de Coigny busied fu'rself 
about her. Tw'O other ladies that were left 
calue to lier assistance. Even the jailer’s j 
wife offered her services, and 1 slid a l^uis- 
d’or into her hand. The duchess began to 
come to herself. Time pressed, I did not 


wait a moment to make my adieus; but, 
leaving evoi-y body dissatisfied witli me, as is 
my usual fate, I left the prison immediately. 


♦ llArTER, VT. 

The Ftturgon, 

I WALKim fast, — 1 ran through the street 
of ihc Esinhourg St. Oonis, — I ivas iu agonies 
Jest I should arrive too late, — the scenes 1 
h;»d wiiiK‘,‘:s»'d si ill j»assing before my eyes. 
But, ii« niy manner is, my ideas soon began 
tn arrange tlie i use Ives. J saw' the miracle by 
wl'iirli thi'' men of so fine a genius had till 
now boon ]U‘CMirvod ; and 1 trusted that 
it wa;: the <lesigii of Providence to rescue 
him, 1 f^t i)»at wen to have gained a da}^ 
w;*s /‘vciyXj^iin: in rhesi' bloody tunes. 1 
oalouloto*’ tlio chances in favour of those 
hod res()lv(‘d to mako one last desperate 
eib'Vt to overt brow tlie triumvirate and the 
commiiic«*s; and 1 «o\inted the days, and 
c.'dculan>(l tlie possthilily of preserving these 
]>rcciou> prisoners till that moment, 
when I he tyranny that had suhmg o])prossed 
u- all ^hoitld be ov\Tf brown, Ihit how was 
that to ]-e edected ( — ^Ia lotting them he for- 
go^ ton. We at tlie oth Therniidor. If 
I c ‘iilu* but sucr^vd i?» o-'cnjiying the mind 
of my second ]>at!ent, Robespierre, with other 
thing*; ! — niel^e him fancy himself much 
worse than In; really ''vasl — absorli him in 
hine'clf I But to «lo tlii,-, above all things, 
ii uetv^'ary to anive in time. 

1 looked round fm some earriage. There 
wr.v l‘-‘w t-r In* scon that year in the 

.‘drevts, \Vi. to him who should liave been 
M'oo Inilhig Li) I'is chariot” iu the. year 2 
of the Hepul'lic. ITovrever, 1 heard the 
sound of TW'o hone.‘<{ four-wheels following, 
which stoj^]vd as soon they came up to 
nu’. I lified U]> * *y licad, and beheld the 
peaceful countena? - of my Blaireaii,r-“ ( di, 
{'leepy one ! (dt, goutle giant ! oh, idlesl and 
spJires! of human beings ! what dost thou 
want with me. ?” cried I. 

Pardon^ n y- roni? 

hut here is a. litllo morsel of paper for you. 
The Citoyemie Rose ]>icked if up — by more 
.accident.” And he Jook('d with the most 
ingenuous indifi^rence upon the pavement, as 
he spoke. * 

“ I took ilio ]>a])i‘r ; and with a >sort of 
f^jiuddering joy read as fidlow'S : — 

V “ Number -‘Id, and lasi. 

“ C. L. S. Sayeconrl, aged thiify years, 
born at Paris, cx-haronw^^ ^vido^y of Inisdal, 
rue d>i Petit- Vaugirard. 


52 ‘ THE EDINBURGH TALES. 


F. C. L, Maille, aged seventeen, son of 
the ex-vicomte. 

‘‘Andre Chenier, aged thirty-one, bom at 
Constantinople, h<mme de lettresy me de CUry. 

“ Creguy de Montmorenci, aged sixty, 
bom at Chitzlemberg in Germany, ex-noble. 

“ M. B^ranger, aged twenty-four, wife of 
Beauvilliers St. Aignan, rue de Crenelle, St. 
Germain. 

“ L. J. Dervilly, forty-three years of age, 
grocer, me Mouffetard. 

“ P. Coigny, sixteen years and eight 
months, daughter of tlic cx-iioble of that 
name, rwe de V University. 

“ C, J. Dorival, ex-ennitc.’* 

And several other names besides ; it was 
the lost list, the list that the dru^nken com- 
missary liad dropped out of his,\at. 

1 tore it in pieces — into atoms. I chewed 
the morsels between my teeth ; then, looking 
at my gentle artilleryman, I seized his 
hand and pressed it, yes, I may as well 
Confess it, with tears in my eyes. 

Yes, the tears were in ray eyes ; but he 
scratched his head like a great lout as he 
pretended to be, and then said with an air 
as if he was just beginning to awaken, 
“Droll I It seems that the HuissicTy that 
big, pale fellow, was in a rage witli the 
commissary, that red, drunken sot, and so 
he put him into the cart in the place of the 
others. Droll enough ! 

“ Poetical justice,” thought I ; “ but w'bere 
are jfou bound for ? ” 

“Oh! I’m going with this fourgon to 
the Clump de MarSy that ’s all.” 

“ Then you ’ll take me to the me St. 
Honors V* 

! sacre ! Why not — get up — what do 
I care, ‘Quandfai him servi ma piece h rot 
nest pas — - ” 

But he stopped short ,and bit his lips. 

A soldier that was with him waited for us. 
I followed Blaircau^ who vrent limping up to 

fouTpotty wiped the dust oflF with the sleeve 
of his coat, got up himself first, invited me to 
follow his example, and set ofi' at full gallop. 

' We soon arrived in the rue St. Honors, 
and stopped before Robes})ieiTe’8 door ; but 
I liave never yet been able, to comprehend 
how 1 escaped being shaken to atoms. 

CIUFTER VII. 

The House of M. de Hohespierrcy Avocat au 
Parlment. 

The house I was about to enter was of the 
amplest description ; if 1 recollect rightly, it 


belonged to a cabinet maker, named Huplap. 
The ex-avocat had occupied it for some time ; 
it is still in existence I believe. Nothing in 
its appearance bore evidence of its being the 
residence of the ephemeral master of France, 
except perhaps a sort of loneliness, and silence, 
and solitude, which seemechto distinguish it. 
Every outside shutter in tlie ‘ front was 
closed ; the j^orte eochSre shut ; and not the 
slightest sound was to be heard issuing from 
the mansion. 

Some groups of women wore tqjking before 
the doi>r — ^a thing regularly to be seen in 
Paris in times of trouble — they were point- 
ing at the house and whispering togetliev. 
From time to time the door opened, and a 
gens d^anne — a sans mloUe — or a s]>y, (often 
a female,) might be seen to pass out. At 
sncli times the groups hastily separated, and 
the women ran within their own doors. The 
few carriages that came that way, made a 
sort of semicircle, going at a foot’s pace, and 
as distant from the house as possible ; there 
was straw- before the door, it looked as if the 
plague was witliin. 

No sooiKu* did I put my hand vpon the 
knocker, than the door was opened by the 
ten’ified porter, with a look of grcali anxiety 
lest tlie knocker should fall too lieavily, 11c 
shut the door very slowly, and w’ith the least 
possible noise. I asked him, describing the 
appearance of M. do Chenier, Avhether an old 
man, answering to that description, had been 
there that morning. The porter’s face seemed 
to turn into marble upon this slight question. 
He shook his head negatively. 

“ I have seen nothing at all like that,” 
said he. 

I persisted ; saying, “ I’ray call to mind 
all you liavc seen this morning,” I pressed 
him farther, but I could only get, “ 1 have 
seen nothing at all like that.” 

A little ragged boy was hidden behind 
him, and, was amusing himself with flirting 
pebbles against my silk stockings, and I re- 
collected him, by his thoroughly bad expres- 
sion, to be the messenger of the morning. I 
went u]) a sufficiently dark staircase to make 
my way to the Incorruptible. The keys were 
in all the doors, I went from room to room, 
and found no one. At dast, in the fourtli 
apartment, I came upon tw o negrocs, and two 
secretaries, seated .at writing tables, and 
writing eternally ; they did not even raise 
their heads as 1 entered. 1 cast a glance at 
the tables, they were covered with terrific 
lists fumvmles. My blood ran cold, as when 
1 heard the rumble of the death carts. 
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I was introduced in silence, after crossing j 
a very thick hut much worn carpet. 

The apartment was filled with a yellow 
murky light ; it looked out upon the court, 
and great heavy green curtains shaded the 
1/ght, and seemed to tliicken the very air. 
l^iie reflection of the sun upon the opposite 
wall, alone illuminated the large desolate 
looking room. Upon a fmtAeuil of green 
morocco, before a great walnut-tree bureau, 
my patient was sitting ; he had an Euglisli 
newspaper ii{ one hand, and with the other he 
was stirring, with a small silver spoon, a lump 
or two of sugar in a cup of camomile tea. 

You may easily picture Robespierre to 
yourself. 

One sees many men of ike desk that are 
like him ; no remarkable character of couu- 
; tcnance distinguished him, or made one/ck^/his 
I presence. He was thirty-five, his face com- 
; pressed between the chin and the forehead, as if 
i two hands had endeavoured to squeeze tliem 
together ; his complexion, the colour of whity 
brown paper, and sodden like moist plaster ; 
deeply marked with the small-jiox. No 
blood — not even bile, seemed to circulate 
there ; his eyes were small, dull, and melan- 
choly ; lie never looked any one in the face, 
and a perpetual disagreeable winking, made 
his eyes appear still less than they really were, 
when his green spectacles did not happen to 
be on. His mouth was contracted by a sort 
of convulsive sardonic smile, or rather 
grimace ; Mirabeau compared him d U7i chat 
qui a Im du vinaigre. His head was very 
much and pompously dressed out, with a 
great air of .pretension. If is fingers, his 

neck, and his shoulders, seemed constantly 
agitated by a sort of involuntary contractions ; 
as if slight nervous convulsions were perpe- 
tually passing through them. He had been 
full dressed all the morning ; I never sur- 
prised him, duiing the whole time 1 visited 
him, en ncgligL This day he wore a yellow' 
coat striped with white, a waistcoat em- 
broidered with flowers, a white frill, wdiite 
silk stockings, and shoes with buckles, so 
that he lodkcd quite comme ilfaist. 

He rose with his accustomed politeness, 
and advanced two paces towards me, taking 
oiF his green spectacles, which he placed 
gravely on the table. He saluted me with 
the ease of a man of the world, sat down 
again, and stretched out his hand. 

1 could not, and did not take it like a 
friend, but I took it like a physician, raised 
his ruffle, and felt his pulse. Fever,” 
said 1. • ‘ 


That’s not impossible,” said he, biting 
his lips ; and he rose abruptly, passed tw'ice 
up and down the room wdth a quick, firm 
step, rubbing his hands ; then he said, “ Bah !” 
and sat down again. 

‘‘ Sit down there, citizen,” said he, and 
hear what I have to tell you. Is it not 
strange V* And at every word he looked at 
me under his spectacles. “ Singular enough ! 
What do you think ? This little Duke of 
York has presumed to insult me through the 
newspapers.” He struck his hand upon the 
long columns of his Englisli gazette. 

“All affected anger,” said I to myself. 
“ Let us be upon our guard.” 

“ The t^ants !” pursued he, with a voice 
at once sli^ and harsh. “The tyrants! 
they cannot t^ccive even of the existence of 
liberty I A humbling consideration for 
human nature ! See, this expression is re- 
peated in every page. What affectation I” 
And he flung down the newspaper before me. 

“ Look I” said he, pointing to the pas- 
sages Avith his finger. “ Rohespierrds 
armgj Robespierre s troops! As if tlie 
annies w^ere mine ! As if I Avere king ! I ! 
As if France Avere Robespierre I As if all 
proceeded from me, centred in me i Robes- 
pierre s troops ! What injustice ! What 
calumny ! Heigh !” Then sipping his cup 
of camomile tea, and pushing up iiis spec- 
tacles, and looking at me under them again : 
— “ I trust tliey never use such expressionB 
here. You never hear such tilings put about, 
I hope. Do you ever chance upon such 
expressions in the streets ? No, no. IknoAV 
Avcll enough it is Pitt that inA-^ents and cir- 
culates these injurious calumnies. Who 
dares call me dictator of France ? — Why, the 
vile counter-revolutionists — the Dantonistes 
— the Hebertistes , — ’a retches, whose presence 
still pollutes the beuches of the Convention. 
But 1 Aviil denounce them all, scoundrel 
minions as they are of George of England ! 
Miserable conspirators, AA'ho only desire to 
make me odious in the eyes of the people, 
because they well knoAv the incorruptible 
purity of my civisme; and that Avhile I live, 
this voice shall ho lifted up to denounce their 
vices and their crimes. — Corrupted as Verres, 
desperate and more depraA^d than Catiline, 
never resting from their endeavours to under- 
mine and ruin the Republic I — Such men as 
Desmoulins, Ronsin, Chaumette,' in con- 
*8pira'.;y Avith those vile, degraded animals, 
styled kings! — They have the insolence to 
attempt at dishonouring me ! And how? Why, 
by plat ing the miserable bauble of a croAvn 
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upon my Lead in order to bring down head ci-dmtnt about you still ; but you arc ptirCy 
and crown at once^ I suppose — a faio their and, tlmt is every tlxing. Of this, at least, I 
own are most assuredly destined to ! But, is am certain, that you wonld detest a military 
it not a scandalous .shame that they should despotism as much as I should ; and if I am 
find support here? ay, and from pi*ctended not listened to, that will be, sooner or later, 
republicans ! — The rascals ! our fate. The reins oL the Republic would 

“I have been ill six weeks, as you very well soon be smutched up were I to lay them down ; 
' know, and have never once appeared at the and the representation, already disgraced, 
ComiU dfe Salut Puhlio, And where is my wtmld then be annihilated.” 
dictatorship, then, I pVay? But what sign i- ‘•^Tliis appears to me to be a very just 
fies talking? The Coalition persist in looking remark, citizen,” said 1. In fact, it was 

” upon me as the centre of all thiiigh I My proj)h( tic. 

'incorruptibility may be lilt Jr in their way, Another grim smile, 

perchance, hal ha! This Coalition Ims You would like wy despotism better than 
existed ever since tlic govornmoni began — 1 am sure? Ilcy?” 

a vile confederacy of cheats aijd rascals ! J made ' a somtiwhat sour grimace as 4 
They have dared, I uuderstamVii'o circulate said, ‘" Eh ? brt,” w'ith as little meaning as 

a ivjport among the }>oopS5 that 1 was one could put into the monosyllabic, 

'arrested! — massacred, if you please, hut ‘"It would at least,” lie continued, “be 
arrested! — No, no. They have asserted that of a fcllow'-citizcu : one of equal rank 

that St. Juste wanted to restore the avisto- wdth the vest, but elevated to pre-einineucc 

' cracy, l)ecau8e, forsootb, he had himself the by the jmietiee of virtue; one thing only 

•misfortune to he born noble I Eh? As lias he ever feared — to sully the imrity of 

if it mattered what he %vas Ijohj, piovideil ]»rinci]»]es sucJi as Jus, by contact with tliose 

he lived and died in suppoit of just prin- jierverted l^einns, who have contrived to in- 

! ciplesl' And is not he — he, liinisclf — the troduce llicir own impurity and corruption 

very num who carried through the Coji- amid the tlisijit crested friends of Jiuiiiaiiity.” 

veution a dccroo of baniskment aguiu^t He pau.sed, looked up, and seemo'a to enjoy 
the ex-nobles, declaring thcjn tlie irrceiui- this delicious little j>hrasc, and expect iU 

cileablc enemies of the lievolution ? This effect me. 

cursed Coalitiou has presumed, also, to cjut “ You have not quite so many of these 
ridicule upou the /V^fi i/e VEtre ! and troub]e4^otuc neighbours about you now said 

upon the story of Catharine Tlieos, K is 1, “You doiiH fool particularly in danger 
pleased, too, to cast the responsibility of all of being elbowed in the crowd at present.” 
the " executions upon me! But it is plain lie bit his lips, and put lii.s spoctacle.s on 
enoiigh wdiat all this means ! A mere re- immediately, to hide the expression of his 
vtvaloftheoldiriachiiiationsof theBiissotins. eyes. , 

My oration at the jFlf-iJc was at least, I pro- “Mendy because I, just at present, as 
sume, as good as the doctrines of Cliaumotto you say, live retired ; but 1 cannot esca])c 

and Fouch6. — Don't you think so ?” cahuuny.” And as he spoke, ho took a 

I nodded my head, and he went on : — l)encil, and scrawled something upon a sheet 

My desire is, tliat the impious maxim, of paj^er. 1 learned five days afterwards, 

< Death is an eternal sleep,' should bo erased that the paper was a list for the guillotine, 

our grave-stones, and to substitute, and the “ something” my own name. 

JOeasth is the gate of TmnwrtalU^’^ lie smiled, and fell back on his chair. 

I saw by this harangue that he was medi- “Alas ! calumniated !” jmrsued ho; “for, 

tatiflg An<^ration upon the subject, and try- to speak plain, I have but one idol, ^galitr ; 
infg the efifeef '' in conversation upon mo; and you may judge with what indignation 
; flcqordiuyg t6 the good custom of many other these foul accusations fill me ! — These news- 
orators dP my acquaintance. He gave a papers, forged in the workshops of tyrants !” 
smile satisfaction, and sipped hi^ camo- And with a tragic air., he crashed and 
mile tea ; then set down tl\e cup upon his crumpled together his giV'at Eiiglisli news- 
desk with the air of an orato;r at tlie Trilmiie ; papers, I rciparked, however, that ho took 
imd as I had not taken up his idea, he re^^ especial care not to tear them. 

^ tmrned to it himself after a new fashion. He* “Ah, Maximilkiii 1” thought I. “You 

^ Ijoid’d imt rest without a cOMiplh^ y, will read these foul calumnies more than 
I know you think as t do, citizen, once ; and be ready to worship the magical 
though yoiiTiaVe a good deal of the air pf a words, ^Hobespierre’s ” 
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After this little eomaly on his ]mrt had 
terminated, he rose, and walked up and down 
Ilia chamber, convulsively a«:itatins^ his 
lingers, his neck, and his shoulders. 

1 rose and walked by his side. 

‘‘I wished to give you these thingb to 
/cad, and to talk these matters over with 
you, before I spoke of my own health and 
he showed me some manuscript papers. 
“ You know my ostoeni for ilie author, li 
is a project of St. Juste’s. I expect him 
every moment. We wdll go over tlicju to- 
gether. He must have reached Parrs bef<»^ 
tills,” said he, pulling out his watch. 1 
go and inquire. Sit down, in the incaiVL. 
and read this. 1 sliall soon come bac. 


again. 

He gave me the nianuseri[)t, (it was a 
large- quh’O of paper, eovered with writing, 
in a bold, hast}', deci'-i\c hand.) and left the 
room. I t(K)k np the maiiusori])t, hut I 
marked the door by which he went out. t 
knew him well. 1 sawsinnething madelimi 
thoroughly uneasy lo-day. Either s»>un: 
enterprise of his ovvn was in hand, ur he v\a'- 
in fear of one from idhers. I saw, as tin 
door o 2 )ened hy whhh he tvent ouU c<‘rtaiij 
faces bgjpnging to his secret agents, nliom I 
knew M'ell enoiieh ; and J hoard the jhum* 
of several different people ascending and 
descending the stairs, 'I’hero was a murmur, 


“Oh, tender-hearted executioner! Oh, 
gentle murderer ! ” cried I, involuntarily. 
“ Wliat sweet infantile simplicity is here ? 
Whence come you, fair shepherd ?~Froin the 
rural idains of Arcadia ? Where pasture thy 
innocent flocks, oh, Alexis ? ” 

And 1 read ; — 

“ Children to he left to the inspirations of 
nature.” 

‘‘Children to lie clothed in white linen, at 
all seasons.” 

“ Children to bo fed in common, and to lie 
•iblied only with fruits, pulse, and jjure 


tWCK' 


' w]u> bavo lived without J*eproach, 
white scarf on attaining the age 

V ^ dio has reached the age of 
all decliire in the public 
tempJiN ■ "’ds.” 

“ l-'i-iuh. 'muruing for ^ach 

otluT.” 

“Friends sIk er*s tomb.” 

‘‘ Friends feluilt . * />gether.”* 

“He who lias no . ’ 'T> shall 

be banihlied.” 

“A imui convicted of i-' v ' be 

baiiisliod.” 

I »» 


(“ What (‘migraiioiis 1 ” crie 
“ If a man i*^ guilty «)f a crim(?>,. 
are banished.” 


as of voices sj)eaking low. 1 listoiiod, but 
could not (listing uisli a word. 

I confess 1 felt Siiiuowbai. ill at cas(\ J w(‘nl. 
to the door by wliich 1 had (mtered, intend- 
ing to return home ; hul, eiihev bv aceidcnl 
or design, the key wins turned. 

Wiieii a tiling' is settled, T think no more 
about it. 1 sat down, and began to look 
over the inaimscript Robespierre had left in 
my hands. 


CIIAVTKlt vin. 

Legislation, 

Tnj3 manuscript, thus hastily scrawled 
over, contained neither more nor less than 
those iinmutahJe and eternal iiLStitutlons 
wliiclx tfio ]>re8ent rulers intended, in tlieir 
indisputable wisdom and tender benevolence, 
to bestow upon Franco : they were Iiastlly 
tlirown together, for tlie benefit of his coun- 
try, by the Citizen St. Juste, aged just twenty- 
six years, 

I glanced over the papers carelessly ; buj: 
it was not long before i began to have some 
perception of their contents. I was electri- 
fied with suri)ri8e. 


“ Murderers shall be clothed in blaco.,^ 
shall he put id death if they quit that dr^u 

“Sweet Soul ! ” cre^l I, — “ What unjusi, 
wretches we mu>t nil he to accuse of 
muj'der I — With thoughts ]mre as the moror 
iiig dew ii 2 H)u the opciiiiig rose. And we have 
the absurdity to com)>lam of the cart loads 
of mc'Uj women, iiud eliUdrcn, that you send 
t^very day to the Meaff'oLl ! Good yonpg 
man! — You don't see them dejiart, — you 
don't hear their ^.’oaiis, — j'oii only write 
their iiamcH upon a little piece of pajier ! Often 
you don't even u< so much as that ! — ^You 
sign the list, ai times, without even i-eading 
iU” 

Then I began to laugh, loudly and bitterly, 
as I went, o^'er these InstHtfimts, called 
Re})ubUcan, and which are yet in existence, 
if any one has a w ish to make Jiimself^- 
quiiinted with them : — thc&e laws of the 
golden aige, to which this blessed miscreant 
w’anted, by main force, to submit our days 
of brass ; a eJiild’s frock, in Whi<^<, he 
wau'ted to dress this great aged nation^*-^ 
chopping oil* head and limbs to make it fit. 
Read it, if you will, and see with wlmt bar- 
bar »U 9 madmen we had to dcu > 
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Alas! there is an insanity whicli is not 
sliOA^'ii by wild words and infuriated ges- 
tures, — a cold, calculating, dark, dangerous 
madness, •concealed under the manners and 
gestures of ordinary life ; and such madmen 
are the result of such times, — times which 
can elevate men of intellects so imperfect, 
and characters so feeble, to that intoxicating 
pinnacle — irresponsible p<mer. 

I continued musing in bitterness of spirit 
over the Imtitutmis of St. Juste, and almost 
forgot where 1 was. I was plunged in 
thought, and indifferent to my own fate ; for 
I had learned to despise life, surrounded by 
such scenes as met my eyes every hour, — 
when all at once the door opened, and a 
man of about thirty years* of ag?, dressed 
in uniform, a fine, tall, spir*Led figure, 
entered abrui)tly. His military boots, his 
spurs, his riding whip, his large open 
waistcoat, his loose black cravat, gave him 
the air of a young geueyal officer of those 
days. 

“ Ah, you don’t \t\ovr whether he is to be 
spoken with,” siid he, addressing, as he 
entered, the negro wh(* opened the door, — 
“Tell him i Vis the author of 'Cains Grac- 
chus,’ of ' Tiinoleon.’ ” The negro departed, 
shutting the door after him. The young 
olfic«u’ came forward, walked up to the fire- 
place, stamping tlic heels of his bouts upon 
the floor, — “Have you been waiting long here, 
citizen ? ” asked he. “ 1 hope, as one of the 
reprcsentjitives of the nation, tliat Citizen 
Robespierre will give me an audience: — 
I have but two words to say to him.” He 
turned away, and began to arrange his hair 
at the glass. “ 1 am no petitioner ! — I say 
what I think, and act as I judge right ; and 
, neither under the Bourbon tyrants,* nor under 
tliesc, have I l)ecn accustomed to make a 
mystery of my opinions.”^ 

I laid down the papers I held in my hand, 
and looked at him with rucli an air of sur- 
prise, that he felt surprised himself. 

“I should not have imagined,” said I, 
“ that you came here for pleasure.” 

He changed his look of defiance, as if by 
magic, an^ came and sat down in the faiUeuil 
close by me. 

“Ah! 9 a! to speak frankly,” said he, 
half in a whisper. “ Were pou sent for as 
I was? — I have not an idea why.” 

• “Yes,” said I, “I vm sent for; but as 
that is not unusual with those of my profes- 
sion, it does not give me any uneasiness, — 
at least so far as 7 mpself am concerned,” I 
added with emphasis. 


“Ah! p&urself!” said lie, striking his 
hoots impatiently with his cane. He rose, 
and walked up and down the room ; then 
returned to his place. 

“ Do you know whether he is busy ? ” 

“ I suppose so, Citizen Chenier.” 

He seized my hand impetuously. 

“ Ca ! ” cried he, — “ you don’t look like a 
spy. What does he want with me here ? 
If you know any thing, tell me at once.” 

I was in torture. 1 felt that Robespierre 
might return at any moment, — that perhaps 
we could be seen, — that certainly we could 
be, and were overheard. Terror pervaded 
the air, insinuated itself into every place, 
reigned in this particular chamber. I got 
up, and walked up and down the room, that 
at least there ihight he long intervals of 
silence between ns, and the conversation ap- 
pear casual. He understood me, and began 
tt) walk up and down the room in the oppo- 
site direction. We paced along like two 
sentinels upon guard, crossing one another. 
Each one appeared to be absorbed in his own 
thoughts, and we let fall just one sentence at 
a time as wc passed. 

I rubbed my hands. 

“ It is possible,” said I, in a l()w*.r,oicc, as 
I walked from the door to the, chimney, 
“ that we may be shut up together intention- 
ally.” And then, in my usual tone, “ A pretty 
room this I ” 

“ 1 believe so too.” And then, raising his 
head, — “ Looks out upon the court, if I am 
not mistaken.” 

1 passed him. 

“ r have seen your father and your brother 
this morning,” In a loud voice, — “What 
delicious weather ! ” 

He passed again. 

“I knew it, — my father and I do not 
meet. But I hope Aiidr6 will not he there 
much longer.— A magnificent sky !” 

1 passed. 

“Tallien, Courtois, Barras, Clauzcl, are 
good citizens.” Then with enthusiasm, — “ A 
noble subject that of Timolcon !” 

He crossed me as he returned. 

“ And Collot d’Herbois, Loseau, Bourdon, 
Barrere, Boissy d’Anglas.— I like my 
Fenelon better.” 

“But this may yet go on for some days. 
Perhaps the versification is better.” 

He pushed me with his elbow as he passed. 

, “ The Triumvirs cannot last four day 's, 

I have read the piece to the Citoyenne Vestris.” 

I pressed his hand this time as I passed 
him. 
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‘‘ Take care not to mention your brother's 
name, — they have forgotten him. — The 
denouement is particularly fine.” 

As we repassed, he took iny hand and 
pressed it warmly. 

^ “ He is upon none of the lists. He must 
he perdu. On the 9th I will set him at 

liberty with my own hands. T fear it is 

scarcely unexpected enough.” 

This vras our last, — w*e were at opposite 
ends of the room. 


CHAVTEK IX. 

A JMvcrtissemmt, 

Rouesfiehre entered ; he hold St. Juste 
by the hand. St. Juste was dressed in a 
dusty great-coat, and looked pale and tired ; 
he was just anived at l*aris from the army. 
Robespierre cast a quick, sharp glance at us 
through his spectacles ; the distance we were 
at scorned to satisfy him ; he gave ojie of 
his grim smiles. 

“ Citizens,” said he, “ let me introduce a 
traveller of your acquaintance ^to you.” 

We moved to each other, — Joseph Chenier 
knitting bin eyebrow’s, St. Juste in an abrupt 
haughty manner, w’hile 1 bent my head, 
gTavc and composed as a monk. 

St. Juste sat down by Robespierre, who 
placed himself in his leathern fauteuil before 
the WTiting-table ; Chenier and I sat dowm 
opposite. There was a long silence, w^hile I 
kept examining these three personages in 
turns. Chenier threw himself haughtily 
hack in his chaii;, though evidently ill at 
case, St. Juste looked perfectly calm, and 
sat bending his beautiful head a little 
forw’ard : his expression was melancholy and 
sweet, his features regular, aud his fine 
chestnut luur fell in abundant floating curls 
to his shoulders; his eyes w’ere raised to 
heaven : he sighed, he had the air of a young 
martyr. There are persecutors in the world 
who assume the air of victims. Robespierre 
looked at us all three by turns, much as a 
cat might regard three captive mice. 

“ Here ! ” said he, breaking silence and 
assuming a frank, jovial air. ** Here is our 
friend St. Juste, just returned from the 
army ; he has annihilated treason ihere^he 
is come to do the same here, A pleasant 
surprise, eh, Chenier ? You did not expect 
him back so soon perhaps ? ” And he looked 
askance at him as if to enjoy the other’s 
embarrassment. 

“ You ^ sent for me, citizen,” said Marie- 


Joseph Chenier sulkily; "if you have any 
business with me make haste — I am wanted 
at the Convention.” 

" I wished,” said Robespierre, deliberately, 

" to make you acquainted with this excellent 
man, who, I believe, takes very particular 
interest in yonr family.” 

I ivas caught ; Marie-Joseph and I looked 
at one another, and one glance expressed our 
mutual terror. Hut I was resolved to stand 
my ground. 

“Faith, I am fond of letters ; and I think 
F6nclon ” 

Ah ! a propos^^ interrupted Robespierre, 
“I cmgratulatc you upon the success of 
TimoUon^ — y don’t know that piece, per- 
haps, St.^^v. ‘t t ith an ironical air. 

»St. contemptuously, and 

wiped hi lu ■ ' ' / he flap of his long 
riding-coat, - descending to a 

reply. 

Bah ! hah i y ' Chenier, look- 
ing at me ; “ it’s to^ : a trifle to 

occupy him,'* 

lie meant to speak S • ' ; ' ' but 
the blood of the author x ' 'his 
cheeks. 

St. J uste now lifted up ’liis^ ^ . 
eyes, and regarded him wdth adni. ^ 

— “A member of the Convention in 1 * 
de la Republique, who amuses himseh/ 
this way I I regard him as a prodigyh 
said he. 

“ Faith, when one is not at the head of 
afiairs,” said Chenier, “ it is the best thing 
one can do for the nation.” 

St. Juste shrugged his shoulders. 

Rt)hespierre drew out his watch as if he 
was expecting some one, and said in a 
pedantic, conceited manner, “ You are aware^ 
Citizen Chenier, wdist. opinion 1 hold upon , 
the subject of your Men of letters, I except ' 
you, because 1 know your republican virtues; I 
but in general I regard them as the most 
dangerous enemies of their countiy. What 
W’^e w’ant is a united will — a single will, (we 
are come to that,) and iksXwill republican — 
and to effect this we w’ant none but republican 
writings ; every thing else only serves to 
corrupt the people. We must rouse the 
people^ anj vanquish the hourgeoisiey the ■ 
source of all our internal dangers. The 
people must rally round the Convention, the 
Convention support the people. The wm- 
culottes must be well paid and well extited^ 
{polMes ,) — Who do lalways find resisting my 
plansf The scribblers ! the men of letters ! ilie 
versifiers, with their noble rage in rhyme!-— 
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* 0 tnon dm, fi^ons dans Us deserts,^ Such 
things discourage* The Convention ought 
to treat every one who is useless to the 
Republic as a counter-revolutionist.” 

“ Pretty severe,” said Joseph Chenier, 
rather alarmed, but still more otfcnded. 

“ Oh, I am not thinking of you,” }>m’sued 
^Robespierre, in a sort of soft, oily tune. 
« You— you are ’a legislator, you ha\ c bKui 
a warrior ; and when you have nothing 
else on earth to do you poetize.” 

**Not at all — not at all,” said Chenier, 
singu^rly provoked, ‘‘I Avas born a poet* 
X live wasted all tlie time given to the ar»*iy, 
or to the National Assembly.” 

I confess, in spite <)f tlie terrible nature of 
our 'present situation, 1 could not h^dp smiling 
4t: jhi8 vexation, llis brothei^lght, indeed, 
spoken in this mann^er wdth justice, 
w in my opinion, Joseph a little overrated 
the value r>f his verses. The IncorruptihU, 
who was a good deal, of my ojiiuion, went on 
tormenting Mm. 

“ Conic, come,'” said he, with a sort of 
sneering air of congratulation ; come, come, 
you are too modest ; you refuse twu laiirtd 
crowns fe,r one of j)oinponne roses.” 

*‘Br*t I thought you had a taste for those 
flowvirs youi’self, citizen, t)nce upon a time,” 
“retorted Chenier. It seems to me that I 
have a rocoUectioii of reading somewhere or 
other some agreeable vcikos upon a ciij) and 
a feast ; let me sec — 

• Oh pieux ! que vois jo, toes utui.i ? 

. Un crime trop notoirc. 

. Ob malhtiur afireux ! 

Ob scandal bonteux ! 

r T Vse lo dire d peiuc ; 

l*our vous j’oii rougi's, 

Pour raoi j’cii gemis: 

Ha coupe h'est pas ploine.' 

And a certain madrigal, wherein was writtcm— 

t * Garde toujours ta modcstje ; 

Sur 1© pouvoir do tes appas 
■ '' Pemoure toujours albumoo ; 

^'u n'en sem que mieux aimec. 

Si tu craiiis do ue Pctio pas/ 

^ Pretty I to say nothing of two essays upon 
Ae punishment of death, — one for, the other 
against $ and the eloge of (rresset, where 
I i*ecoUcct perfectly this prettily turned 
phrase,;-?- ^ ' 

* Oh I Uses le Vert^vert vous qui aspirez an 
m^ite de hadinet et d^dcrire avec grace, lisez ht, 
&e. Ac* Oh, une fouJe de h^ros eet reside ploiigife 
dajttp ‘ up etemel oubli, parce gu’ellc u^a pointy 
trouvt^ une plume digue dc edidbrer ses uxploiW.^ 
l^is toi heureux FeW-iscrt / &c. &c. Oh, Greaset I 
tu fbs le plus grand deA po^es, repandous des 
fleara, Ao. 


“ It was really very pretty indeed. I have 
it all by me, printed with the name of tlie 
author, M, de Mdbespiewe, avocaf au parlor 

He was not quite the best ma^i in tlie 
w'orld to jest witli. His face changed from 
the expression of a cat to that of a tiger. It 
made one’s hesh creep. 

St. Juste, quite took hold of Ills 

arm. When do they expect you at the 
Jcacohiiis ? ” 

“ Not yet,” said Itobesi)iei-re . , Be quiet ; 
I am amusing myself,” 

The laugh which accompanied this, inadcs 
one’s teeth chatter. 

I am expecting some>)od 3 '',” added he. 
“ But you, St, Juste, what do you say to the 
poets ? ” 

“ 1 road you that part,” he 'replied. It 
is in the tenth chapter of my Institutions.” 

“ Well, wdiat do you do with them ? ” 

St. Juste gave a contemptuous sneer, and 
looked about upon the carpet as if lie were 
seeking a sjuall j)irj, or something of that 
sort. 

“Why — ” said lie, “ hymns, they may 
make hymns for the hr&t day of each mouth, 
in Jioiiour of good citizens. Plattf^ idea : — 
1st Germinal, they may celebrate Nat me 
and the People ; FhrM, Love and Marriage ; 
Prarial, Victoiy ; Messidor, Adoption ; 
midor, Youtli ; Vendmnaire, Old Age ; Ilmt- 
maire. Immortality of the Soul ; Fritmir, 
Wisdom ; Nioose, Our Country ; Plvioiose, 
Labour ; Fmtose, Fricndsliip.” 

Koliespierre applauded* “Perfectly well 
aiTanged,” said he. 

“ Aiid inspiratioujou pain of death,” added 
Joseph Chenier, with a laugh. 

Bt. Juste rose with gravity. “ And Why 
not ?” said he, “ if they have not patriotism 
enough to inspire them? — I know but of 
tw^o piinciples of action — terror and vii*tue.” 
And dropping his head upon his breast, he 
stood leaning tranquilly with his back against 
tiia . cliimney-picce, as if the subject were 
exliaufeted : h® being most conscientiously 
convinced that ho knew all that was to he 
known upon tiiie, as upon everything. His 
air w as tranquil, hi^ voice placid, his expres- 
sion of coimton^lS^e benevolent and composed. 

“ That is tJie man I call a poet,” cried 
Bobespierve, pointing to him* He secs 
things en grand. He does not amuse himself 
with spinning out pretty phrase i. His 
words hash like lightning through the dark- 
ness of the future, and he feels that it is the 
desliny of yo\ir second-rate men, busy with 
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the details of ideas, to work mi ours ; and that 
no race is more inimical to liberty, more 
adverse to equality than your aristocrats of 
Intellect^ whose reputation enables tbein to 
eyerciso a partial Influence, dangerous and 
destructive of that livdty which ought to be 
our first and only object.” 

After this speech he looked at us both. 
We looked at each other. 

St. Juste approved of all he had said, and 
sympathized heaidily in these jealous and 
tyrannical nfUxims. Maxims proper .to all 
usurped authority, which wdll always be found 
striving to depress and annihilate that mys- 
terious power over the mind of man, derived 
from the exercise of ])iiro intellecl, and the 
enthusiasm wdiich it excites. ^ 

Tliesc parvenus^ — those favourites of for- 
tune, — like Hainan, detest, to the bottom of 
their souls, those who, like Mordecal at the 
palace gate, dare to refuse to worship. 

Joi^ieph Chenier found it difficult to recover 
from Ills suji>rise at what he heard ^ but tJic 
violent character of his family soon got the 
bettorof every thing, and he said, Ah, yes! 
I have, in the course of m\ life, met wdfh 
poets who waiiteil only one little thing to ho 
most exceii\‘ut, and that wus — poctn/,^* 

Robespievre broke a pen he held in his 
liands, and took up a nows]}apev, as if he had 
not heard. 

St. J uste, wlio was, after all, simple and naif 
like a groat schoolboy thgi had not vet learned 
the world, took the thing quite seriously, and 
began a harangue .upon the subject with 
an air of Innocent sclf-apj^rohatiou whitdi 
almost made one pity him. “ Citizen Chenier 
is right,” he began, fixing his laigo eyes upon 
the wall before him, sijehig nothing hut his 
own ideas, ** I feed that 1 was a poet when 
I said — ‘ Great men do net die tu their Ms f 
avid ‘ Circumstances arc too difficult ontyfvr those 
to whom the prospect of a tomh is appalling f 
and ^ 7 despise this du^ of which I am eom^ 
pounded, and which now addressees gouf and 
‘ JV orth is often a means of int^'igur. Let ns he 
ungrateful; hut Ut m save <nir country C ” 

“ These are fine Spartan maxims and pa- 
radoxes, more or less acknowledged by every- 
body,” said I, *‘Tbut not poetry.” 

St. Juste turned his back upoii me, and 
looked aflronted. We were all four eUeuv.. 

The conversation had arrived at that point, 
that the next word must be followed by a 
blow, and ChCniier and I were not tho best 
prepared of the two* for striking. 

The silence was broken in an unexpected 
manner. . All at once, Rohespierre took up a 


little bell that was on his desk, and rang it. 

A negro entered, and introduced an old man, 
who stood at the entrance of the chamber, as 
if fietrificd witli astonishment and terror. 

** Here is another acquaintance, gentlemen,” 
siiid the Incovniptilde, “ I have prepared a 
pleasant little meeting for you all.” 

It was M. de Chenier thus presented to his 
son. 1 trembled from head to foot. The 
father started back ; the son bent bis eyes to 
the ground ; Robespierre laughed; St. Juste 
looked as if he could not guess what it was 
all al>out. 

The old man first broke silence. All now 
depended upon him, and no one liad the 
2»o\ver to interfere further. — We waited as 
(iiK* waits for the fall of the executioner’s 
sword. M. dc '"Jieuier advanced to his son 
with dignity. “ It is long since I have sSsen 
you, .sir : 1 do you the honour to believe that 
your business here is the same with my own.” 

Maiic-Joseph Chenier, so lofty, so strong, 
so fierce, so haughty, w as bent double with 
grief and constraint. Father,” said he, 
slowly, and pinning between each syllable ; 

Good heavens ! — my father I — Have you 
well considered — what you are about to say ?” 

'flic father opened his mouth ; the son 
w'cnt on speaking loud and hastily, endea^ 
vouring to drown his voice, 

“i know — 1 understand — I comprehend 
the wliulc atlair.” And turning to Robe.s- 
iderre — A foolish trifling matter — really 
nut worth your attention.” And to his fa- 
ther — That, you ere ho anxious about, — 
really :i mere trifle, — Why can’t you leave 
it in my hands? I am a deputy ; I ani^” 

T know very well, sir, what you are,” 
said M. de Chenier. 

‘•!No, no,” said Joseidi, going uj» to hiia; 
‘‘You don’t know — Vou don’t know in the 
least. It is so long,* citisiens, since he ha^ 
been me, poor old mao I he has not the least 
idea of w hat is going on. Quite behind-hand, ' 

I assure you. If he pn^tends to have any | 
biisinessvvitli you,'— ho is quite at sea about the j 
matter,” and he trod* upon his foot ; but tlie 
old man drew back. 

It is yo 7 ir duty, sir, which I am come to 
perform, since you think proper to neglect it.” 

Oh, heavens and cartli ! ” cried Marie-’ 
Joseph, in agonies. 

A curious scene enough,” said Rob^ 
pierre to St. Juste, in a harsh voice. What 
•ojfc they making all this noise about 

am—” said the father, advanoing to 
Robesj-ierre ; "my heart is in despair at 
seeing — ” 
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1 rose hastily to lay hold of his ami. 

“ Citizen,” said Joseph Chenier to Rol>es- 
pierre, “ let me have a word with you in pri- 
vate, and let me take away this poor old 
man. I assure you he is ill ; he is doting.” 

Wretch ! ” cried the old man, indignantly, 
“ Are you an impious son, as well as — 
“Sir,” said I, interrupting him roughly, 
“ it was useless consulting me this momiiig.” 

“ No, no,” cried Kobespierre with his sharp, 
harsh voice. “ No, no, Chenier, 1 won’t have 
your father taken away. I promised him a 
hearing, and he shall have it. Nonsense! 
why should he go avray? — What harm can 
he do? Don’t you think I know all about 
it well enough, and am not ignorant emn of 
your preacriptiem tins morning^ d&ctor ?” 

“ It is all over,” cried 1, sinJdng into a chair. 
Marie- Joseph made one last effort. He 
advanced boldly, and put himself between 
his father and Robespierre. “ After all,” 
said he, “wo are equals — W'e arc brothers. 
Let me tell you plainly, citizen, what no one 
but a representative of the National Conven- 
tion vrould have a right to tell you : I say 
that my good old father, — ^my poor father, — 
w'ho detests me because I am a moniher of the 
C«onvention, has nothing to say. He is only 
going to bother you about a mere ]>icce of 
family history, quite unworthy of your at- 
tention, — of yours, Citizen Robespierre ; 
you, who are occupied in affairs of the first 
consequence, acting, as you do, as the main- 
spring of all tlungs. — These are mere family 
quarrels ; quite beneath your notice ; and, 
happily for you, quite out of the course of 
i your experience,” — and he pressed his hand 
! with both his own. “ No, no ; positively it 
I shall not be,” (trying to laugh.) “ Mere 
, dotage. I don’t like him to expose himself.” 

I And in a low hurried tone — Some old com- 
plaints of my conduct old monarchical non- 
sense he has got into his head. Mere dotage. 
Just listen to me, my dear friend -great 
energetic citizen ; — leader and master of us 
all. Yes — I confess it, master — and ■w'orihy 
to be master. — Go to 'the Assembly; you 
are wanted : you are wasting your time. 
Send us all away. Tuim us all out of doors 
without ceremony ; we are in your 'way. — 
Gentlemen, we are intruding : let us begone,” 
and he took his hat ; pale, panting, covered 
with sweat, trembling. “ Come, doctor ! ~ 
Come, father, I want to speak to you : we 
are intruding. And St. Juste 1— just arrived 
fi’om the armies — -from the armies cf the 
North ! I say, St. Juste I ” 

He went up to him. He came again to 


Robespierre ; the tears were in his eyes ; he 
took Robespierre by the arm — his father by 
the shoulders. He was beside himself. 

Robespierre rose from his chair, and, with 
an air of pretended kindness which might well 
have become a demon, held out his hand to 
the old rxian. 

The j)Oor father thought all w'as saved : 
we knew that all was lost. M. de Chenier, 
like a weak old man, was subdued by this 
one kind gesture. 

“ Oh ! you are too good !” cried he, “ I see 
it is only a system that you have adopted. 
A system which makes you appear cruel. 
Give me back my eldest son, M. de Robes- 
pierre. Give him back to me. He is at 
St. Lazarc. He is far the most precious of 
the two. Oh ! you don’t know bim ! He 
admires you very much. He admires all 
tliese gentlemen — ^lie has ofteu told me so. 
He has no exaggerated ideas, I assure you, 
upon my hommr. The other is afraid of 
committing himself — he wants the courage to 
speak — but I am a father, dear sir, I am very 
old, what have I to fear ? Besides you are 
a gentleman — I sec it by your air — gentle- 
men understand each otlier at a word. I — ” 

Then to his son. 

“ Wliat are you making signs for ? Don’t 
interrupt me ! You arc troublesome, sir. 
Leave monsieur to follow the dictates of his 
own heart ; he understands these things better 
than you do. You were always jealous of 
Andre from a child. Let me alone, sir !” 

The unhappy brother could not answer, 
he was mute wdtli grief and despair. 

Ah!” said Robespierre, sitting down, 
and quietly taking oft’ his spectacles. “ So 
this is the grand business after all, 
St. Juste! It appears they had taken it 
into their heads that I had forgotten all 
about this pretty brother of his! True 
enough, I might not liave troubled my head 
about him for a day or two. Very well,” 
said he, taking a pen and scribbling, “ your 
son’s affair shall be terminated.” 

“ There** said I, half suffocated. 

“ How ! terminated !” said the father. 

“Yes, citizen,” said St. Juste coldly, ex- 
plaining the matter to him, “terminated 
before the Revolutionary Tribunal, where he 
will have an opportunity of making his 
defence.” 

“ And Andr6?” said M. de Ch6nier,. 

“The same,” replied St. Juste, “at the 
Conciergerie.” ^ 

“ But there was not even a warrant out 
against Andre,” said the father. 
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« Very well, he may plead that at the Re- 
volutionary Tribunal,*’ said Robespierre, ‘‘so 
much the better for him.” And he con- 
tinued writing. ' 

« But why send him there ?” persisted the 
old man. 

That he may clear himself,” said Robes- 
pien-e, still writing. 

“But will tliey hear him?*’ asked Marie- 
Joseph. 

Robespien'e put on his spectacles, looked 
fixedly at hipi, his green eyes staring like 
those of an owl. 

“ Do you dare to suspect the integrity of 
the Revolutionary Tribunal ?’* said he. 

I Marie-Joseph dropped his head, and sigh- 
ing deeply, uttered, “ No.” 

St. Juste, with much gravity, added, 
“ Sometimes the tribunal iiroiiounces an 
acfinittal.” 

“ Sometimes /” exclaimed the father. 

“ Look here, St. Juste,” cried Robespierre. 
“ This one was a poet too — it runs in the 
I family. We were just talking about them, 
and they it seems were writing of us. Quite 
a hapjiy accident. Hey, doctor ! Look 
here, St. Juste, he calls us, Bourreaux har- 
houilknrs lots” 

“ Only cried St. Juste taking the 

paper. 

I recollected the paper too well : it had been 
stolen from Andre since the morning, by one 
of Robespierre’s most adroit spies. 

Robespierre rose suddenly, pulled out his 
watch, “ Tioo o'clock^^ said lie. And he 
bowed, and hurried to that door of the room 
by which he had entered w'ith St, Juste. He 
ojiened it, leaned half-way into the next 
• ajiartmcnt, where I saw mauy men in wait- 
ing, and turning round with his hand upon 
the key, said in his sharp, falsetto, hut resolute 
voice, “ This is only just to show you that 
I am pretty w’cll informed as to what is going 
on;** then addressing St. Juste, who was 
following, with his usual composed smile of 
ineffable sweetness, — “Look here, St. Juste ; 
I understand, you see, how to arrange amiable 
domestic scenes, almost as well as the poets 1” 

“ Stop, Maximilian !” cried Marie-Joseph, 
clenching his fist at him, and leaving the 
room by the opposite door, which this time 
opened of itself, “ I am going to the Con- 
vention with Tallien.” 

“ And I to the Jacobins,’* said Robespierre, 
proudly and coldly. 

“ With St. Juste,” added St. Just^ with a 
terrible voice. 

As I followed them out of the room, — 


“Take your youngest son home again,” 
said I to the father, “ You have just killed 
your eldest.” And we left the house. 


CHATTER X. 

A Summer Evening, 

My first care was to hide Joseph Chenier. 

In spite of the universal terror, no one was 
found to refuse the shelter of his roof to the 
piwscribed. I had twenty houses at my dis- 
posal. I chose one for Marie-Joseph. He 
followed me, weeping like a child. Lying 
2 >€rdu during the day, he spent the night in 
running from house to house, visiting those 
representatives whom he considered as his 
friends, striding, by every means in his power, 
to animate their courage and resolution. He 
was wild with grief : his only consolation rested 
on tlic hope of precipitating the fate of Robes- 
luerre, St. Juste, and Couthoii. 1 consoled 
myself with the same expectation, concealing 
myself as he did. I might he found every 
where, except at home. When Joseph Chenier 
went to the Convention, he appeared, both at 
his entrance and departure, surrounded by a 1 
body of his friends, whom it was not thought : 
prudent to attack ojienly. Once in the j 
streets, he disappeared ; and even the spies of 
Rohesjiierre, the most subtle army of locusts ! 
that ever infested Paris, could not trace him ’ 
out. The fate of Andre Chenier had now j 
become a mere question of time. Which i 
question simply was, whether the revengeful ' 
jirojects of Robespierre, or the schemes of 
the conspirators, would be first matured. 

Tlie night after this last scene, that from | 
the .5th to the Gth Thermidor, we spent in | 
visiting all the members of the Convention, J 
who were afterw^ards called ThermidoricTis^ | 
Tallien, Barras, Lecointre, and Vadier. We , 
carried messages from * ue^.o the other. Wc 
put them all in commun^^'atiou, without , 
suffering them to meet. Individually, they 
seemed all resolved, but we could bring tliem 
to form no common resolution. 1 returned 
sorrowfully to my hiding-place. This w as tJie 
result of my observations. 

The Republic w’as mined and counter- 
mined, The mine of Robespierre began 
from the Hotel dc Ville. The counter-mine 
of Tallien from the Tuillcries, where the 
Convention were then sitting. The explo- , 
sion would take place wdien the two mines 
jpet. But on Rohespien^’s side there was , 
unity of purpose ; on that of the Convention 
complett' disunion, to say nothing of their 
lying under the disadvantage of being upon 


62 


THE EBINBtmGtl TALES. 


the defensive. Our efFortfl to urge them to 
commence operations without delay. Were 
fruitless ; and on the 6th and 7th, had only 
resulted in timid and partial conferences, 
where nothing was decided upon. But the 
Jacobins were ready, and on the alert. The 
Convention had determined to await the hrst 
attack ; that was the only conclusion at whicdi 
we had arrived upon the 7th TJiennidor. 

An indistinct heaving, :iu internal, ill* 
suppressed agitafion ])erva.dcd l*aris ; it mit, 
like the mysterious warnings of mji eartli- 
qiiake. The iuthionce of the coming events 
seemed to ])ervc'idc tJie very oir of the sm.all 
courts and sinnll square® : Iniots of j}ropIi', 
engaged in earnest conversation, miglit he 
seen in all the tlie doors^weiv ajar, — 

and busy, curious faces at tlie windows. 

We could not gain the sliglib'st intelli- 
gence of what was jiasshig at St. Lazure. 1 
had once attempted to gain an entrance' ; 
but the door had been furiously shut against 
me, and the authorities there si'emod half 
inclined even to arrest me. 

I had passed the day in vain and fniiiloss 
efforts ; and returning through tin* streets 
towards six o’clock in tlie evening, heheld the 
whole city in agitation. Oj’oiips might he 
seen hastily assembling in all tbo public 
I)lace.s. Men would ajq^roach, say a few 
hurried words to one another, and then as 
suddenly disappear. On cvei*) side was 
heard, — “ The Sections are in arms or. 

There is a conspiracy at the Convention 
or, “The Jacobins are in conspiracy;” or, 
“ The Commune has suspended the decrees 
of the Conventiem ; ” or, “ The artillery is 
coming up.” 

A crier was crying the petition des 

Jacobins il la Convention en fatmir dit peupleP 

Sometimes a whole streetful of people fled 
suddenly, and dispersed as if ewe])t away ])y 
the wind. Children were falling down and 
screaming, women screeching, the shutters of 
the shops shut ; then a univci*sal silencv^* 
wnuld succeed to the rumour and huhlmh of 
the multitude ; till, as suddenly, sonic new 
cause of agitation would once more till the 
empty street with wild and excited crowds. 
Heavy thunder-clouds hung threatening over 
the sky. The heat was suffocating. 

I was lurking in the neigahourhood of my 
house in the Place de la Remlution^ when all 
at once it came into my head, that, after two 
nights* absence, this would be the last place 
where any one would come to seek for jne ; so 
I took my resolution, passed under the arcade, 
and entered. All the doors stood wide opeu ; 


the porter W’as ab]*oarl. I went up the com- 
mon stair, and found myself quite alone. 
Every thing remained as 1 had left it ; my 
books thrown about, and slightly covered 
with dust — my >vindows were oj)en; I sat 
down for a moment close by that which 
looked lOiit upon the Place de la> llevolution. 

I w.as soon lost in thought. — I sat look- 
ing u])on that dark and melancholy, but i 
still imjicrial chateau of the TuiUcries. — | 
TJie Convention w^as sitting where had ! 
hecn late the dwelling-place .of kings. — I I 
saw its long, many -win do wed, gh'oniy front, | 
stretching along the terrace of the Fniiflans^ ; 
villi its rows of dark green chestnut trees, 
win'cli, like llie .shrubs of the Chamjhs-Eljfstfcs^ j 
v\ei‘e wliite with dust. The Place dc i 
la Rendution itself W'sis black with inmi- ; 
inerahle moving heads crowded cluscly to- j 
gether : while, lowering in the nadst, two 1 
linge oh ject.s of painted wood jircsented tlieni- , 
selves — one was the statue of Liberty ; the j 
other. th<* guillotine. | 

'flic evening was most opprea.sively sultry, I 
The sun sinking behind the trees, heiieath 
tlie dark indigo clouds that hung like cur- 
tains above, darted his rays oldiipiely upon 
this crowd of hlack hats and bonnet'i ro}fg€^^ ; 
tlie.so hist easting a gleam of lurid red over 
tile otherwise dark aspect of the crowd, 'fo 
me it seemed as if the pieliiro were sjiotted 
w ifch blood, — The confused voice gf the many- 
lieadcfl monster below reached to my wdndow 
like the hoarse j'oar of many waters ; while 
the low murmur of distant thunder added, 
from time to time, to the impi’essive, gloom 
of the scene. 

All at oiibc the murmurs of the multituflo 
became Joiide’’, and a prodigious noise and « 
agitation seemed to arise on one side, and I 
prcsimtly to .spread over the vast assemblage, 
it proceeded from the streets leading to tlie 
Jknilcvards, wdvich my wdiidow did not com- 
mand ; and every head was turned that way. 
Something coming from thence seemed to 
excite the cries, hisses, groans, and loud 
murmur. s of diwscontent wdiicli rc.sfmjided on 
all sides, — 1 leaned out of my window in 
vain ; I could see nothing. I forgot iny own 
situation in my invincible curiosity to loam 
what w»as going on ; and i was about to 
descend into the Place^ wdien I was arrested 
liy hearing voices and the noise of a quarrel 
upon my staircase, which * made me very 
.speedily shut my door. Some *!non were in- 
sisting upon coming up, and the juirter, who 
was convinced that 1 was absent, ivas en- 
deavouring to persuade them, by shelving 


THE PROFESSIONAL VISITS OP LE DOCTEUR NOIR. 


63 


Lis pass-keys in his haurl, that I no* longer 
inhabited the house. Two fresh voices were 
heard asserting that it was quite true ; that 
not an hour ago every corner had been 
searched, and positinelf/ no me to he found. 

1 had hut just arrived in time. At last they 
aft went murmuring away ; and by their 
im])recations, 1 easily learned to wliom I w'as 
indebted for this domiciliary visit. I was 
now obliged to return aoirowfulJy to jny 
window, a prisoner in my own housc.’’^' 

Tlie ufosc^and agitation eoiitinned to in- 
erease every moment. 

At last a low, dull, heavy sound shook the 
I'kfre, like the heavy rumblo of cannon. An 
immense stream of people, armed witli pikes, 
minglid with the sea of heads tliat occupied 
the Pktcc ; and tlie cansi' of ftll this tumult ; 
and agitation slowdy hove in siglit. I 

It was an immense tumbril, or cart, ]aint«‘d j 
(»f cl dcf'p, blood-coloured rod, and l<»adv'(l witli 
ni;hffj-f{Hiv living victims I They were all 
standing, srjueczed eont'usedly, «)ne again <t 
the other. All sizes, sexes, ages, conditions, 
pressed together in one close, compact ma«-'. 
lOvery one was uncovered ; and heads bald, 
or clothed w’itli locks of gray, were mingled 
with the litj/le, round, blond heads of children : 
j or w ilh fair youthful ones, covered tvirli their 
long flowing hair. White dresses, peasant s’ 1 
striped and woollen clothes, uniforms of difle- 
reiit ranks and regiments, were eonfnsi*dly 
mixed togctlier. I saw infants at the breast. i 
of the moflicrs from whom they wen' so 
soon to luj 2 >arted, sucking or sJinnliering — 
yoniig, slender girls — beautifnl women — 
rude, amazed, staring elowiis— men of fashion 
— priests — officcrii— children. J have told 
. you before, this was what avus called a 
fcnirnt^c. 

The load was bo heav.y that three large 
horses staggtu'ed under it, and could scarcely 
drag it along. Besides, — and this Avas the 
cause of all the noise and confusion, — 
at every other step the crowd stopped i 
the cart Avith loud shouts and A^ocifovations. 
The hojscs backed and staggered, one against 
the other, and the cart Avas, in a manner, 
besieged. Then, aboA-^e the line of pikes, you 
miglit have seen the condemned stretching 
out their arms to their friends. It A\'as Ake 
a vessel, on the verge of shipwreck, socking 
help from the sympathizing croAvd on shore. 
At every attempt made by the guards and, 


the sanseulotf^s to advance, the people uttered 
a loud cry, and shoved and pushed them back 
Avitli their arms, shoulders, and breasts, in- 
terposing at last their tremendous veto between 
the tyranny and its victims. The cry was 
long, loud, confused, increasing, invincible. 
It 3ose, as by one impulse, from the Seine, 
from the liridges, from the quays, from the 
avenues, the t)ecs, the paA^ements. 

Nox ! Nox ! JVox ! 

As the cart passed, torrents ()f human 
beings rushed against it; — it reeled and 
shook as if about to be OA'erset, like n vessel 
he.Hving on its anchors. Once it seemed as 
if it Avonld be lifted up, Avith all its load. 
My heart heat Avilh violence. Would it but 
upset! ILgardJess of my OAvn danger, I 
stretched myself out of my AvindoAA'. I Avas 
intoxicated, — J Avas dying, with anxiety. 1 
could hardly bTcalhc ; all my heing seemed 
coiicentrnted in my eyes. In the exaltation 
! of my feoliiigs, it seemed to me that heaven 
! anti ca»‘th took ]>avt in the spectacle. From 
time to t'lue, a bright flash of lightning illu- 
mimited the oA'inkaiiging cloud ; and Ioav 
thunder growleil in tlie distance. The black 
front of the 'ruillcries, facing the setting sun, 
looked red and bloody; the tAVo great squares 
of .trees, tbroAvn back by a gust of AAdiid, 
seenicil to retivai as if in honto* ; the i>eople 
groaned ; and the deep, hoarse a oice Avas agaiti 
iv-eclioed by the Ioav. rolling thunder. 

7'he shadows deepened — the shadows of 
the appt'oaeliing storm, I'atlicr than those of 
OA'cjnng. b’roin time to time, a light gust 
of Avind raised a cloud of dust, w’hich, for a 
moment, hid the scene from my eyes. Again 
i( disprrsei], and they were once more 
fixed upon the struggling cart. I stretched 
out my arms : 1 cried aloud ; I invoked the 
]K‘o]»le ; 1 called out, Courage 1 Courage 1” 
I looked u]> to hcavs ; 1 almost expected a 
miracle ; T cried, “ < hily Hiree days ! only 
tlirec days! 1 ask but three days! Oh, 
kroAideiufe ! Oh, PoAA'^er supreme! Only 
three days 1 Alas! alas!” 

The cart advanced ; sloAA'ly ; AAdth diffi- 
culty ; (obstructed at every step ; — but it 
sidvanccd ! The trooj)s closed round it. 
Between the gnillotiiie and the statue of 
Libci*ty Avas i]^ovv one mass of btiyonets. 
There stoo(I the fatal haA'cn for which the 
vessed Avas bound. 

The murmurs of the people, who seemed ftt 


* The doors of the apartmonts at Paris at that time bad no bandies and locks, as our-^ have, but wore merely 
opened by turniiiff a key. The porter convinced tbo muuicip.'il olilrurs of Use inipoj'.sibility of any one liaAnng 
entered, the door being closed, and he holding the key : the Doru ir Moir Avas a prisoner in his own apailments, 
liaving shut to the door in the inside, without having taken out th« key. 
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weary 6f blood, and disgusted at tb^se. 
scenes of horror — grew deeper and deeper; 
yet, from some cause or other, their opposi- 
tion seemed to become fainter, I began to 
tremble ; my knees knocked together. 

The mseinble of the picture was visible to 
my naked eye ; to see it in detail, I took my 
perspective glass. The cart was already at 
some distance from where 1 stood; but I 
could distinguish a man in a gray dress, his 
arms behind his back. — I do not know 
whether they were bound or not. I recog- 
nised Andr6 Chenier. The cart was stopped 
again, while a “sort of contest arose ai'ound it. 
Then I saw a man in a hotmet rouge mount 
the platform of the guillotine, and begin to 
arrange a basket. ^ 

The scene began to swim before me. 1 
laid down my perspective glass, and wiped 
my eyes. 

With every advance the cart made, the as- 
pect of the picture changed. Every step the 
people felt as a defeat ; and their cries be- 
came less furious and more sorrowful. The 
crowd, however, continued to increase ; and 
the progress was retarded by their mass, 
though they offered no positive resistance. 

I took lip my glass, and looked again. 

Again I saw the melancholy travellers, 
elevated by their whole height above the 
heads of the populace. I’he women were 
mostly unknown to me. I distinguished 
some among the unfortunate peasants, but 
not the wnmen I dreaded to see. The men 
I remembered at St. La^sam. Andre was 
speaking, his eyes directed towards the setting 
sun. My thoughts followed his ; and while 
my eye watched the movement of bis lips, 
mine repeated aloud his last verses : — 

Comme un dernier rayon, comzne un dernier zc^diir, 
Anime le fin d'un beau jour, 

Au pied de Techafaud, jess&ie encor nia lyre, 

Pent etre est ce bientdt mon tour. 

A violent and passionate gesture on his 
part made me suddenly lay down my glass, 
and look upon the Place, 

The cries had all at once ceased ; tlie move- 
ment of the people had become retrograde. 

The quays — so loaded, so crowded — emptied 
rapidly. The masses broke into groups, 
the groups into families, the families into 
individuals. At the extremities of the Place 
there was a cloud of dust, and people might ; 
be seen running away on all sides. Women 
covered their^ heads with their gowns, chil- 


dren with their petticoats — all w'as confusion 
and rout. Sympathy was extinguislied, rage 
and indignation qbelled, opposition at an 

end. It rained! Those who undemtand 

Paris W'iU comprehend the scene; I was a 
living ^witness of it. 

It rainfid ! 

I have seen the same thing upon other 
occasions, equally touching and equally im- 
portant. The tumultuous cries, the impre- 
cations, the passionate vociferations, were 
succeeded by hushed, plaintive murmurs, 
quick and brief exclamations; whose low 
notes, descending the scale, expressed the 
feeble and expiring resistance, and seemed to 
mourn over the weakness of this feeble race. 
The debased and humbled spirit of the nation 
yielded before the statue of violated Liberty, 
and before the red and real scaffold, dyed 
with the best blood of France. 

It rained! 

Those who now pushed forwards, w’cre 
cither endeavouring to see the execution, or 
to escape the rain ! While the heavy dro})S 
foil fast and thick, the executioners seized 
their opportunity; the tempestuous waves 
had become calm, and the vessel arrived at 
its destined port. 

The guillotine raised its bloody arm. 

At this moment there w'as not a voice to 
ho hoard, not a movement to he seen, through- 
out this vast Place. The monotonous splash- 
ing of the rain w'as the only sound that 
reached me. The water in streams fell 
between me and the scaffold. My limbs 
shook beneath me. I 'was obliged to fall 
upon ray knees. 

So kneeling, breathless, my heart standing 
still, I looked and listened. The rain was 
still so transparent, that I could just distin- 
guish the colour of the figures as they rose 
between the two beams. I could see a space 
between tlie block and the knife ; and wJien 
a shadow crossed this space, 1 shut my eyes, 
till the cries of the spectators apprised me 
that I might look again. 

Thirty-two times did I bend my head, 
uttering a passionate and despairing prayer, 
such asaiever burst from human heart before. 
After the thirty-third cry, I saw a gray 
figure standing on the platform. I resolved 
to honour his courage and Lis genius, and, 
at least, to have the fortituao to witness his 
death. Lrose up——. . 

The head rolled away, and the spirit of life 
escaped in a tcRnrent of blood. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Give me it momenta time to breathe. Tlio 

recollection is* yet too much for me. Let me pau<io, — 
let me lay do^n ray pen, — let this indignant beating 
heart bo still.** 

f Rage! a rage immeasurable, uncontrollable, 
suddenly took possession of my heart, on wit- 
nessing the fate of Aridrt* Chenier ! I burst 
open rny room door, and rushed upon the 
staircase, crying out aloud, “ 1'hc murdereib! 
The scoundrels ! Denounce me if you will, — 
Seize me if ^^ou please ! — Here, — here ! ” 
And I wildly stretched out my neck as if seek- 
ing the executioner. I was out of my senses! 

And what do you think I saw next? Two 
little children wore sitting alone uj)on the 
steps, ])laying together. ]^>cry body else 
w’-as gone out. Their iiiuocentf looks arrested 
me. They looked frightened ; and Imnd in 
Iluiid i)rcs«ed u]) against the wall, to let the 
jiiaduian pass. I t)toj)ped and asked myself 
where I was going, — and why this one death 
should drive him to distraction, who had 
already witnessed so many. 1 became sud- 
denly oalm, and wondering how 1 could for 
a moment have clung to the insanity of hope, 
1 returned to my room the same im])ussible 
spectator of events,' \Nhieh I hud been so long. 
I asked these children w'hat W’as become of my 
artilleryman. They said that, ever since the 
otli Tliermidor, he had come home regularly 
every morning about eight o’clock, had 
brushed my clothes, and taken his usual naj) : 
and, as 1 never appeared, had gone away 
w'ithout asking any questions, 1 asked the 
children where their father was, — “ He w'as 
gone upon the Place, voir la ccri'monic,^^ 

When I had altogether recovered myself, 
I stole quietly out again, to satisfy the ex- 
cessive impatience I had to know wdiat was 
to happen next ; and whether the filial tri- 
uinjdi of Robespierre w^ould bo inexplicably 
added to this his partial success. 

The crow’fl was still so great, and so atten-, 
tive to wdiat was going on, that i passed un- 
observed through the house door; and I set 
out, holding my head down, aftd walking 
quickly through the rain. V 

Tlie iiighl w^as now fast coming onJv As 1 
w^alked along, my cars were filled wifJt- the 
resound of the popular cries, the rusliing of tJie 
wind along the streets, and the regular 
phishing of the rain. At every turq I saw' 
before me the big statue of Liberty and the 
scaffold sorrowfully regarding each other,*-* 
the BW’aying living crowd of heads, and the 
rapid descent of the knife as it fell. I 
w-as still in a fever. 

VoL. IIL 


As I passed along in this manner, I found that 
I was continually impeded by troops march- 
ing from all quarters, and by crowds of men 
wdio were all hastily ruuuing one way. 1 
8toj[>ped to let them pass, while my ej'es wei*c 
bent upon the w'ct pavement still shining wdth 
the rain. I saw' only my feet advancing, I did 
not know where. I seemed to he able to 
reflect soberly, to reason logically, and yet I i 
was acting like a madman. i 

Tlic air had been cooled, and the rain had , 
ceased without my perceiving it. T w’cnt : 
along the quays, I crossed the bridges ; I 
seemed to be trying instinctivtdy to get out i 
of the crowd, and I could not succeed, 1 
had the ]»eoj>le before me, the people hehiiul j 
me, the peoflle on each side of me ! — My brain | 
swarmed with the j)Cople ! — It w’as insu])- 
j>ortable ! I was pushed, squeezed, and , 
driven al»nit. At last I stopped ; and sitting , 
dow’ii upi»n the curb stone, i ]>egau to reflect. 1 
I’he j>ictiire, in its most vivid colours, still I 
haunted mo. f saw the red Tnillerics, the ! 
Place de la Revolution, black and lurid;— ' 
the heavy dark cloud, the statue, and the j 
guillotine, looking at each othrj*. It was t 
insuj>portable. I staited u]>, and w'ent on 
again ; and again the people squeezed, ■ 
pressed nj^on, imi)eded, and embarrassed me. I 
I made my w'ay, however, without being < 
interfered with, — for one is, pcrhaj)S, jfo- ! 
where better concealed than in a crowd. But 
with my then fet lings, J could have almost 
been glad that it had not been so : anything 
w'ould have been w’eJeoinc that could have ' 
delivered me from the almost insupportable 
burden of my owm thoughts. 

I passed the better half of that night in 
these ])uri>oselcss wanderings. At last 1 sat 
down upon the parapet of a quay ; and, 
looking up, fimnd that I was in front of the I 
Hotel ilc Viik, I iv:u)w it l)y its luminous | 
dial ])late, which was afterwards extin- i 
guished, and has since been once more re- ! 
lighted, and so remains to this day. The 
hand now marked twenty minutes after mid- 
night. I thought I was dreaming ; but 
looking up saw that 1 actually w^as sur- , 
rounded by a number of people. 'Tht' I’lace j 
do la Grove, the quays, every jdace was 
overflowing. The crowd w'as densest before, 
the Hotel dJj Ville, and every eye was fixed 
upon the great ivindow wdiieli Avas bright 
with lights from within, for it w'as thore j 
that the council of the Commune was being 
field. Upon the steps in front w'as ranged 
a tliick battalion of men, in bonnets r&uges^ 
and ariued ivith pikes, singing the Marseil- 
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lake; but the people in general seemed 
.mute with expectation and astonishment. 

1 was seized all at once wdth a determina- 
tion to go to Joseph Chenier; and 1 soon 
arrived at the narrow street of the Isle Sl 
L ouis, whei*e he had taken refuge. An old 
woman, our conhdant, w’ho trembled as she 
opened the door, (which was not till she had 
kept me waiting a very long time,) told me 
that ho was asleep ; that he was very well satis- 
fied vrith his day’s work ; that he had received 
ten representatives, though he dared not go 
out himself ; that to-morrow they intended 
to attack Robespierre ; and that on the 9th 
he would go with me to St. Lazare, and 
deliver M. Amlre with his own hands. 

Could I awaken him to toll niin, “^That 
brother is dead ! —You arc too late !” To 
hear him call upon his brother, — to hear him 
cry out, that he would have given the uni- 
verse to have saved him ; and know that ho 
should never he believed, neither during life 
nor after his death ; — that lie should hear 
the same fatal sentence for ever in liiy cars, and 
read it in the eyes of others, Cain, what 
hast thou done with thy brother ” Must I 
aw'akon him for this ? — Would I ? Oh, no ? 

‘^JLet him slecji, — let him reficsh his 
spirits/* said I ; he wdll have need of them 
all to-morrow'.*’ So 1 renewed my nocturnal 
ramble, resolved not to I’eturn Jiome until 
all w^as over. 1 passed the night roaming 
from the Hotel de Villo to the Palais National 
— from the Tuilleries to Iho Hotel de Ville. 
All Paris seemed in the streets. 

The morning of the 8th Thennidor arose 
beautiful and brilliant. That was a long and 
eventful day ; and throughout the wdiole of 
it, I watclied the grand contest carried on 
within the Republic. Contrary to usual 
custom, the silence of expectation prevailed 
on the outside of the .Palais National, while 
all w^as discord and loud contention within. 
The people awaited the result the wdiolc day, 
but in vain. Each party was employed iu 
concentrating its strength. The Commune 
was enrolling wdiole sections into the National 
Guard. The Jacobins were liiaranguing the 
mob ; numbers of the people carried fire- 
arms ; and a dropping shot might every now 
and then be heard here and thci-e, 

' The day passed in this agitated and restless 
manner ; the night shut in ; and the news 
spread that Robespierre was more power- 
ful than ever, and that he had confounded 
his adversaries by his speech at the Con- 
vention, 

What ! — Shall he escape ! What ! — Shall 


he be suffered to exist ! — to continue his 
bloody career] — to succeed in his wicked 
puiposes ! — to reign !!! 

Through the whole of that next awful 
night, not one person did I see who sought I 
for rest or shelter. As for myself, I never i 
quittcd'tho Place, 1 w-as rooted there. 

The second day dawmed at last, — the day 
of the grout crisis ! My wearied eyes 
sainted it from afar. The Palais National 
still trembled wdth the thunders of the loiul 
debate. Sometimes a cry, somotimes a word 
of intelligence would escape. And the agita- 
tion without was inexpressible. 

The dice were being thrown, and the stakes 
of the awful game were life and death. 

Sometimes one of the pale comhataiits ap- i 
peared, to breathe and wipe his forehead at a ] 
window ; then the peojdc anxiously asked 
how that gam(‘ went, on which their own 
fate was depending. 

The day was at length about to close, when, 
all at once, a loud, desperate, jwissionato cj*y 
w'as heard issuing from the Convention — 

A has le Tj/t au /’* 

And Robespierre, it was said, was in prison, 

TJic battle without began iininediately, 
Kvery one ran to his post. Ilruins were 
heating, arms glittering, and loud cries on all 
sides resounding. The Hotel de Villo was 
hurling forth the lugubrious sound of her 
tocsin, and calling, jus it w'ore, for her master ; ; 
the Tuilleries were bristling with anus ; j 
Robespierre, rescued by his party, reigns 
once more in his palace, the Hotel de Viile ; 
the majority of the Convention in the I'uil- 
Jeries. During the night, the Conimune and 
the Convention 'were busy assembling their 
various partisans. What might properly he 
called the mob, was divided between the two ! 
contending parties ; while the bourgeoisie, 
filled w'ith doubt and suspicion, were wan- 
dering ill the streets, calling ujion and inter' 
rogating each other. Dreading they scarcely 
knew what, both for themselves and the 
nation, they might be seen standing doggedly 
about, resting the butt end of their muskets 
upon the pavement, and their chins upon the 
barrel, waiting for the dawn. 

It ivas now midnight. 1 was upon the 
Place du Carrousel, when ten pieces of cannon 
came up, rattling hastily along. By the 
light of their matches, and a few torches, I 
saw the xifiicers arranging ilieir pieces with 
an air of indifference, as if it 'were a field- 
day, Some of the guns were pointed at the 
Louvre, some towards the river. The men 
appeared to be acting under no positive or 
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decisive orders. Tliey stopped, dismounted 
from their horses, and really did not seem 
to know what they were to do, or to which 
party they beloutfed. They mostly lay 
down on the ground hy their ineces. I 
yvent up to them, and soon observed one, 

— probably the sleepiest, and certainly the 
tallest among them all, — who had comfort- 
ably settled himself u])on the carriage of 
his gun, and w'as already l>eginning to snore. 
J shook his arm : it was my peaceful warrior 

— my lllairttau. 

IJe seemed embarrassed, and scraiclied his 
head lor a moment : looked at ii\e askance ; 
recognised me, and rose languidly from his 
c*(*ucli. Ills comrades, accustomed to respect 
him as chrf du came uj) at the moment, 
as if to assist him in some ntanoeiivre. He 
strtdched out his arms and legs, with a Ions 
yawn, and then said, “(>h, mte, rested! — 
it’s jjotliino at all ; only the citizen there 
who is come hoiro un 2>cn la c/oiUte (to take a 
drop) with me. Jfeia /” 

His comrades retired, ar.d lay down again 
[ in their places. 

j ‘‘ M^ell,” 1 began, my lilaireau, wduit is 
going to lmpi>cn to-day?” 

He tooli^tho match of bis cannon, and be- 
gan to light Ids }npe. “ Ob, nothing very 
particular — pas chose, said he. 

“ 'J’lie deuce !” said I. 

He filled his pipe; put it folds mouth; 
took it away again. “ Oh ! mou Dicu, man 
Diea^ non! — Nothing W'orth curing ahoiJt.” 
lie turned his head merely, and looked over 
Ids shoulder coiiteinpiuously at the. Palais 
National the itswdu- 

dow's now in a blaze of light — ‘‘A heap of 
* law^ycrs squabbling there ; that’s all.” 

Ah, that’s the wey in which it appears 
to you, ell?” said I, taking n cavalier tone, 
and endeavouring to strike his shoulder, but 
not reaching it. 

“ Exactly,” said Blaireau, with an air of 
incontestable superiority. I sat down upon the 
beam of his carriage. I was ashamed to find 
myself so poor a philosopher in comjiarison. 

But, phijosopher or not, 1 could not help 
watching every thing that passed, I saw^ the 
Carrousel rapidly filling with battalions, who 
nil drew up before the Tuilleries, I'econnoi- 
tering each other suspiciously. It was the 
section de la Mofdagne, that of Guillaume 
Tell, of the Gardes Fran^diseSs and of the 
Fontaine Chrenelle, who wei’e now ranging 
themselves around the Convention. But W'as 
it to attack, or to defend it ? 

As I was asking myself this question, I 


heard horsemen advancing at full gallop. 
They came up to the artillery. 

A gi‘eat'“coarsc man, whom I saw indis- 
tin^-tly by the light of the torches, and who 
w'ns s<|idniing in a strange manner, came 
first. He brandished a great crooked sahre ; 
cried out, “ OUoyens cannoniers ! a ros pieces J 
I am the (lencral lleuriot. Vive IMcspierre, 

1 n^y hoys ! There are the triiiiors, my boys ! 

— blow them to atoms! Ilcin! let ’em see 
w'hethev they are to make us Inavo boys 
dance to their music. Ifv.in ! here 1 am, 

I llciiriot ! New ! don’t you know me, boys 

— 2 ^as vrai?’* Not a word in reply. He 
tottered upon liis horse, and, throwing him- 
self back, sup]>orted liim«!elf upon the reins, 
]naking lift i>oor wearied beast curvet and 
jwanee about. “ AV/, Wcw / where are your 
oliieers? Milh' dinu'! Vice la Natio7i ! — 1 Hne 
Il<dtes2dcrrc ! Saere ! — Vice liohesiAerre, mes 
annsi (\>mi\couje; wt arc all brave sa?fs 
culottes and line fello\vs : not to be caught with 
chafl* — hey? Don’t you know mc'^ — Hein! 
I am no whij*per-sna])]»er sniveller. Point 
\”T)ur cannon at the old barrack, and blow to 
the d — 1 all those cheats and scoundrels of the 
(’onvention ! ” 

An ofiicer went up to him, ami said, Go 
away to l»ed — the pro])er j»lace for you. Get 
along! — we have nothing t») do with you.” 

A second said to the first — “But the old 
drunken scoundrel may ho a general, after 
all.” 

“Ah, hah f what do I care if he is?” said 
the first, and sat down. 

TIenriut was foaming with rage. “ I’ll 
cleave your skull like a melon — 1 will, you 
rascal, if you don’t obey orders ! — Mills ton- 
nerres 

“ Oh, 1 would not have you think of such 
a thing, my dear,” * 'dvl the ofiicer, pointing 
to the hilt of his sw.ifd, “ Be quiet, citizen, 
if you please.” 

The sort of aides dc camp v:ho followed Ilen- 
riot now inteifered, and endeavoured to j)er- 
suadc {enlcver w'as the leim thep) theoflieers; 
hut in vain. They cared still less for them 
than for their great drunkard of a general. 

The villanous Ilenriot was now' almost 
suiFocated between wine and rage. He cried, 
he sciyeched, he swore, he cursed ; ho struck 
his breast. He got off his horse ; lie threw 
himself upon the ground. He remounted, 
and off fell his hat and featliers. His horse 
l*an 1 p and down, getting entangled among 
tho traces : the artillerymen looked at him, 
and laughed. The armed citizens stood by, 
staring at him, and laughed too. Henriot 
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received the most insulting treatmeuti and 
answered with his drunken imprecations — 
" 0, ho ! — the great hog ! — a great hog with- 
out liis tusks 1 0, ho ! what does he want 

with us? — U pore mpanadieV^ In vain he 
screamed rather than cried — “ A moi Ics hons 
smis culottes ! Let us exterminate that scoun- 
drel Tallicn! — to iTie guillotine with that 
rascal Boissy d’Anglas! — down witli Collet 
d’Herbois ! — down 'with Merlin Thionville ! 
Down with them all — a rascally pack of 
Conventionalists ! Down with ’em, boys !” 

Come, come !” said the adjutfint-major ; 

“ turn about, and get out of the way, you 
old fool] — we’ve had enough of this. Get 
along with you ; you’re not coming this way ! ” 
and he struck Ilenriot’s hoi*se upon the nose 
with the hilt of his sahre. The poor animal 
started off, and ran down the Place du Car- 
rousely carrying away his master, — his hat 
and sabre dragging after him, — ^and throwing 
down, as he passed, men, women, hoys, and 
poor little children, who had crowded there, 
like all the rest of the world, to see what 
was going on. 

Henriot, however, ret lU'iied to the charge. 
The shock, and the cool air on his uncovered 
head, had in some degree sobered him. lie 
said to another officer, Mind what you are I 
about, citizen ; I give you orders to fire upon 
the Convention. My orders are from the 
Commune — ^from Robespierre, St. Juste, and 
Conthon. I command the gamson. Do you 
understand me, citizen ?” 

. The other took off his hat ; hut he an- 
swered with perfect saiig froid — “ Give me a 
WTitten order, citizen : you doji’t think me 
such a fool as to give fire without proof of 
my orders ? Good enough — ha, ha ! I have 
seen sen'ico before yesterday. Get along! 
— I am not going to get myself guillotined, I 
call tell you. Get me a w^ritten order, and 
1*11 burn the Palais National and the Con- 
vention as readily as I’d burn a bundle of 
matches, do you sec ?” and he jiulled up his 
moustache, and turned his back upon him. 

Or, if 3 'ou like it, order the men to fire 
yourself, and I’ll keep your secret.” 

JEeniiot took liim at his word. He came 
straight up to Blaireau. ‘‘Comrade,” he 
said, “ I know you.” 

Blaireau opened his great dull eyes, and 
said, “ Good I — he says he knows me.” 

“I command you to point your piece 
against that wall there, and to — fii-e !” 

Blaireau yawned ; then he set himself to 
work. The piece was turned. He bent his 
long limbs, and witli an experienced eye j 


began to point his cannon, putting his deux 
points ds piece exactly opposite to the groat 
lighted >vindow of the chateau. 

Henriot triumphed. 

Blaimau raised liimself to his full height, 
and said to the four men who stood ready at 
their posts to serve his piece— two on the 
right side, and two on the left — “Not quite 
riglit yet, my good fellows. Another leetU 
turn of the w^hecl.” 

I gazed at that turning wheel. I thought 
I saw the mythological wdicel ofi Fortune, as 
it slow'ly revolved, ai»d the cannon wdth it. 
Yes, it 'was so ; it was that very wheel in 
sober earnest ; on it were suspended the des- 
tinies of tlic world. If it turned one way, 
and pointed the 2 >iece, Robespierre triumphed 

At this ver^' moment the Conventionals 
heard of tlie arrival of Henriot — at this 
iiiomciit, like the senators of old, they seated 
themselves to die in their curulc chairs. 

The iieoi)lc were flying in dismay from the 
tribunes, and were relating around us whiit 
they had seen. If the cannon let fire, the as- 
sembly was dissolved, and the united sections 
passed under t!ie authority of the Commune. 
The reign of terror was established — and 
what next? perhaps a Richard thp Third — a 
Cromwell — an Augustus — who knows? 

I hardly breatlicd. 

’J’hcrc was a little inequality in the ground ; 
the men could not jilace the piece as they 
wished, the wheels turned the wTong •way. 

Blaireau crossed his arms over his breast, 
looking’ at his piece with the discontented 
and dissatisfied air of a discouraged artist. 

He turned to the officer of artillery. 

“ Lieutenant ! they ’i*e too young. These 
men don’t know wdiat they arc about — too 
young. As long as you give me such lads 
as these I can’t work my piece. There ’s no 
Xdeasure in it ! ” 

The lieutenant answered in a tone of ill- 
humour, “ Did I command you tr fii*e? 
not I.” 

“ Ah Inen ! c^est different,^' said Blaireau, 
yawning. “j4/4 Men / ni moiy non J ’ve 
done — ^good-night.” And giving his piece a 
kick, it turned on one side, and lie lay quietly 
down to sleep upon the carriage again. 

Henriot dmw his sabre, ^which some one 
had picked up and given to him. “Will 
you fire or not ? ” said he. 

Blaireau gave a whiff ivith his pipe, and 
lifted up Ills match. “My candle is tut,” 
said he. 

Henriot was choking with rage, and 
struck at him a blow witli his sabre enough 
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to cleave a wall ; but it was aimed by a 
drunkard — glanced aside, striking the sleeve 
of ' his uniform, and scarcely scratching the 
skin as I judged. 

It was enough, however, to decide the 
business against Henriot. The artillerymen 
fell upon him ; a storm of blows rained 
around ; and, covered with mud, and shaking 
like a sack of corn upon a miller’s Ass, the 
unfortunate general was earned by his 
liorse, as every one knows, to the Hotel de 
Ville, wherc*Coffinhftl the Jacohiii flung him 
out of the window’, to die upon a dunghill, 
his i>ropcr and natural bed. 

At this moment the coininissancs of the 
Convontiou arrived, eryjng out that Kohes- 
piorre, St. Juste, Couthon, ^Henriot, were 
put hors la loi. 

Magical words ! 

I’he sections answ’ered with cries of joy. 
The (^arrousel was illuminated as by a fairy 
wand ; every musket carried a flambeau. 

/ Vre la Lihcrtc ! — Vicr, la Conventim / — A has 
hs Tyram ! rc-ceboed on every side. h>ery 
one turned towards the Hotel <le Vilh? ; the 
crowd dispersed, the battle was •won, all by 
that one magical erj’, tlie revolutionary inter- 
dict — Jlors la Iffi, 

The Convention, so lately besieged, ma<le 
a soriie, and went in their turn to besiege 
I the Hotel de Ville. 1 did not follow ; 1 no 
longer doubted of their victory. 1 did not 
go to see Robespierre fracture his own jaw 
in the attempt to blow’ out his brains ; and 
lie there in Jiaugli+y silence, receiving the 
imprecations showered upon him as he had 
received the homage lavished at his feet. lie 
had remained at the Hotel de Ville, waiting 
for the submission of Paris, instead of con- 
quering it for himself. 

He w'as, after all, a coward in grain. 

All was over w’ith him. Neither did I see 
his hrothcT fling himself upon the bayonets 
through the windows of the Hotel do Ville, 
nor St. Juste carried to that guillotine to which 
he had despatched so many innocent victims — 
his arms crossed, his eyes elevated to heaven, 
like the grand Inquisitor of Liberty. 

They were overthrown — all the rest was 
indiflerent to me. 

1 remained upon the Place, and taking 
the long, brown hands of my simple-hearted 
and passionless artillerymau in mine, 1 made 
this little oration. “Oh, Blaircau ! thy 
name will not occupy the minutest corner 
in history — and little wilt thou care, pro- 
vided thou inayst yawn and sleep the hour 
Away, at the feet of thy Rose. Thou 


art too simple and modest, my Blaireau, 
for few’ of the men sumamed yreat, hy those 
who pretend to write history, have done a 
deed so signal as thine ! Thou hast cut short 
nn era of democracy — thou hast arrested the 
Revolution. Thou hast slain the Republic. 
This is what thou hast done, my sublime 
Blaireau ! Other men w ill govorn thc world, 
and will assume to themselves the glory of 
thy deeds ; men that ^your candle,’ had 
it not been out, might have blow'u to 
atoms. Mucli, and long, and eteimally will 
men write upon tlio Oih Tliennidor, and who 
will ever think of naming thee ’ Thee, 
worthy of that adoration, of that meed of 
lionoiir wliich is due to those men of deeds 
and not words, — win) perhaps do not know, 
and certainly little reflect upon what they 
have eflected, hut who rarely arc endued 
with thy sublime modesty and pliilosophic 
candour .' 1, at least, here oiler thee my 

homage ; flu- thou, oh Blaireau I thou art the 
man of destiny ! ” And so saying, I bent 
with unaffected reverence before the instru- 
ment of one of the greatest political events 
in the w’orld. • 

Blaireau thongl)t I was laughing at hiiii ; 
he withdrew’ his hand gently, scratched his 
head, and said, with much respect, “ AV 
c^tait nn rffet rot re hontv, just to look at 
inv left arm.” 

‘“Right,” said I. 

He took off his sleeve, and I got a torch, 
“Make yom* l»ost ackno^vledgmeiits to Hen- 
riot, child,” said I ; “ he has rid yon of certain 
questionable hieroglyphics. The fleurs de 
lis and Madeleine have just been sliced off 
wnth the (‘pidennis, and to-niorrow’ you will 
be w’oll and may be married.” ^ 

I wra]>ped my Imodkerchief round his 
arm, took him home, ct cc quifut ditfutfait — 
(so said, BO done.) Hut it was long before I 
could recover iny sleep. The serpent, it 
w as true, w’Bs strangled ; but it had devoured 
I the Swan of France ! 


And W’hat became of Madame de St. Aigimn j 
and of Mademoiselle de Coigny ? i 

The J)th Thennidor released them both. | 
Madame de SL Aignan i-ctired to the chateau | 
de St. Aignan w'ith her three children, and 
devoted her widow’hood to their education. 
She was grave and melancholy, but preserved 
her usual sw’cet and gentle softness ; and her 
knprpssion will never he effaced from my 
memory. She has been long dead. Made- 
moiselle i'o Coigny married. I have heard 
not too happily. 
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DONALD LAMONT, THE BRAEMAR DROVER. 

BY SIR THOMAS WCK LAUDER, BART. 


The late Sir John Inglia was in the habit 
of receiving, regularly every autumn, from 
Braemar, a flock of Highland wethers, to bo 
fattened on his rich pasture at Craniond, 
near Edinburgh, for the supply of his table. 
A certain man of that Highland district, of 
the name of Donald Lamont, was the person 
who, for many years, had the charge of 
driving the sheep ; and the care and fidelity 
which he displayed in the performance of 
this duty, added to the circumstance of his 
being remarkably shrewd and sagacious, and 
his having a certain spice of sly humour about j 
him, made Sir John take a great liking to 
him. So much interest, indeed, did the worthy ' 
Baronet take in Donald, that he never arrived 
at Craniond, to make his annual deliv^ery of 
sheep, that Sir John did not send for him, in 
ofder that he might have a talk with him; 
after which he always gave orders that every 
care sliould be taken of him, and every kind- 
ness shown to him in the servants* hall, 
whilst he remained there ; and finally, it 
was ever his wont to dismiss him with 
some peculiar mark of his apjirobation. 
Donald’s journey to Cramond, therefore, was 
always regarded by himself with very pleas- 
ing antieijmtion for many a long day before 
the time of his departure arrived ; and 
when it did come, he turned out for the I 
J)urpose of assuming the command of his 
flock, ^witii his collies at his heels, wdth all 
the pride of a general attended by his staff, — 
dressed in his best bqpnet and plaid, kilt, 
hose, and brogues, with his best badger- 
snouted sporran^ or purse, girt before him, and 
with his sician-dhn, or black-hafted knife, 
sticking in his belt. Though Donald was a 
littie man, and rather insignificant in appear- 
ance, yet he had a dauntJess spirit. He there- 
fore always made out the journey alone, ask- 
ing the aid of no other assistants but that of 
his dogs. Small pitcher as he was, he went 
and came thus to and from the well, for 
some forty yeaw or so, without ever fulfill- 
ing the proverb, by being broken or injured 
during all tAat long period of service, lie did 
meet with adventures now and then, howevei* ; 
and one of these I am now about to tell you. 

The weather had been peculiarly sultry, 
and the roads unusually dusty, during one 


of Donald’s southern trips ; and as he invari- 
ably made a point of adhenng strictly to that 
laudable economy for which Scotsmen are, 
for the most part, so justly celebrated, he 
not only chiefly depended for liis own sup- 
port on the scraps of cakes and cheese 
afforded by a wallet which ho carried at his 
back, but he also trusted the maintenance of 
his muttons more to those ]iickings which 
Providence provided for them by the wayside, 
than to any purchased provender. It was 
not wonderful tlien, on tlie occasion 1 alluile 
to, that by the time the creature.s had got so 
far on their journey as half way between 
Kinross and (iucensferry, they were ready 
to halt and set their teeth very actively a 
nibbling on a j>iecij of most inviting unen- 
I closed jiasture, the freshness of which would 
have been tempting even to the pampered 
palate of the most apathetical epicure of the 
wool-bearing race, that ever w6ro one of 
Mr. Culley’s flannel jackets, or fed in an 
English paddock, or even in the fair fields of 
Phantassic ; far more a ragged rout of half- 
starved, hairy-coated, Highland wethers, 
with black faces and huge horns, affording 
the verjf beau-ideal of the Riipposcd counte- 
nance of that alaiTOing personage whom our 
own immortal Burns addresses as — 

Auld Horcio, Satan, Nick, or Clootie ! 

Donald, fully aware of the urgent neces- 
sities of his bleating battalion, beheld them 
rush upon their forage with a triumphant 
Baa-Ora that rejoiced his very heart. “Puir 
beasts ! ” muttered he to himself, as he heard 
the gratifying sound jivoduced by their in- 
cisors as they cropped the herbage at a rate 
that would have ensui’ed the annihilation of 
the whole patch in the course of a few hours, 
— ^^Puir beasts ! she’s sure ye be sail* wantin’ 
meat ; and weel are ye wordy o’t a’ I ” and 
then, casting the hesitating glance of a mo- 
ment over his shoulder iowardj an adjacent 
field of wheat, where a laVge band of reapers 
were at work under the eye of the fanner — 
"Hoots!” added he, with a dirug, "she 
Bwarrants slie’ll no be muckle mindin’ her, — 
ta puir beasts' ’ill no do muckle skaith for a’ 
tat they’ll tak.” So saying, Donald was about 
to seat hxtnself on a bank to chew a crust 
from his wallet, that the animals might have 
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the more leisure to fill themselves, wlien, hav- 
ing again cast his eyes askance tovvards the 
farmer, his Highland honour pricked him. 

Tuts I ’* said he, with another slirug, “ what 
for wad she be takin* ta man’s grass, fan she 
may ha’e it for ta axin’ ? ” 

Giving to his fan-tailed aides-dc-carnp the 
temporary charge of tiie brigade, who were 
too well occupied not to ensure his finding 
them at his return, he limped away, with hot 
feet and tired legs, to where the fat and com- 
fortable farmer was lounging after his Reapers 
with listless steps, and with his hands in his 
breeches pockets, but with liis eyes sharply 
occuj>ied on the progress of tlio important 
Avork lie Avas superintciMUng. 

Donald, Avith becoming m^^lesty and defe- 
rence, took off his bonnet Avhile he aa'rs yet 
a far Avay oft'; and, as he drcAV nearer, ho 
made divers obeisances before the eyes of the 
farmer were yet turned upon him. At 
IcMigtli lie “of the broad and furrowed 
land” caught a sight of him “of the misty 
mountains.” 

“ Weel, friend, AAdiat are ye Avantin’ ? ” said 
the farmer, 

“Wad her honour no he anghery,” said 
Donald, b6wing again Avith an air of great 
submission, “ tat ta sheeps tuks a bite o’ ta 
grass yonder ? ” 

“A bite o’ iny grass!” exclaimed the 
farmer, “Na, deil ae bit. D’ye think I 
can be giein’ bites o’ grass to every chickl 
that jmsscs this gate wi* sheep ? ’Od, I Avud 
he eaten up Avi’ them like the locusts o’ 
Eegypp ! Na, na, friend, — gang aAva’ on ^ 
AA'i’ your sTicep : yc’s get nae bites frae me, I 
promise yc ! ” 

“ Hoots ! ” said Donald, quieily, wdth a 
Avhimsical sort of half smile of entreaty on 
his countenance, and Avith another humble 
bow, — “ lioots ! she swarrants tat her honour 
’ill no be sad hard — \a wathers sore hongrie.” 

“ Deil cares !” replied the farmer ; “ hungry 
or no, they may gang elsewhere to get their 
bellies filled, — deil ae pick shall they ha’e 
frae me,” 

“ Oioh ! ” said Donald, looking over his 
shoulder towards the spot where the shee]) 
Avere making the best possible use of their 
time, and satisfied in his own mind that the 
objects of his solicitude had at least had 
some pickings already, ahd that the longer 
he could spin out the negotiation the better 
it Avad be for them, — “ Oicb, oich, she’s vera 
hard wi* her. Hoot-toot, but surely shell 
let her puir bit Avathers tak a bit pick o’ ta 
grass : ta pUir bcas^ sore hongrie, vera tired.” 


“ ’Od, but ye’re a cunnin’ chield,” said the 
honest farmer, at once perceiving Donald’s 
drift, and taking a hearty good-natured 
laugh at his ingenuity. “ 1 see what ye’re 
after, billy; sae, Avliile ye stand haverin’ 
there a* day to me, ye think, nae doot, that 
your wathers ’ill be ploclin\ as ye ca* it, a* 
tho time. But I tell ye aince for aye, that 
deil ae plock mair shall they ha’e ; sae ye 
may just pack up your alls, and begone 
directly, sheep an’ a’.” 

“ Ta puir beasts like to starve,” said the 
indefatigable Donald, -still preserving the 
most perfect serenity of countenance, and 
Avith eyes still lighted up AAdth a comical 
smile of etitreaty, — “ ta puir wathers sae 

hongrie Tools ! her honour ’ill no grodge 

ta j)uir beasts ta jdock.” 

“The deil’s in 30 for an obstinate cliieJdl” 
said tho farmer, extremely’' tickled witli Do- 
nald’s unconquerable perseverance. “ Aweei, 
I’ll tell ye Avhat it is, — an’ ye’ll shak a 
fa’ Avi’ Jock Meachgh, my bandster there, 
’od, but your wathei*8 shall ha’e a pluck till 
their Aveymes he fii’ ! ” 

Donald cast a look tou'ards the grass, and 
beheld his muttons feeding busily" upon it, and 
he was resolved. He then eyed tho man Avho 
was binding, — a broad-bhouldci*ed fellow, 
nearly half as heavy again us himself, — and 
liis quickl^'-formcd resolution ijerishcd AA’i thin 
him as soon its it was born ; nor Avas its death 
the less sudden Avhen ho remarked the con- 
temptuous glances of the hero of tlie harvest 
rig, and lieard lihii mutter to liimself, “ Poof I 

— that bit body ! ” as if conscious that he 
could hav.c doA’ourcd him, 

Donald felt that he had no chance at all ; 
and, turning to the farmer with a piteous 
visage, “ Hoot-toot,” said he, shaking lus 
head, “ troths, but she no be good at fightin’, 

— but, och hoch! ta puir beasts be vera 
hongrie— be ta better o’ ta plock ; and sure, 
sure, her honour no be nane ta waur.” 

“ Na, na 1 ’* exclaimed the farmer. “ I’ve 
said my say, — an’ ye dinna like my bargain, 
billy, ye’re free to let it ulane, an’ ye may 
e’en gang your ways on to the Ferry. But 
what do ye sjieak o’ fightin’, man ? Shakin’ 
a fa’ is no fightin’.” 

“ Toots, hut she he an auld man ! ” said 
Donald, eyeing his proposed opponent with 
an apprehension AA'hich it required all his 
ingenuity to conceal. “She ho be fit to 
fights.” 

“ Ou, that’s a’ nonsense! ” said the farmer, 
— Jock Meachgh is about as auld as yu are.” 

Ou, na 1 ” said Donald. “ Sure she be a 
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j)urty young mai^, — buto Blie’ll no be fit for 
her ava, ava.” • • 

“Tut, man, are ye a. .Hielanman, an* 
frightit to shak a fa* wi* that chap ? ** cried 
the farmer. “ *Od, I’ll tell ye what it is — 
ye shall lia*e fair play ; an* mair nor that, 
forbye the pluck to your beasts, wliichcver 
chield throws the ither, shall ha’e this liauf- 
crown piece, an* it shall he placed in ony 
ane’fl hands ye like to name.” 

Donald eyed the glittering piece of money, 
— he cast another look at his sheep ; and 
now, the advantages beginning to weigh 
heavily against the dangers of the combat, 
and the honour of the Highlands being con- 
cerned, his spirit was stirred up v’ithin him, 
and his resolution came again upon him, 

“ She be an auld man,** said lie, “ an* she’s 
no. good at fightin’ — but, since her honour 
maun ha*e it sae, — Fod, but she’ll try ! ” 

“ That’s a brave chield !” cried the farmer, 
giving him a slap on the back. “ Weel, — 
wha’s to baud the hauf-crown ? ’* 

“ Ilcrsel wad like ta honnie lassie,” said 
Donald, nodding towards a trig, rosy-ohecked, 
smiling girl, wliom his eyes lighted on, and 
whose Mushes manifested that she was by 
no means insensible to the coin])]iineut which 
tlie old man had paid her, though she, at the 
same time, certainly folt it to be no more 
than just. 

“ Wi’ a* iny licart,” said the fiirmer, hand- 
ing the girl the coin. “ Ilae, Bess I baud 
ye the stakes, lass. Come awa, Gcordy, 
man, — let’s see what yc can do against Hie- 
. land Donald hero.” 

“ IIu ! the hit body 1 ” said the handstcr, 
tossing from liim the sheaf, the straw ropes 
of which ho had that moment tightened ; 
and folding his arms across his breast, and 
looking at his opponent from top to toe, like 
Shaksporc’s Charles the wrestler, with a gaze 
of utter dcspisal, he seemed to convey to him 
the assurance that he could quite as easily 
toss him down in the same manner. But 
little Donald was not to he so daunted, — for, 
throwing off all his fonner diffidence, and 
knitting his brows, and summoning an ex- 
pression of desperate determination into his 
countenance, he strode forward witJi a few 
bold paces towards his adversary, like a 
game cock, and eyeing him fiercely, lie laid 
both his hands on Uie leathern belt of his 
own sporran^ and giving it first a pov'erful 
bitch to the right side, and then another 
powerful hitch to the left side, and then 
finally settling it forcibly in front by another 
twitch to the centre, he pulled out his slian* 


— looked at it earnestly — drew the blade 
of it through betwixt his finger and thumb 
— examined it narrowly again — again fixed 
his eye fiercely upon his man — stuck the 
knife energetically into his belt — and giving 
a loud “ hmhhum ! ” as if to gather all the 
wind lie was master of — he again looked 
savagely at his man, and called out, in a 
voice like thunder, “ Come noo!** 

But the self-confidence of Jock Meachgh 
the bandster was gone : ho had watched 
Donald’s * every motion, and he liked not 
their import — “ Na !” said he, with a shake 
of his licad, and with an expression of dis- 
may which there was no mistaking. “ *Od, 
I’ll hac nacthing ado wi* ye.” 

“What the dell’s the matter wi’ye noo, Jock, 
man 1 ” exclaimed the farmer, bursting into 
a roar of laughter at the success of Donald’s 
mancpiivre, whilst the whole liarvest-rig of 
reapers joined in his shouts of merriment'. 
“What the deil’a the matter wi* yc, man ? 
Come ! — till him ! Wad yc he cowed wi’ a 
bit body like Aat? Come! — till him, man!” 

« Na ! — dcil ha’e me an’ T ha’e ony thing 
to do wi* him !” replied Jock, retreating two 
or three steps backwards to restore that pro- 
per distance between them >\hidi he now 
scemcil to think essential to lus personal 
safety, and which Donald had just at that 
moment diminished liy as many bold steps 
forward, accompanied by anotlier loud and 
tremendous hiichimm ! “ *Od, I wadna be 

sxire o’ my life a minute in the hands o’ 
siccan a red-wud wild Hielanman as that 1 — 
Na, na ! — fogs, I *11 ha’e nacthing ado wi’ 
him ! ” 

“ Eh man, siccan a fngio ! ” cried the 
farmer, bursting again into a roar of laughter 
tliat was chorused by shouts from the whole 
reapers. 

*‘*Od,man, ye war frunty eneuch at first; 
hut I’m thinkiii* Ilieland Donald’s ta’en 
down ye’re stamiek a wee. Weel, Donald ! ” 
said he, nt last, after his mirth had some- 
what subsided, “troth 3 '^e *re a brave chield 
after a*. Lassie !' gi’e him his hauf-crown ; 
1 ’m sure he’s worthy o’t : and as for the 
wathers, by my eerty they shall eat, an’ 
bite, an’ pluck yonder till their weyms are 
like to rive again, An’^ d’ye hear, Donald ! 
come yo in by wi’ me to the house yonder 
that ye may get a* bite an’ a sup to yoursel’ ; 
an’ I’ll tell ye ’■what it is, neither ye nor 
your wathers shall ever gae by my uoor wi’ 
toom kites as long as the breath’s in my 
body,” 

Donald made his approaches to tlse Queen 
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of Beauty who had been appointed to preside 
over the lists, with all the grace he could 
command, took from her hand the silver coin 
which she heid out to him, and then, she 
nothing loth, he ventured to steal a kiss from 
her glowing lips, amidst shouts of applause 
from the whole harvest-rig of reapers. 

The honest farmer was as good as his 
word; and as- Donald in his future trips 
generally took care to arrive at his worthy 
friend’s farm towards evening, his house and 
homestead liecame so certain a place of 
repose and refreshment for himself and his 
wethers, that at last he reckoned this place 
as one of his regular stages. 

It liiippeiiod, however, upon another occa- 
sion, that Donald, being on his return from 
Crainond to Braeniar, was so desirous to get 
on to Berth the first day, that he contented 
himself wntli a short call on lii& kind friend the 
farmer ; and though by no means now so active 
as he had once been, he fagged on doggedly 
along the dusty road till he got some miles be- 
yond Kinross, when his feet became hcaten and 
his limbs weary. Och hone ! ” said Donald, 
as he sate him down to rest" himself in a 
ditch by the side of tlie road. Cell hone ! 
hoo lang ta Sassenach miles be growan ! 
Och hone I but ac mile o’ ta hard turniin- 
spikes be waur nor twunty on ta hraw 
hoatber o* ta llieland hills ! 

Whilst Donald was sitting witli his face 
turned towards the hedge, thinking of home, 
anct his native mountains, and the bonny 
Dec, and the long trudge ^vhich his legs must 
take before his c^yc^ should behold its crystal 
stream, two horsemen came riding along the* 
road ; and as ho turned his head to look at 
them when they came nearly abreast of him, 
one of them eyed him, pulled up his horse sud- 
denly, andcalledtohiscompanlon, who wheeled 
quickly round and joined him ; and then 
both of them, with their horses’ heads turned 
towards him, remained for some moments 
surveying him very attentively, and talking 
all the time in a half whisper to each other. 
Donald was considerably alarmed at this 
extraordinary conduct, hut he resolved at 
least to keep a face of courage over the fears 
that lurked witliin him. lie therefore con- 
tinued to sit apparently as unconcerned as 
if he had not observed them at all, munching 
At a morsel of hard cheqiBo and dry oat cake, 
and with his face planted plumb against the 
hedge ; whilst he still endeavoured to watch 
every motion of the two men, by throwing an 
eye backwards over each shoulder like a hare 
in her form* They were ratherTuflSiaa-looking 


fellows, and instead of whips, Donald observed 
that they carried lArge bludgeons, so that he 
had not the least doubt that jobbery was not 
only their usual tr^e hut their^ present 
object ; and, though he had not very much 
to lose, yet, he felt that to lose that little,, 
and to have his life put in jeopardy at the * 
same time, was by no means a very desirable 
denouement of the present mysterious en- 
counter. 

After much whispering and a good many 
significant nods and winks to each other — 
^‘’Od, sir,” said one of the fellows, “as sure 
as I ’m alive, it ’s the very man.” 

“ Fegs is’t,” said the other ; “it’s him as 
sure as that’s 3’ou. Let me sec,” continued 
he, taking* a paper out of his pocket, and 
carrying his eyes alternately from its contents 
to the object of his speculation ; “ let me 
see — sandy hair — ay — thin pale face — 

ay, exactly — small gray eyes tuts, 

man ! we need nae inair — it ’s the very 
chap. I’ll he bailed for’t.” 

“ Ou, as sure’s deatli it’s him I ” re-echoed 
his companion. 

In a moment both of them, animated by 
the same impulse, jumi)ed from their horses, 
and they pounced upon Donald like a couple 
of terriers on the seated hare to which I have 
already compared him, “You’re our pri- 
soner ! ” shouted they, 

“ Shentlemans, shcntlcmans ! ” exclaimed 
the unresisting Donald ; “ weel, weel ! hut 
fat is she pris’ners for? Och hone ! ” 

“Ah ha, luy hilly, that cock’ll no fight,” 
said one of the men; ‘ ye’re nae mair a 
llielanmaiL nor I am : ye spak gude eneugh 
English at Perth fair, no inuckle waur nor 
I ’m speakiii* I’m thinkiil’.” * 

“ That is a gude anc,” said the other ; “as 
if ye didna ken as v. d as I do what you^vo 
nabbed for. We’U see whan the Joodgo 
comes round, whether ye can mak the wit- 
nesses forget that you are a robber an* a fief, 
as wed as you pretend to hae done ycrsel.” 

“ Fief ! ” cried Donald, much relieved by 
finding that instead of being made the subject 
of a robbery in his own proper person, he 
was only suspected of having robbed some 
one else. “ Fief ! och hone ! sore troubles 1 
sore troubles ! ” whined he, wdth an assumed 
air of deep and settled despondency. 

“Ay,” said one of the men, now quite 
at ease from the facility of his capture ; “it’s 
time to say sore troubles noo, indeed ; but it 
wad ha’ been a hantel better if ye had thought 
o’ this sore trouble, or ere ye did that for 
which ye may get your neck raxt. But 
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come ftwa, auld carl ; g^et oot o* the ditch^ 
and come alang wi* hus.” 

“ An* which way wad she he takin’ her ?’* 
demanded Donald, as he slowly obeyed the 
man’s orders. 

“ To the Tobuith o’ Perth, to be sure,” 
replied the other. 

“ Och hone ! sore pity ! sore ])ity I bad 
luck !” cried Donald, again in the same 
whimpering tone, but inwardly rejoiced that 
the route which they proposed to take with 
him, was exactly that by which he required 
to go at any rate. But, och hone ! ” con- 
tinued he, “ she be an auld man, an* she be 
sore tired ; wad she no get a bit ride ? ” 

“ Ride,” said one of his captors ; to be 
sure ; d’ye think we ha’e time to let ye walk 
a’ the way.” 

" Ride,” said the other ; to be sure ye 
shall ride ; ride like a king ahint me, on 
this beast. Come, help him up here, Mr. 
Murdieson,” continued he, ns he settled 
himself on the saddle ; “ and noo, do ye keep 
a wee thoughty back, that ye may the better 
watch that he disua tr}’’ to i)lay me otiy 
dog’s trick, an’ syne mak aft* wi’ himsel’.” 

On 1 foo I she ’ll no do tat, shcntlemans,” 
said Donald ; ‘‘she swarrants she no do tat — 
foo, foo ! — foiye, foiye ! — no, no ! — she’ll 
no do tat.” 

Donald’s protestations were most sincere. 
Never did bride more willingly ride en croupe 
behind bridegroom than Donald did behind 
the horseman "who took charge of him ; 
and, as liis weary limbs hung dangling 
free in air, at either side of the horse, he 
noted with a peculiar <legrec of inward satis- 
faction, how quickly the milestones were 
now flying' to his rear in comparison with 
their motion in the fonner part of the day, 
when he was so tired with the rarity of their 
salutations to him, and the slowness of their 
retreat from him as he went limping past 
them. Meanwhile his two companions had 
their agreeable thonghtH, too ; and these 
they went on participating with one another 
in merry half-covered allusions to the ease 
with which they had secured their prize, 
the good luck they had had in so soon falling 
in with their prisoner, the wisdom they had 
both shown in taking that particular road, 
the shrewdness they had evinced in at once 
marking their man, and the triumph they 
should enjoy over some other parties M^ho 
had taken diflerent directions in search of 
the thief ; but most of all, they hugged them- 
selves on the delightful prospect which they 
now so certainly beheld before them, of tbs 


immediate golden harvest of a very con- 
siderable reward which had been offered for 
the apprehension of the delinquent. 

Whilst they were jogging on in this way, 
they met with a gentleman mounted on a 
haudsome horse, and followed by a groom in 
livery. The two catchpides at once knew 
him to be one of the wealthiest and most 
important gentlemen of Perthshire — • an 
active magistrate ; and one who, having 
been at I’erth fair at the time of the robbery, 
had giren his aid in devising arid furthering 
such measures as were considered most likely 
to produce the capture of the culprit. 

“ ’Od, sir, we ’ve gotten him ! ” shouted 
both the men at oncej, before he came within 
twenty yards of them. 

“Ha! that’s well,” said the gentleman. 
“ You are a couple of meritorious fellows. 
Well, I did not think that he would have 
come this way,” 

“ Awcel, your honour, but I was cock 
sure o’t ; an’ ye *11 mind I tell ye sae,” said 
Murdieson. 

“ Let me sec the prisoner,” continued tlic 
gentleman, riding close up to Donald, that lie 
might the more narrowly examine him. 
“Bless me! he is an old man!-“-Wluit ti 
wretched sight it is to behold vice and crime 
and old ago thus united ! ” 

“ Oil ay ! ” said Donald in his assumed 
whimpering tone, “sad sight! sad sight! ” 

“ Wretched old man, how I pity you ! ” 
said the gentleman. 

“ Ugh ay ! — pity, — sad ])ity ! — ^bad luck! 
had luck ! ” 

“ Bad luck ! ” exclaimed the gentleman, 
“ alas! I fear there is no feeling in your 
hardened heart, hut for the bad luck you 
think you have had in being taken. It may 
1)C well for you, old man, that you have been 
thus arrested in your career of crime, if you 
are yet brought to a sense of the enorwnty of 
your guilt before you die.” 

“OcU bone! bad luck!” continued Donald. 

“ Wliat a melancholy thing it ij to see so 
much anxiety for life, and so great an indif- 
ference to futurity, in an old man, who, in 
the common course of nature, should be 
thinking of that journey which wo must all, 
sooner or later, take, but which he may be 
said to have already entered on I ” 

“Ou ay,” said Donald, thinking of the long 
way to Braemar, — “ sore journeys, sore jour- 
neys 1 ” 

“ Yes,” said the gentleman ; “ but have you 
reflected, old man, as to where the journey 
may probably end with you ? ” 



DONALD LAMONT, THE DRAEMAR DROVER. 


75 


“ Ou ay — troth she has done that!** 
replied Donald. ‘‘ Ugh ay —sore jour- 
neys.” 

“ What a truly heartbreaking sight ! ” 
exclaimed the feeling magistrate, “ to behold 
a man with one foot in the grave, as one 
may say, and with the load of a long life of 
crime upon his soul ! — *Tis a pitiable sight 
indeed! — Let mo advise you, old man, to 
think over your past life, and seriously to 
repent of those dark deeds whicli have so 
much blackened it. Trust me there is no 
hope for you on this side eternity ; for the 
party who was rol)bed, declared, in my pre- 
sence, that lie can swear to your person, and 
there are others equally well prepared to 
identify it.” 

“ Ugh, ugh, bad luck ! — bad luck 1 ” whim- 
pered Donald again, though secretly congra- 
tulating himself that, since the true robber 
was so well known, his confinement could not 
bo very long. 

“ Alas ! ” said the gentleman, again, 
“how the wretch would cling to life! — what 
a weful picture of human nature ! But I 
need not tell you, officers, that ho cannot be 
viewed us a guilty man until he is proved to 
be so befo¥e a jury of bis country. At all 
events, he is old and feeble ; therefore I de- 
sire that you will treat him as kindly as 
circumstances w*ill permit, and let the poor 
wretch want for nothing,” 

“ Ou, we’ll see to that, your honour,” said 
both the constables in a breath, a.s the gentle- 
man left them, “ w’e’ll see and do that, as far 
as lies in our power'.” 

They had not ridden much above a mile* 
farther when they came to a public house — 

• “ Maister Matthew,” said he who was called 
Murdieson, “I daursay the poor decvil’s 
starvin’ o’ hunger.” 

“ Ay troth, it’s a question whether he’s 
gotten ony tiling to eat sin he took leg-bail 
yestreen frae Perth,” said he who carried the 
prisoner behind him. 

“ Sore liongrie — sore, hongrie — ” whined 
Donald, as lie emphatically rubbed liis 
stomach with both his hands. 

“ I tel’t ye sue,” said the first officer; “ an’ 
ti'oth I’m thinkin’ I could eat a bit o’ a caiild 
sheep’s head, "or a knuckle o’ ham, or some- 
thing that gate mysel’; for it’s no that muckle 
I ha’o eaten this day.” 

“ Pegs, to tell you the truth, I’m gaye an’ 
yaup too,” replied Matthew. “What an’ 
we should stop a bit bere^ an’ tak a morsel 
o’ what, the gudewife can gie us ; it ’ill a’ 
gang intiLthe count, ye ken.” 


“Ay,” said the other, “and ye mind that 
his honour bade us treat the man.” 

“ Ay,” said Matthew, “ his honour’s very 
words were, an* ye ken I like to be parteeclar 
about word.s ; for our clerk says, fouk should 
a^ e be parteeclar about words, for they dinna 
ken whan they may he si»eered at anent them. 
His honour’s very words, I say, w^erc, treat 
him as kindly as circumstances will permit, 
an’ let the puir vratch w^ant for nothing.” 

“That’s just w'hat his honour said,” re- 
plied Murdieson, dismounting as he spoke, “ I 
can swear to his very w'ords.” 

“ Wou, but lie’s afeeliii* hearted Christian! ” 
said Matthew ; “sac, as wc hae plenty o’ time 
to get to Perth lang or it’s dark, I dinna see 
what can hinder ns frae takin’ jxs gude a 
dinner here as the circum .stances o* lucky’s 
hoosc will alloo. Fouk maun eat, ye ken, 
as lang as tliey ha'e teeth i* their cliafts.” 

“ ’Od, that’s true enough,” said Murdieson, 
“ sae jump ye doon, auld man, and let’s into 
the house. Laddie ! tak a hand o’ thae 
naigs — put them into the stable for a gliff-— 
but, d’ye hear, dinna tak aff the saddles.” 

“ Come awa, lucky,” cried Matthew, to the 
w^uman of the house, “yc used to be a hit 
fendy body ; let’s see what you can gi’e us till 
our dinner.” 

“ Ye can hae broth, gentlomcn, and beef, 
and twa brandered chuck ios, and some ham 
and eggs,” said the landlady. 

“ Tliat ’ill do fine,” said both the consta- 
bles at once : “ come awa* wi’ them then, 
woman, as fast as ye can ; for we maun be 
aff again afore ye can say Jack Robison.” 

You may easily imagine that Donald, 
though a ■ perfectly passive party in their 
arrangements, was by no means the less 
delighted with them on that account: nor did 
he do less ample just^ to this entertainment 
than either of his c cmipanions ; for, while 
they talked, he went silently on, cramming 
himself, as if he hud economically resolved 
to eat now gratis, what should last him till 
lie should reach Braemar. A respectable, 
though not intoxicating, allowance of brandy- 
punch followed the feast. The bill was dis- 
charged by the constables ; and the trio again 
mounted and rode on as formerly, for some 
miles, till they approaclied the turnpike-gate 
at the Brig of Earn. 

“ Wad ye no like a drink, auld carl ?” said 
Matthew the constable, behind whom Donald 
was seated. 

“Ugh, ngh, sore drouthy,” replied h^. 

“’Go', I dinna wonder at that,” replied 
Matthew, “ after a’ yon ham and eggs ; for 
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my pairt, Fm cliokin* ; an’ I’m Bure ye 
sho’elled twice as mnckle o’t o’er your craig as 
I did ; for I maun do ye the justice to say, 
that ye ate as if ye had had a Heriot’s-w’ark 
laddie in your weym,” 

‘‘ Saunders ! bring oot a bottle o* porter 
to this puir man.” 

Out came the turnpike- man with a cream- 
ing pot of brown stout. Donald took it from 
the constable, who handed it to liira ; and, 
turning away his head from the eye of thfe 
tollman, he drained off the liquor to the very 
bottom. “ Faigs,” said he, when afterwards 
telling this part of his story, “ ta chield tat 
cam* after her was na* muckle ta better or ta 
w'aiir o’ her leavins.” 

" Weel, Saunders,” said Matthew to the 
tiimpikc-man, “didna I tell ye that we’d 
catch him ? it’s no often that 1 misses my 
man.” 

“Catch wha?” said the tollman; “ye 
dinna mean to say that’s the rubber!” 

Yes, but we do though,” said the other 
constable ; “ whan Maister Matthew and me 
hunts in couples we never misses our gemm, 
though it should be an auld fox himscl*.” 

“ *Od, I’m thinkin’ ye’re mistane this time 
though,” said the tollman. 

“ Poof, nonsense man,” replied the officer ; 
“ha’e we no gotten the chield’s pickter incur 
poutch?” 

“Ay,” said the other officer, “an’ d’ye 
think we didna try him weel by his likeness.” 

“ I canna help that,” said the tollman : 
“ I’na positive that’s no the man.” 

“ IJa I ha ! ha ! that’s a glide une, 
Saunders,” shouted Matthew. “ Did yc no 
tell us nac longer than twa or three hours 
syne, as we gaed by the toll, that ye kent 
naetliing o’ sic a cdiap as we describit the 
rubber to be ; and lioo can ye set up your 
face noo, to be sae positive ae way or anithcr ?” 

“That’s a’ very true,” said Saunders, 
edging round the horse to get a look of 
Donald, who still did all he could to keep 
his face away from his observation ; “ but Fm 
jmsitive that’s nae mair the rubber than Fm 
the rubber.” 

“ Weel, ye’re the inaist positeevest guse I 
ever forgathered wi’,” said Murdieson : “ did 
we no show the chield to the Justice himsel?” 

“Ay,” said Matthew, “and did he no 
tell me to treat him as kindly as circum- 
stances wad permit, and to let tlife puir vratch 
want for naething ? and wasna’ that the veiy 
reason that I gied him the drap porter ye 
noo?” 

“Ay,” said Murdieson, “and did his 


honour no gie the puir deevil the best end o’ 
a half hour’s sermon, that might ha’e edified 
even a publican and a sinner like you ?” 

“ Will ye no be convinced noo, ye dour 
biTite?” added Matthew. 

“ No,” said the tollman, not a little nettled, 
“ I’ll no be convinced h^' you ; an’ yet I’m 
nae mair a guse or a brute tlian yersel’, 
Maister Matthew.” 

“ I’ll tell ye what it is, Maister Murdie- 
soii,” said Matthew, turning to his compa- 
nion, “^naething wdll ever stop the empty gahb 
o’ this fool chield, hut a glide bet ; sae gin 
ye like to gae my haulves, we’s wager him a 
siller crown, that we hae gotten the right soo 
by the lug.” 

“ Done, gentlemen ! ” exclaimed the toll- 
man, eagerly ‘wotting his thumb in liis 
mouth, and rubbing it against those of the 
two officers, which, after undergoing a similar 
preparation, were successively held out to 
meet it. “ Ye may bid good e’en to your half- 
crowns n-])iece ; an’ yc may comfort yersePs 
for the loss of them wi* the bit auld byeword, 
that fiilcs and their money are soon pairted. 
I ken this auld man weel. Mony’s the time 
he has stoppit at my door to get a drink, as 
he gaed by wi* droves o’ wathers^ .for he’s 
been drivin’ sheep to Sir John Inglis o’ Cra- 
mond for near forty years bygane. Mony’s 
the crack I ha’e had wi* him ; an’ I’ll ])c 
hailed there’s no an honester body between 
the Earn there, and the Dee whaur he comes 
frae. It’s hut the ither day that he gaed by 
wi’ his sheep, and I tak it that he’s noo on 
liis way north ; so he couldna ha’c been in 
.Perth for near this week hyepast., Hoo’s a 
wi’ yc, Donald, my cock ? what are ye hidin’ 
your head that gate for ? ” 

Seeing concealment to be no longer practi- 
cable, Donald lifted his head with a good 
humoured grin of recognition to the tollman. 
“ Troth, she’s no wonders nor she liands doon 
her head, fan she he ca’ed a fiefs an’ a i-uh- 
bers,” said he waggishly. 

Mr. Matthew turned in his saddle ; and 
Mr Murdieson pushed his horse up to Donald 
to eye him more attentively. Dismay fell 
on the lofty countenances of both of tliem, 
and overshadowed them as the mist does the 
mountain tops, ^ 

“As Fm a sinner, he wants the muckle 
scaur on his hroo,” exclaimed Matthew. 

“ ’Od, what gard ua no think o* that afore?” 
said Murdieson. 

“ Get doon aff the beast, ye auld deevil, 
or I’ll ketch ye into the midden,” said 
Matthew. 
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‘‘ Hoots, toots! no,” said Donald, roguishly, 
surely she*!! be mindin’ tat his honour bade 
her trate her as kindly as circumsasses wad 
pairment. Wad she no tak her on to 
Perth?” 

** Get doon this moment, I tell ye, or I’ll 
be the death o’ ye,” said Matthew, grinning 
so furiously with rage, that poor Donald lost 
no more time, but slid very nimbly over the 
tail of the horse, and took post behind the 
tollman. 

“ Aweel, ajveel,” said Donald, so soon as 
he felt secure of the protection of Ilia old 
friend, who was chuckling heartily at the 
defeat and mortiheation of the constables, — 
“ Aweel, awcel, shentleinans, sin ye vvunna 
gie her inair rides, she’s inockle obliged for 
ta mony gude miles ye ha’o W*oclit her — ay, 
an’ for ta gude kail, an* ilesh, an’ fouls, an’ 
bain, an’ eggs, an’ brandies ; ay, an’ portars 
nn’ a* — sae she be wushin* ycbaitli a veragude 
night ; for, sin ye wunna carry her farder, she 
maun just e’en be trot ta wee bit gate to Perth 
on her nane ten taes.” 

Na, na, Donald lad ! ” said the tollman, 
laughing as if he would have sjilit himself, 
“ wc shanna pairt that gate. It’s wearin’ 
late ; and ye’s no gang farther this night, 1 
promise ye ; sae come in by. An’ do ye hear, 
gentlemen, we’ll ha’e your crown oot here 
ill gude punch, an’ sae we’ll souther a’ sair- 
ness.” 


We’re muckle obliged to ye, Saunders,*’ 
said Matthew, tossing dawn his half-crown 
in a huff, an action which was quickly fol- 
lowed by a similar tribute, as sulkily paid by 
his companion ; “ but ^ye ha’e mair impor- 
tant matters to mind, than to be sittin’ 
tcnchin’ a’ night in a tipplin’ boos and 
both of them, digging their beds into the 
sides of their garrons, they gallopped off to- 
ivards Perth in a whirlwind of dust, whilst 
the tumpikeman, with his sides shaking with 
laughter, led Donald into his house that he 
might have his share of their spoil. 

Donald Lainont continued to take these 
annual journeys to Cramond, until his ad- 
vanced age had rendered him so infirm, that 
he became altogetlicr unfit to attempt them ; 
when the charge of Sir John Inglis’s wethers 
was assigned to some one else. But such 
was the affecting nature of Donald’s recol- 
lections, that he never saw the drove leave 
the glen w’ithout crawling after them for 
some distance ; and, when he parted with 
them, he kissed the creatures, — ^looked with 
a longing eye after them for some time ; 
and, when they w^ere out of sight, he burst 
into tears, and returned home crying like a 
child. The good Sir John Inglis never 
allowed the shepherd who drove them, to 
return to Braemnr, without sending Donald 
some substantial token that he had not for- 
gotten him. 


MOTHERING SUNDAY; OR, OLD USAGES. 


IIY AN OLIJ INJ>1AN. 


Hail, ancient manners ! sure defence, 
Where they survive, of wholesome laws ; 
Remnants of love — whose modest sense 
Thus into narrow room withdraws. 

Hail, Usages of pristine mould, 

And ye that guard them, mountains old ! 


There is to me an indescribable charm in 
Old They are the finest of all 

antiquities, for they have a life in tlie pre- 
sent, as well as a venerable memory in the 
past. The haze of Time has gathered round 
them ; hut it is tinted by the halo of Hope ; 
they are ancient as the hills, yet fresli as 
the I'etuming spring. How cheerfully they 
divided the social year of Old England, 
keeping ilie heart alive with gentle anticipa- 


tion, or warm with kindly remembrance ! 
There w’as first the hallowed starting-placc — 
welcome Chnstmas ! — witli its religious so- 
lemnities, and carols, and i*evels, if less 
solemn, scarce less sanctified : the blazing 
Christmas log, and the garlands of ivy and 
mistletoe — most sacred of parasites — decora- 
ting the oaken hall, into wliich was solemnly 
ushered the hoar’s head with its appropriate 
carol : — 
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Cajntt Afm 

Jieddfns la tides Domino, 

Tlie boar's hood in hand bring 1, 

With garlands gay and rosemary; 

I pray you all sing merrily, 

Qui estis in convioio / 

MeiTy Shrovetide, with its rustic feast, 
and ycomanly feats, brought on the glad 
and PAliiiy Easter — the blessed morning of 
the KcsuiTection, when the cottage datuc 
arrayed her children in their new home-spun 
garbs, and herself put devoutly on 

fresh raiment till that hour unworn, 

In thoughtful reverence of tlio Piiince of Peacb. 

I confess I was very much delighted to 
see, last Pasc/t Sunday, in the close vicinity 
of the metropolis of Presbyterianism, some 
hundreds of young children playing on the 
grassy elopes of the Royal Park, with hard- 
boiled coloui*ed eggs, each with a new bonnet, 
or pair of new shoes, or were it that but a new 
pin, to ward old custom. I am not sure but 
1 lingered with more heart-reaching satisfac- 
tion about this scene of childish sport, than 
1 have felt in surveying all your late stupen- 
dous improvements, and felt that there was 
more of the genuine spirit of aiiticpiity here 
than in the hall of the Antiquarian Society. 

The observances of the May-day, Mid- 
summer-eve, and Hallowmas, mingling as 
they did Druidical and classic supersti- 
tions with something which, if not Chris- 
tianity, is far from being inimical to its 
spirit, were so intimately interwoven with 
the strong and simple virtues of the elder 
time, that one cannot help feeling as if 
their decay indicated a loosening of the bonds 
of social charity^ Then how^ finely do they 
awaken the memory of the flowery allegories 
of the pld poets, of Chaucer, and King James 
I., and Dunbar, and of the last days of 
romance and exjuring chivalry, >vhen the 
peers of Henry IV. thought it no disparage- 
ment of their valour ^ erect the Maypole 
in the court of the T<ouvre, or when Prince 
Charles leapt the palace garden-wall at sun- 
rise, to siiiprise the Infanta of Sjiain gathering 
May-dew — the enchanting cosmetic of the 
ever-blooming damsels of romance ; the only 
true " Circassian bloom ” and “ celestial 
Kalydor I ” The ladies are hereby cautioned 
against using any other composition than 
this, distinguished from all counterfeits by 
the mark of the rosy fingei-s of Aurora, her 
signature witnessed by all the Oraec.s. There 
is, I fear, no hope of seeing the Duke of 
Wellington and his Staff set up a May-pole’ 
at the Horse Guards, in imitation of the 
Peers of Henry; yet the pastime was at 


least as innocent as the erection of the 
guillotine in the Place du Carousel, or 
even of the triumphal arch of Napoleon, at 
the Champs Elys^es. And though 1 fear we 
shall never see any modern prince imitate 
the loveris leap of the romantic and unfoi*tu- 
nate Charles I., one likes better to think of 
liis wdld adventure, than of his successor 
indulging in the more modem pleasures of 
a midnight carouse at Chiflinch’s, with Lady 
Cnstlemaiiie, or “ Mistress Nelly.” 

All those old customs an<Usuperstitions 
were pregnant with weighty meanings. The 
toale and the ale promoted courtesy and 
cordial good neighbourhood. There was in 
the May-polo a finer moral than was ever 
yet gathered in the gallery of a town theatre, 
where it is stUl to be seen in effigy. The 
fairies — yea, the dapper elves by whose 
example both men and maids were made 
more cheeHul and more happy — were, I 
think, the first regular society on record for 
the promotion and encouragement of neatness, 
cleanliness, and good housewifery. If the 
gentlemen of the Highland Society think 
themselves first in date, they are mightily 
mistaken. 'I’he Fairies were, beside.s, the 
original improvers of dairy ])rodja(je ; they 
w’ere bankers, too, and lent at even less than 
three per cent. But they are all gone ! 
And we may sing, wdth jolly Dick Corbet, 

Farewell, rewards and fairies I 
(■rood housewives now may say, 

For now foule sluts in dairies 
Doe fare a.s well us they; 

And Ihougli they sweep their hearths no 
Than maids were wont to doc, 

Yet who, of late, for cleanliness, 

Finds sixpence in her shoe ? 

At morning aud at evening both, 

You meiry were aud glad ; 

Ho little care of sleepe and sloth 
Those pretty ladies had. 

'When Tom jame homo from labour, 

Or Ciss to milking rose, 

Then merrily went their tabor, 

And nimbly went their toes. 

(Tnless the Ettrick Shepherd’s successors 
charm hack those ‘‘ pretty ladies ” with the 
pastoral stop, they are gone for ever — “ Tint, 
tint, tint ! ” 

All those festivals and superstitions w^ere 
the humble props of natural piety ; their 
origin was religious. But how different a 
tiling is the wake or merry-making of an 
English manufacturing village, from^ the 
primitive mral institution, the festal yet 
decent observance of the eve of the Saint to 
whom the parish church was dedicated ! One 
would like to see the Christmas holly-hush, 
the palm-branch of Easter, and the gay 
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garlands and white blossoms of the May, | 
ilourish in perennial freshness, amaranthine j 
wreaths ; but to look on them dabbled in 
gin, blighted by the hot breath of riot and 
gross excess, would make us almost welcome 
Mr. Martin with a bill to restrain “ tlio idle 
pulling of hawthorn,*®* or the wanton gather- 
ing of primroses,** or the shade of Major Cai*t- 
wright, followed by his posse comitatus. But 
no ! let even the excrescences that have 
grown on our ancient customs lie removed 
with a gentle hand ; let them be renovated, 
not trodden down, and loft to the profane 
vulgar till their memory has become a re- 
proach — perished from among us ! 

A 1)0 VO all those old things, how fine were 
the ancient troth-plight« and “tokenings” 
of lovers; the dedication of ^“special locks 
of vowed hair,’* and the tliousand other 
amulets ! So high a veneration have T for 
the j)ure silver token, (were it but a broken 
crooked sixpence,) that were 1 oriUic jury of 
a thief who had not spared this while he 
filched the other contents of a clown’s purse, 
he should have no recommendation to mercy 
from me — that evidence should hang him. 
The sixpence broken for true love ceases to 
he the common coin of this i-balm.” It is 
stumjied ‘ afresh hy Nature’s mintage ; its 
obverse is a bleeding heart, its legend con- 
stancy.” But far above all other ‘Hoken- 
ings,” the exchange of Bibles is most beautiful 
and alfecting. Into how poAverful u talisman 
may a tiny red or blue volume be converted ! 
Ilow many changes of time, and mood, and 
worldly circumstance, will the memory of 
its acquisition survive, and still continue to 
be precious ! 1 'cannot at this moment 

recollect any scene of the highest wrought 
fiction more tenderly touching than that 
described of Burns — the inspired and still in- 
nocent boy Burns, and his early-lost 8\veet- 
heart, meeting in the Sabbath quiet of their 
suspended harvest toils, hy the winding Ayr, 
O'erhung^with wild woods thickening green ! 
to spend “ one daj’- of parting-love,” and 
exchange probably their whole independent 
personal property — their Bibles ! Ilow 
heart -touching the simple and holy betrothal 
which makes the history and the charter of 
man’s salvation the pledge of bis. tenderness 
and hdclity to the beloved sharer of his 
earthly love and of his immortal hopes ! 

Bht I have wandered strangely from the 
object of my narrative, which was to record 
an old Xisage which still exists, and which 
to me was as novel as it was delightful. On 
my late homeward voyage, I fell in with a 


shipmate, whose quiet and rather reserved, 
though finally kind and pleasing manners, 
and general intelligence, proved exceedingly 
agreeable, and fully repaid my trouble in 
courting his acquaintance. Richard Ashton’s 
friendship, if slow in growth, was w^ell worth 
waiting for. Towards the end of our voyage 
we were vexed in the Channel by baffling 
w'inds, and my calm friend became more 
impatient than was consistent with his 
philosophic temperament. lie wished to 
reach home by a particular day. “ One 
might think, Mr. Ashton, you had an ap- 
pointment on that day with your mistress, 
after a three years* absence in India,” was 
my smart i*emark, as wo lolled over the 
ship’s side Jn a dead calm. “ I have wdth a 
half dozen of them, all about equally dear,” 
Avas his reply. I had set my heart on 
being home hy Sunday ; and I yet hope 
that I shall. It is an annual festival in our 
family, in all the families of our county ; all 
my brothers and sisters will he at home ; — it 
is Mothering Sunday,'^ 

1 believe I half started. Mothering Sun- 
day ! how beautiful a naino ! 1 too had left 
at liomc a mother ; I w*as touching on the 
land of my fathers ! I entreated to be 
allowed to accompany my friend home, and 
the request was instantly granted. 1 inquired 
farther about this august festival, but learned 
nothing more than that on that particular 
day, all the children of one blood, however 
scattered by llie waves of life, flocked back 
to the dwelling of their parents, to their oAvn 
hirth-sput. My friend had come from Bengal 
just in time ; a married brother and sister, 
lie said, were settled in London ; another 
sister resided in Liverpool; but “I^think,” 
said ho, \vith his grave smile, “ we shall have 
them all, if no unlucky hooping-coughs, nor 
ill-timed confinements, as the ladies call 
them, come in the v* y.” 

On the evening of the following Saturday 
he said to me, pointing from our cliaise to a 
low ridge of hills at a distance — “ The hills 
beyond my father’s dwelling;” and Avitli 
his quiet humorous smile to those he liked, 
he added, “ You think. Colonel, the gods 
have not made me poetical ; but call me 
single-sonnet Ashton, if you ]>loase, for I 
once made some rhymes on tlifs spot, which 
my sister Marianne christened a sonnet, and 
that was the first line, ‘ The hills hegomd 
father* s dwelling!* There must liave fol- 

•lowed a swelling^ of course, but whether of 
heart, eyes, or memory, I cannot recollect. 
Marianne, before her marriage, had not only 
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made a fair popy.of tke Hnas /or eaclvof^er 
epters, but could repeat them. Poor Mari'* 
aune ! she ^vas herself iny sole reading 
public ; she was indeed .my eirary thing, my 
patient verb-aud-noun hearer to ihe-hundredth 
repetition ; she loved Latin for mjr sake, all 
the better, that she knew not one word of it. 
She was, besides, my apologiaer-gencral, my 
‘ 8ick-nur8e,;iny stockiOg-mender, my button- 
stitcher, my' all in all.’’ 

1 Imd never heard Ashton say tenth part 
so much, about himself. He relapsed into 
nlence for a half hour ; and as wc turned an 
angle of the road wliich liad latterly led 
down a’ broad o|)en valley, again said, as if 
he had not paused, ^*And yonder is oiA 
parsonage, ’tis a little old placOi; but is it 
not pretty ? ” 

* I would have bit my own tongue rather 
than have denied that it was ; hut in truth 
I did not need to tax my sincerity. The 
cottage, or rather the cluster of cottages, 
inhabited by the curate of Nunshrooke, had 
all the beauty which follows the wants, the 
industry, and the enjoyments of hnmhle and 
useful life. We had now left tlie open valley, 
and struck off at right angles into tlie small 
circular vale which at every stej) grew closer 
and more crowded with the simple, common, 
and characteristic features of an English 
landscape. A hundred and a hundred such 
sweet, retired, rural scenes may be found in 
the bosom of England — but is the single 
wild flower which we cull the less sweSt that 
tens of thousands of its kind are springing 
in the same meadow ? 

Twilight was deepening fast, and I could 
not minutely discern all the details of the 
Bbeneny besides, my attention was given to 
my friend, who became absolutely loquacious. 
From tlie moment he told me that the slip of 
rivulet that twined and glimmered in the 
twilight by our path was ^n admirable 
troutiiig stream, and pointed out the copse 
where he had found his first bird’s nest, I 
felt that I possessed the confidence of Richard 
Ashton. I am certain there is not a man in 
ten thousand in whom he would have reposed 
the same trust. ^*1 see there is fire in my 
mover’s room,” said he ; she will be in for 
a long gossip with Marianne and Alice to- 
night, and will fear damp for her Cockney 
grandchildren, whidh she never dreaded fpr 
her own children. Fire in the parlour too, 
at this season I Here are extravagant dedngs, 
biit it is Saturday evening ; my fhther, even^ 
in his hardest working days, allowed himself 
a pipe and a newspaper on Saturday.” 


^ And was such indulgence so rare ? ” 

^My father reared and sent eight of us 
into the world well-educated men and women, 
on an income which for many years did not 
exceed thirty-five pounds. Even yet it falls 
sliort of fifty.- He knows tlie value of money, 
as of every thing else ; T)ut he never would 
accept of any chaige which might lead him 
from his people. Both my parents are of 
this ijarish,” 

I led my friend into his father’s history. 
He felt a manly and honest pride in relating 
it ; and well lie might. 1 soon learned that 
the curate of Nunshrooke was no ordinary 
man ; and I afterwards found that I had not 
overrated him. He was a person of com- 
petent learning, and*of strong intellect ; wlio 
with much temperate kindness of heart, 
possessed inflexibility in principle and pil# 
pose that might have ennobled a Stoic i)luli>- 
sopher. ^le indpjA ns his son had said, 
held every thing ih^ nlaven and earth at its 
exact value. Ilis aged 2 >artner was not quite 
his counterpart. She was inferior in mind ; 
and education was not for her day ; but they 
suited eacJi other wonderfully well. »She was 
most notable and exemplary in all •household 
matters, the tendercst of mothers and the 
kindest of neighbours ; one of those happily- 
endowed humble beings in whom innocence 
is Nature’s wisdom,” who are better than 
they know. Her inothej'ly kindness tojnj>crcd 
the firmness of him whom next to her God 
she reverenced, w hich, hut for this anti-attri- 
tion, might at times have verged to severity. 
Both w-ere the children of small farmers in 
the parish ; and the only difference of their 
lives w’as, that whereas he had been for a 
time a servitor at Oxford, she had never 
travelled ten miles beyond her own or her 
fathei’’s cottage. In my subsequent inter- 
course wdth the family, I saw that both 
parents w'ere held in the tendcrest veneration 
by all tlieir cliildren, wdth this difference, 
that a little story was sometimes' told, or a 
little joke hazarded by her daugiitera, illiis- 
teative of tlicir mothei^s bon/iommie, if 1 may 
. unsex the word for her sake ; while the 
commanding intellect, and deep, and acute 
discernment of life and character, and of 
the complicated machineiy wliicli sets their 
springs in motion, possessed as it were 
intuitively by ihe elder Richard Ashton, 
raised him the more highly in the esteem of 
his sons, the more their own knowledge of 
the world extended and ripened. 

1 wfils both edified and amused by the 
evident astonishment and serious disapproha- 
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tion of the ancient and veneraiite matron^ oh 
witnessing how lightly, as it seemed to her, 
the yoke of matrimony sat on he^i eldest 
daughter, who, though with perfect gaiiety 
and good-humour, not only avowed opinions 
different from her husband’s, but appeared 
to have a decided will of her own. To old 
]\Irs. Ashton, her husband had ever been 
almost in God’s stead. This slackening of 
the bonds of conjugal discipline ; this irreve- 
rence for the holiest earthly authority, ap- 
peared to shov-k her wdiole nature as innch as 
so calm a nature could be unhinged by any 
thing ; and though both husbands and wives 
tried to reconcile her to what she conceived 
a breach of duty and decency, I have no 
iloubt that she seriousl}’' lectured her daugh- 
apart, and made this offence the subject 
or her secret prayers. “ Wives, submit 
yourselves unto your own husbands as unto 
the Lord,” ^vas a precept to which ^er whole 
s])irit bowed ; and the only tiling I vras told, 
that ever made Mrs. Ashton for a few hours 
now and then unpopular among the female 
parishioners, was the uncompromising strict- 
ness with which, in all cases of domestic 
dissension, she enforced the doctrine of implicit 
conjugal oledience. 

But I have outstripped the regular course 
of my story. As I knew that the small 
parsonage would be swarming like a bee-hive 
from kitchen to attic with daughters and 
grandchildren, I established myself for the 
flight at the Hose, the neat rural inn, in 
which my friend’s introduction procured an 
attention to my few expressed wants and 
large supposed wishes, to which as a chance 
guest even, my purse gwrc me no claim. 

^ Richard Asliton was not a man of apologies; 
but I was forced to check him as lie began 
to mumble about my not finding things so 
suitable, Szc. &c. Is it not hard, that because 
a man has had the misfortune to he baked 
and broiled Jialf his life, he must he set down 
as a sensual, self-indulging, vainglorious 
voluptuary- for the remainder of ,it1 Yet I 
do plead guilty ; and a man must have lived 
for thirty years in India, and been just off a 
five months’ voyage, to understand the luxury 
which it was to loll in the crisp refresMng - 
sheets, washed in the cool streams, and dried 
oil the cuckoo-buds and l^dy-smocks of the 
meadows of England. I had hardly yet got 
rid of the rocking sensation of the ship ; and 
this being jbiit my second night on shores 1 
slept as a landsman does when ^he once more 

1 gains Arm earth. On the former day, when 

1 >valking, my very toes grasped the ground, 

1 VoL. IJI, 

as if each ^ were a feeler. I clung to ^rth with 
my and planted them on land like the 

seahorse climhlng an" iceberg. 

I was Hteifally awakened in the morning 
hv the sweet cluine of the Sabbath-bells ; not 
the loud peal intended to startle the dull 
heart of great cities, nor yet the sonorous 
sound of the old consecrated bells, Whioh my 
host told me weije once known in this vale, 
and the ringing of which diverted the thunder- 
storm, and drove away the devil, but tlio 
“ still small voice,” whispering a gentle and 
holy summons to prayer and praise,' I 
started hastily up, and, like all stiangers, 
advanced to my window-. The prospect was 
.nW fully revealed. The gray serene of the 
sky liarmofiized finely with the Sabbath- 
stillness that breathed over the valley. It 
was neither bold nor rich, but it was 
enchanting] y soft, and w-hat *\t tlie time w-ns to 
me more precious, it was purely and delight- 
fiiUy English ; not indeed a scene of wealthy, 
powerful, commercial England, though her 
mighty lieart and the right arm of her 
strength w-ere visible even here, hut a con- 
fined home- view of rural England, Old Eng- 
land, Merry England ! with her 'strong 
virtues, her primitive manners, and her Old 
Usages. 

The church wliere friend’s father had 

so long officiated, stood on an elevated curva- 
ture by the side of the stream, and about 
tho centre of the vale, which, as I have said, 
broke iipw'ards from a wider and richer 
' valley. It was a very humble edifice, and 
of dimensions much under those of the ' 
Gothic structures, wdiose open stone- work 
tow-ers, or tapering spires, fonn so frequent 
and interesting a feature in the lich* land- 
scape of cultivated England. But this little 
chapel w-as not the less the pole-star of the 
vale of Nunshrooke^ and time and holy 
feelings, wdiich ^d gathered around it and 
given it sanctity, loft it not destitute of 
beauty. It had its garland of aged trees — 
elm, and ash, and monumental yew-s ; and 
the tracery of wild creepei-s on the walls, 
and the streamers of iyy .floating from the 
roo^ assorted better with the humble struct 
ture, than elaborate architectural ornaments 
would have done. The parsonage and its 
adjoining offices stood about a bow-sliot off on 
th^ ^me willowed rivulet, which, between 
the church and, it widened into a transliiqent 
pool, sodosely clipped in with alders andosim, 
that as their tremulous shadows difosed 
themselves over its smooth surface, it glistened 
with a cool emerald tinge which aenweshnesn^ ; 
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into myTory soul. A small foot-path — a 
•da sacra — led from the curate’s dwelling 
through his strip of glebe-land to the church. 
There were many other pathways of lazy 
curve, lying like brown net- work on the green 
meadows, and leading from the surrounding 
home-Bt,eads to this common centre. A rustic 
foot-bridge, which, however, I saw a privi- 
leged donkey or two occasionally crossing, 
spanned the stream, and united the sides of 
the vale. 

Along each of these natural paths, as well 
as by the regular road, there were now 
advancing gafiers and gammers, comely 
matrons, and stout yeomen, whose limbs 
showed “ the mettle of their pasture,” “ lasses 
and their shepherd grooms,” with children 
of all sizes, and a few younglings indulged 
in church-going in reverence of Mothering 
Sunday, The concourse of people was greater 
than ordinary ; for this w^as a day conse- 
crated to the domestic affections, in every 
household of the parish. The son of my 
hostess had coine^ from Birmingham, she 
told me ; and every young girl of the parish 
made it a condition of her servitude, that she 
should be allowed to visit home on this day. 
It was the “Feast of Tabernacles” in Nuns- 
brooke. 

I was distressed to find that the service 
had commenced ere I reached the church ; 
for Richard Ashton in the house of God 
tarried no man’s presence. I expected to 
see no commonplace priest : nor w^as I dis- 
appointed. The curate, though not tall, 
inclined to that stature. Ho looked not 
more than sixty, though I knew he was ten 
years older, w^ith dark and high features, 
rather manly than mild. The expansive 
and WTinkled hrow and hald polished head, 
were remarkably fine ; the lower part of the 
face was rather massive tlian delicately cut. 
Yet what was the mere assemblage of features 
to that solemn and placid steadfastness ; that 
unimiiassioned fixity of look, which indicates 
the liigh-concentrated mental firmness and 
unity of purpose, which is the rarest and 
most excelling faculty of tlie human soul ! 
All this power was at this moment bent to 
devotion. Mr. Ashton went through the 
church service with more energy than tutored 
elegance. There was even a relishing quaint- 
ness in his manner, hut there vrere also the 
same fervent . solemnity and earnestness as 
if he now performed this sacred oliice idi 
the first time. To his devout energy what 
were the^ cold artificial graces of elocution ! 
The voice of their pastor was neither soft 


nor melodious, but its accustomed tones 
thrilled to the hearts and consciences of his 
fiock, and that was enough. 

By certain understood signs I had already 
guessed that the sacrament of the Supper of 
our Lord was on this day to bo^ administered, 
under circumstances which, to my feelings, 
rendered this, the most solemn rite of 
the (Jhristian worship, douhly affecting. It 
was very long since I had witnessed the 
celebration of any ordinance of Christianity, 
save the frigid routine of ihUmbling the 
Litnigy, which might occasionally he wit- 
nessed at my remote and almost Pagan 
Indian station. The priest took his place 
by the altar ; therq was a little stir among 
the people, but not more tlian the softest pattci* 
of the April sWbwer on the first forest lcave!^^; 
and tho fainiJy of my friend, separating 
from tho other worshippers, and forming 
into one group, advanced by themselves to 
the altar, where their common father stood 
ready to administer the sacred ordinance. 
Kneeling there was the mother, with her 
two married and two unmarried daughters, 
a very fair young girl, the daughter of the 
eldest son, three sons, and two sons-in-law. 
With a fine instinctive feeling 6i delicacy, 
no other communicant approached tlio altar 
at this time. The truly apostolic and vene- 
rable man stood there “ in the midst of the 
children whom God had given him “ho 
and his house vowed to serve tho Lord.” 
The sublime communion service of the cliurcli, 
its solemn warnings, and “comfortable words,” 
had never to me appeared half so beautiful 
and emphatic, as now when recited by a 
good old man, invested with the most sacred 
of liumon characters — tho father and tho 
priest. During the passing of this holy 
mystery, I think there ^vere more eyes 
glistening than mine. 

At the conclusion of the service I was 
joined by my friend, and introduced in the 
church-porcTi to his mother, his favourite 
sister, Marianne, and a competent number of 
the scattered brood who had this day flown 
back to the shelter of the parent wing. I 
could not, I would not refuse their hearty 
invitation to join the family festival, though 
at first I felt like an intermeddler with their 
joys. Nothing could'' exceed the comfort of 
the feast, save the happiness of the guests ; 
nor had the regular routine of the household, 
in its plain diet and plainer service, been 
much departed from. Some of tlie members 
of the family, I afterwards understood, with 
incomes twenty times larger than Uiat of the 
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curate of Nunsbrooke, had naturally given in 
to modes of life very diflferent from the frugal 
simplicity of their early home ; but on this 
day no fashionable airs were displayed ; no 
luxury of accommodation was missed ; and 
if their ways^f life were somewhat changed, 
I think their spirits were still temperate, 
their hearts sound ; and, so far from feeling 
shame of their father’s respected poverty, 
glowing with a healthful pride in his virtues. 
When our venerable host left us, which he 
did early, I joined the ladies, heard the 
married sisters comparing notes about the 
growth, likenesses, and abilities of their 
childi'cn, and more covertly showing or ex- 
changing small articles of dress, receiving 
counsel from their mother on proper modes 
of treatment for the children, of which the 
theory was simplicity, the practice herbs. 
In short, there was a quiet but constant and 
copious interchange of mingled thought and 
cliat, kindly, serious, or frivolous, as it might 
bo ; if the genuine, confiding overflow of 
affectionate hearts can ever be called frivolous. 
I felt that my absence would not be marked, 
and retired, 

I afterwards, in a twilight sa’unter hy the 
brook, met my friend with his favourite 
sister, and her husband, who good-humour- 
edly proposed joining mo. “I must give 
Marianmj an opportunity to tell Richard all 
her secrets,” said he, ‘‘ and afterwards I shall 
learn all his from Marianne.” 

1 set out from Nunsbrooke early next 
morning in company with this gentleman, 


who left his wife to spend a few more days 
with her sisters and mother. We travelled 
to Liverpool together ; and 1 was much 
pleased with the pride he seemed to have in 
his wife’s family, and his affection for every 
member of it, especially for his friend 
Richard. They had when youths been for 
some years in the same counting-house. Nor 
did I think a whit the less of his under- 
standing, for the close resemblance which 
he supposed between the fair young girl and 
her aunt, his own plain, but affectionate -and 
sprightly Marianne. 

1 have not visited Nunsbrooke since, and 
probably I shall never see it again ; hut I 
know that U exists : nor have I met with any 
of the family, though in the medley of life I 
have often heard of their names. Some of 
them are now highly prosperous mercantile 
people ; others have liad adverse fortune ; 
hut their father’s clear strong judgment, and 
pure principles, have descended to them all, 
thoir inalienable and best inheritance. When, 
in the gay world, I occasionally find my 
comfortable income too limited for my 
imaginaiy wants, or am suffering at the same 
time under an east wind, and a grand assault 
of blue devils, trying to carry my mind by 
a cottp-de-main^ I think of the valley ' of 
Nunsbrooke, and of all of good and gracious 
that is around its quiet stream.-— >How can 
I forget it ! 

**Tlie immortal memoiy of one happy day 

Lingers U2)0n its iziaigc/' 


ANDREW HOWIE, THE HAND-LOOM WEAVER. 

BY MBS. JOHNSTONE. 


It was a day of public rejoicing in Glas- 
gow ; and Mr. Mathewson, one of the most 
respectable, if not tlie largest of the ihanu- 
facturers of the town, had taken charge of 
his own warehouse, Uiat his son and two 
youug clerkly with sundry Inferior assistants, 
who usually officiated there, might have an 
opportunity of witnessing iind sharing in the 
gaieties of the holiday. Already had Mr. 
Mathewson himself, hy what was thought an 
extraordinary degree of condescension, viewed, 
examined, and paid for several pieces of cloth, 
brought in by hand-loom workers. He was 
going through the same process with an 
exhausted, broken-down workman, yet one 


who in years seemed scarce in the prime of 
life, when an elderly, small, tliin man, of 
poor but decent appearance, entered on the 
same errand, was saluted with raort', than 
ordinary attention,' and desired to sit down 
on the bench. The old man nodded, and 
obeyed ; wiped the perspiration from his thin 
■temples and. bald forehead, and then fixed a 
keen, hollow, gi'ay eye on the speakers before 
him. He who stood in the place of workman 
was making a low, but earnest expostulation, 
to which the master answered at first calmly; 
and then, with a show of impatience, he 
whipped up a bundle of cotton yam, saying 
itioud, ‘Do ye think we would wrong ye, 
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Robert ? If ye are not pleased with what we 
can give, ye are welcome to take your change. 
This is* a land of liberty ; — we can find 
weavers, and ye are just as free to look out 
for another warehouse.” The poor man laid 
his emaciated, eager fingers upon the bundle: 

Say no more about it, sir. Weel do ye 
ken I must take it.” 

Tliis poor man had brought in the fruits 
of his own and his neighbour’s fortnight’s 
labour from his cottage, five miles otF in the 
country, that ho miglit have a stolen sight 
of the grand procession. With tlianks he 
had accepted wages reduced a full half below 
the prices of former years. These diminu- 
tions ho had met by ^adually retrenching 
and, hi many instances, entirely surrendering 
the little comforts of his home, and at the 
same time eking out his hours of laboui : 
but to hear of farther reduction, which 
lowered the price of his labour to throe- 
eighths of what had been given for the same 
kind and quantity of woik twenty years 
before, and to be told that in this sort of 
barter between capital and lahmr^ the manu- 
facturer and the workman meet on equal 
terms, wrung fortli a hasty expression of im 
jiaticnce which he after waids regretted. 

** Ay ay, Mr. William,” said the old man, 
as the poor weaver sung dumb, so lie is, g uite 
free to seek another warehouse ; only wheie 
will the poor fellow find it, when eveiy master 
has a third mair hands hanging on, than he 
can fully employ. So he is free to jump 
o’er the brig as he gangs haine ; and may- 
be, in a sense, that would he the best thing 
he could do, only he would riii a chance o’ 
drownin’, and o’ leavin’ an oiplian family to 
whole starve, instead o’ half starving ; and 
also o’ committin’ a deadly sin. Had a w'ar 
been going on, and the king needed soldiers, 
he might have left liis family and ta’en the 
bounty. This is all the real choice he has 
between w'orking for what yc think best ; 
or starving, and seeing them suffer who can 
worse hear hardship. Yc ken, sir, better 
than I can tell yc, it’s little a weaver can 
turn his hand to. But 1 am far from 
blaming you, sir. When I see your full 
shelves, 1 ken weel ye are 3nair to he pitied 
than blamed.— But oh, tliore’s something 
sair wrang among us.” 

After this lecture the weaver, having now 
carefully knotted up the yam in his ragged 
Mwtn^ handkerchirf^ left the warehouse. ' 
An’ how is a’ wl’ yon, Andrew?” said 
Mr. Mathewson to the old man, when they 
were left alone. A man o’ sense, like you, 


is no doubt surprised to hear half their un- 
reasonable nonsense. Ye may all know that 
in the present state of the market, our house, 
and too many others in this same town, aio 
btutfing our warehouses with goods, for 
which there is neither deinand^or likelihood 
of demand ; and dipping rashly into our 
capitals, ratiier than throw our hands all at 
once idle. Prices, such as we once got, need 
never he looked for again ; and how, then, 
can men be so unjust as to exjject tlie same 
w^ages?” 

"It may he sac, sir,” said the old man. 
"And it might he better for us all if thcic 
were less lahouTy and less stuffing up of the 
white goods : but oh, Mr. William, dinna go 
to aggravate and exasperate a poor worn-out, 
half-btarvcd i^orkman, ])y telling him he is 
as free to refuse work as ye are to refuse 
him employment. I cauna thole to hear 
that even from you, sir. — So were \e, w^hen 
a haim hoarded wd’ tlie gudewife — and a 
dour loonie ye w^cre— to tarry* at your por- 
ridge ; hut ye ken weel that in an hour or 
tw'a afterw’ards ye were fain to draw to j our 
bicker.” 

Mr. Mathewson smiled : " And ho>v, 
Andrew^ is my kind old nurse ? Ton bhould 
remember (for the sake of poor wcavcis) 
that if 1 perhcvcred in not eating, she w ould 
at last give the porridge a tempting dash of 
cream, and coax me to rat.” 

"It wdll be lang ere 3 'ou masters pour 
cream on our cogs, or cox huz to eat, Mr. 
William,” said the old man, smiling grimly . 
"Where saw ye ever, for twenty ycais 
bygane. in towm or country, in this kind, 
masters in any calling that could not find 
hands, — ay, and double, and triple hands. 
In the Back Woods of America ther.* may 
sometimeb I'e lock of labourers, hut seldoni 
at our dooi*-cheek,— and in our trade never ; 
aud never again will he, 1 jalouse. It will 
he fine times for the workman when ho is 
able, for any length of time, to rtfu&e an 
ill-j>aid job, Mr. William.” 

Andrew’s business was now despatched, 
and the conversation became more general. 
Mr. Matliewson inquired about lodgings, 
which he wished to procure in liis native air, 
and in Andrew’s neighbourhood. Something 
had disgusted him^with his handsome villa 
on the Ayrshire coast, which he w^as trying 
to sell ; and liis health required change of 
lur. 

Ye are looking, like myself, tliin, auld- 


* Takethepetat— refii^e.— 
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like, and yellow enough, sir,” said Andrew, 
with compassionate interest. 

‘‘It*a but a thin, yellow, hungry trade 
grown, this of ours, Andrew, compared with 
what we have both seen it,” replied the 
manufacturer; smiling at Andrew’s homely 
compliment ^ his complexion. ‘‘There is 
a change of times since 1 wqpt to come out 
on the top of the yam in my uncle’s caravan 
on a Saturday afternoon, to get an afternoon’s 
fishing with your laddies, and a capitaiybwr- 
hours of tea a'::d bacon, or burn trouts, from 
my old nurse ; while the overseer went about 
pressing w'ebs on you. Those were happy 
days.”’ 

“ Ye let us come to you now, sir. Ay, a 
weaver’s wife could gie a hairn a piece, or a 
friend a four-^hours then. Weel weel!” — 
Tile old man’s sigh filled up the sentence. 
“But I am wae to hear ye need country 
<|uarters for health, sir ; and there is ane at 
hame will he much concerned. What is like 
the matter?” 

“No great matter, Andrew; something 
and nothing. The doctor says air, the pony, 
and ease of mind, will soon make all right ; 
but the last is a commodity .become right 
scarce among us.” 

“Witbv a* tliose shelfs, and hales, and 
muckle count-books, sir, and so many poor 
folk about ye, I can weel understand that,” 
replied Andrew, glancing over the array of 
desks, and on through the long perspective 
of tJic deep and well-stored warehouse, room 
after room retiring from view. Mr. Mathew- 
son’s complaint was that of hundreds of 
commercial •men In these times, lie \vas 
nervous, he was dyspeptic, his sleep was 
broken, his appetite uncertain. Then he 
became almost quite well again, oi* much 
better, or nothing particular; and again 
there was a sense of languor, oppression, 
and exhaustion, or irritation ; and the phy- 
sician saw spmething was going wrong, hut 
could neither tell exactly what, nor yet con- 
fess ignorance. His most distinct fear was for 
water on the chest ; and “ the pony, and ease 
of mind,” were his universal prescription for 
all men in business. “ If it’s to be got ony 
where, it will be found about —7 side, by me, 
Andrew ; so make the gudewife look for some 
bit room — no fine place-— ^d I’ll try to get 
out on Saturday ; and now for your ^ws.” 

“ Yours it maun he, sir ; The Bill is to, 
do us a’ a power of good, nae doubt? But 
what’s come ower the Factoiy Bill?— the 
wives will a’ ho at me for news about that. 
Whateyer comes of us aixld, doited, weaver 
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bodies, it would be heartsome ifo the bits 
o’ bairns, poor, dowie, spiiitlMS,: jwiuiog^ 
decrepit things, eased of their lailg hqurs. 

I wonder what the manufacturing tribe wil} 
criue and dwindle into, sir, in a generation 
or twa.” 

“If the wives would take care of their 
bairns themselves, Andrew, that would be 
better than ten bills. There has been a deal 
of senseless clamour about this same story. 
The Government have more wit than inter- 1 
fere ivith the entire freedom of all contracts 
between capitalists and labourers. The 
Factory Bill will get the go-hye, ye’ll see,” 
“Entire freedom ! — how can ye ca’ it sae, 
sir? It’s a’ delusion and mockery to tell 
even liuz, tlfht’s grown men, that we have 
entire freedom of working at ony price. 
But freedom of contract for children I Na, 
na. Can they manage for themselves ? Are 
they free? Alack, alack !” 

“They have their parents, and friends, 
Andrew, to take charge of their engagements. 
May they not he safely left to them?” 

“ No, sir, they cannot — ye see they caimot. 
In a cot-housc on a moor, witli a kail-yard 
and potatoes enow, I w'ould leave, cheerfully, 
a balm to its ain inotlier ; but in this weary 
town of yours, wi’ a man thrown clean gut 
of work, or brought down to the starving 
point in wages, hunger and cauld pinching, 

I and a mill open for bairns, be the hours short, 
or those of black niggers, be the place healthy 
or murderous, we are come to that state, 
that fathers and mothers tmun sell their 
bairns’ labour. Necessity has no law’ ; the 
poor thing of eight maun slave for the sister 
of two or three. Ye have read in our auld 
Joscplius g’ mothers so bested as to eat the 
very fruit of their bodies.” 

“ And now we may hear of them drinking 
it, Andrew,” said tiie manufacturer, sliarply, 

“ I’m no denying our faults, sir ; would 
we were in a way to mend tlxem, or had 
encouragement thereto. But it’s plain to be 
seen that we are far, far departed frae tlie 
healthy state, in wliilk things might be left 
to themselves, and owrselves to ourselves. 
But think ye it is right to meddle or make 
I only to scatiie us? If you protect your com, 
and your whisky, and your what not, by 
! law^s and statutes, and fines and felonies, why 
no protect ours and our bairns’ wearied limbs 
and exhausted bodies, as w^ell as at oux 
bread which should nourish us?” 

I “ I have nothing to say for the Coti 
j Andrew ; yet I cannot see that one hiiA law 
I should be an apology for another nsekss one. 


i 
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not trust this treasure evea to her foster 
child. " There were so luany ups and 
downs,” she said wisely, amang the great 
masters.” Two benefit societies to which he 
sometimes grudged having paid for forty 
years, without being above three times sick, 
placed Andrew above the dread of destitution 
iu illness, or of wanting decerit and Christian 
burial, wdiich always supposes expense ; and 
the meinberslii]) of a book-club which he had 
mainly established, and of a newspaper-club 
which origii^jilly took in ‘‘ The Gazetteer ! ” 
supported his Hociai importance in the neigh- 
bourliood. lie kept his seat in the church, 
though that too was felt a heavy cess in bad 
times, and having surmounted the evil poli- 
tical fame of his youth,«he was now on the 
new Minister’s leet for an elder. It was 
indeed suspected that Mr. Draunt the clergy- 
man, had done tliis as a stroke of policy, at 
a time when a rumour of building a Seceder 
Meeting-house arose in the village. Andrew 
had at one time kept a couple of apprentices ; 
hut this source of profit was stopt ; he however 
let his loom shances, and was often not paid 
the rent. His own gains were little indeed ; 
not above 4s. Od. a-week on the, average ; but 
somohowjie contrived to maintain his place 
as patriai^ cf the village. The only aid he 
received was from his daughter, who kept 
him clear of arrears with his societies ; and 
who once, when in a desperate fit of neces- 
sary economy he gave up both his clubs, 
which cost a shilling a quarter each, entered 
him anew. Deprived of the distinction of 
Jiaving the newspaper directed, as for forty 
years, to “Mr. Aivlrew Howie, Manufactu- 
rer, Spindleton,” the old man had become 
« spiritless and insignificant in his own esteem 
What is life deprived of life’s enjoyments! 
Restored to his club, Andrew read, ex- 
pounded, and rehearsed with greater zest 
than before ;,and was again the village oracle. 

Andrew Powie, though not an idler, was 
on principle not keenly industrious. Con- 
stant slavery at the loom,” as he called the 
modern long hours, vraa against his creed 
and also his hahits ; and though tlie old man 
toiled only ten Lours a-day, where his poor 
neighbours worked fourteen^ and sixteen, he 
never ceased to maintain, that his own hours 
were much too long, and the necessity for 
such continued labour owing to a had con- 
stitution of society. Man was intended, 
Andi*ew loftily affirmed, for something better 
than perpetual, monotonous drudgery. 

Long before Mr. Owen, or Spence, or any 
of those apostiei^ or their new systems, were 


‘ 87 


heard of, Andrew’s benevolent speculations 
had wandered into fomi^ to which some of 
his neighbours looked with interest, and 
others with amusement. His visionary Co- 
operative Societies, and manufacturing vil- 
lages, were to be centres of domestic comfort, 
leisure, instruction, liealth, happiness for aU, , 
For the young vho labour, and the old who rest. 

He, however, differed entirely from Mr. 
Owen in one essential particular. Every 
household in Andrew’s town, was to have its 
own sacred fireside. If more extravagant 
in politics, Andrew llowie was more strictly 
religious than many of his younger neigh- 
bours. The spirit of Christianity entered 
fully into his weaving Utopia, and mingled 
with all hia» visions of the social Millennium 
of Spindleton. 


When the old couple returned from after- 
noon service, on Uie Sunday after Mr. 
Mathewson’s andval, the conversation natu- 
rally turned on their former boarder, and as I 
naturally reverted to their own changed 
condition. Sunday was now the day 
of the week, in which they indulged in the 
extravagance of that thin Um dilution, 
which they, perhaps from habit, named tea ; 
and which a weekly slice of wheaten brejad, 
and a sprinkling of treacle, which Andrew 
thought good for liis elocution, accompanied. 
Yet it ill becomes me to speak thus slight- 
ingly of the beverage which the philosophic 
weaver sucked up like a leviathan, even to 
the sixth or seventh maceration of the bitter 
many-coloured leaves. 

Though curtailed at his board, Andrew 
enjoyed many little comforts and great 
blessings unknown to his bretliren in ‘‘ yoiii 
weary Glasgow,” He retained, after all his 
losses, the blessings— how great ! — of fresh 
air, a roomy lodging,.Tiis garden, his good bed 
and useful fumituiv, the leisure which ho 
took, preferring it, in a balance of comfort, to 
w'hat others might have reckoned necessaries ; 
though he thus forfeited the trifle of more 
wages, at which men with families greedily 
grasped, at the expense of weary limbs, ox- 
hausted spirits, and final!}’' of mined liealth. 
He also enjoyed, to the full, his own impor- 
tance in his ancient neighbourhood, and the 
superiority Jie ever maintained in argument 
and conversation. Though his wages were 
scarcely a third of what he had once earned, 
his kitchen in a cold night was almost a$ 
snug as ever, his bed as warm, his cliurch 
sefit as sacred. How few old liand-looxn 
weavei's could boast of as much I 
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That’s a dish of prime tea, gudewife,” 
said Andrew, breathing hard, from gulping 
down the fifth filling, the last tliiee witLiut 
sugar ; Whate’er Mr. Cobbett may say, 
and he is a wonderful man, I wadna’ care, 
in my auld days now, to take as much 
ereiy night ; he*s a strong stamacket man 
0 * his nature, I reckon, Mr. Cobbett, and 
doesna ken tlie wants o’ sedentary callings.” 

“And sail* do I wish, Andrew, joe, I could 
gie ye a dish ilka evening, after toiling at 
that weary loom for six lang hours frae din- 
to supper, upon may-be potatoes and 
salt.” 

»’*‘And under a good dispensation o’ civil 
l^vemment, I ken not, Tibby, what should 
i'tebid. I told you how kindly Mr. William 
bore in mind the hearty Saturday fmr-fwurs 
ye wont to .give him and the laddies lang- 
syne.” 

We durst na bid him to a dish o’ tea 
now ; and it’s the less matter, as we have it 
not to offer. Then 1 had baith a bit sweet 
butter and loaf sugar for a stranger. But 
oh ! he looks wan, and defaite, poor man ; 
muckle worse than ye let on to me. That 
extravagant family is breaking his heart. 
.They say, Andrew, his wife and tawpic 
daughters no’cr entered the kirk door six 
times in the . same gown. They say Dr, 
Chalmers gledged off the book, and glowered 
braid at them ae day they rustled in, in their 
silks and satins.” 

“ Hout lass, ye ken little about it ; it’s no 
a woman’s gown or fifty o’ them — gude kens 
they’re ower cheap — could have played 
pliew! on a trade like his. It’s tlic trade 
itsel, Tibby, that’s ruined. The lasses in 
South America, and the crosses in North 
America, and Botany, and Van Diemen’s. 
Shops fu’ o’ finished goods rotting in the 
faulds of the hydraulic press, or roupit 
abroad for far below the first cost.” 

“ Poor man ! I wot nae, Andrew, but 
auld Geordie Matbewson’s trade, tbough 
sma’, was, when a* comes to a’, a surer call- 
ing ^an this high-flying o* Mr, William’s : 
wi’ a’ thfcir new-fangled tackle, throwing 
greedy grips to tlie ends of the earth, and 
spreading . out gauze duds to bring hame 
midges.” 

“ Partly right, but far mair wrong, Tibby, 
as the women-folk genei'aJly are,” said 
Tibby’s apostle. “Mr. William and his 
neighbours have done good and ill baith to 
themselves and to huz weavers. But thiif 
. jabbering about temporalities, is scarce Sab- 
bath-e’eningdisepu^e ;,sp ye’U rinse up your 


tea-tackle, as Mr. Cobbett ca’s it, and let's 
get in the Books, my woman.” 

Mr. Mathewson on this Sabbath-night, 
WES also at Ms BookSj brought out on the 
pievious day in his gig-box ; and as a finst 
draught of the prescribed ease of mind, in 
his rural abode, he dwelt upon them, com- 
paring the f&ir and glittering aiTay of 
figures in the ledger, showing what ought to 
be tlie profits of the yeoi*, with what lie 
feared they might eventually turn out, till 
Andrew Ilovrie was awakened /rfter his tea- 
supper, out of his long refreshing first sleep, 
by the twittering of the swallows in the 
eaves of his cottage. 

All next day Andrew hung over his loom, | 
full-primed, and at half-cock, prepared for a | 
vigorous discharge of argument and elo- 
quence upon the manufacturer. It was 
evening before Mr. Mathewson paid his 
visit ; and then he appeared fonder of a 
fireside chat with I'ibby, than political dis- 
cussion. But hm came Andrew, his Kil- 
marnock nightcap in one hand, a bunch of 
well-thumbed pamphlets in the other, con- 
sisting of a few select numbers of CMetCs 
llegislsry a rtray Carpenter's Political Maga- 
zine^ some old Examiners^ and ,the last 
Trades' Advocate. Without loss of time or 
ceremony he opened his broadside. 

“Think ye still, sir,” said Andrew, fol- 
lowing the eye of bis visiter round the 
apartment, wliich, as contrasted with the 
memory of former years, sliow’ed few tokens 
of increasing national prosperity ; “ Think 
yc still this a better world Uiau that of the 
last generation? Have we mair .meat, mair 
leisure to make oui*selYeB wiser and better 
men, fitter for another warld ; mair peace of 
mind, mair comfort at the fireside, and in 
our families, than the auld folk ye remember 
here?” 

“There’s more, and merrier of you, any 
way,” said the manufacturer imiling^ as a 
squad of ragged children scoured yollixig past 
the door. 

“Granted, sir, and mair w’ovk too, — far 
mair production ; and if w© could waim 
ourselves with brass and -metal trinkums, 
and eat crockery ware and our ain saft 
goods, it would be a brave world this com- 
ing up among us : the lady lias her two 
silken gowns, and the lass her three printed 
ones, o’ PeeVs rotlen cfOtom^ as Mr. Cobbett 
ca’s them, for one langsyne ; but does that, ^ 
sir, make up to you and me for oar long, 
weaiy work hours, our anxious minds, and 
outlay of 8iller.«-lf four gowm^ a|id a dozen 
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I getter. By-and-by we must alter eiit 
SiD^ Book, and make the answer to the 
question ^ What’s the chief end of man?-^ 
at least of manufacturing man, to be-— To 
work fourtee|i or fifteen hours out of the 
twenty-four, fabricating, half the time, trash 
worth no rational body’s buying ; and half- 
starving while he is about it.” 

“There is much truth and much error 
in what you say, Andiew,” replied Mr. 
Mathewson. “ But how do you system- 
mongers, and state-tinkew propose mending 
your condition — would ye advise a htiikc.” 

Na, sir ; I’m for nae Strike, unless it 
were better managed than ever I saw a 
strike yet If the yeartlien vesahel smite 
itself against the vessel of iion, where will 
i lie the potsh erds ^ But if you would give 
^up undSNMilil^'each other, sir 

“ And I mty retort, if ye would give up 
your under- WdRking, Andrew — and over- 
working, and Iw hours, and diminish your 
ninnbers.” 

“I showed you how it could not be, 
dr, — situate as lae are; entangled eveiy 
limb and powei o’ us, in that weary loom.” 

^And how do you know that we aie not 
equally entangled— Reckon ye for nought 
allMr mills, machinery, goods, debts ; bind- 
hand and foot as hrmly as the neces- 
sity of daily supplying the daily meal does 
you to your loom — character, capital, and 
credit, are with us all at stake ; — yo should 
he considerate in your Judgments of us, 
Andiew.” 

“ Ay tlmit they should ; and that’s what I 
aye tdl thm,” put in Tibby. “It would 
be like, Andrew Howie, if you, that’s 
a man, of knowledge and experience, gave 
Mr. William a gude advice.” Tibby had 
I unlimited faith in the i^isdom of her head. 

“Then I would (autiqu you masters, sir, 
how yo build niair mills, and machinery ; 
though we had a spurt of better trade lately.” 

“ And try ye, Andrew, and advise your 
neighbours to make at least three out of 
every five of their boys, some other trade 
than weavers, though brisk times should 
come.” 

“We must have down the peck too, sir — 
I and that shortly ; but how are we to keep 
it down if ye go on at this same rate. Ye 
may cover ail the prairies in America with 
Paisley e^awls, and the plains of India with 
I ginghams and mull muslins, and hang yams 
on Uka buss o’ the wilderness ; but what the 
I better would we be ? Cheap bread itself, the 
I blessing we are ell craving, will last but for 


a short time, if we manage no a’ the better. 

If by underselling, and over-producing, we 
learn the agriculturist, by small degrees, to 
get six ells for his bushel instead o’ three, 
what the richer, better fed 1 mean, will us 
poor operatives be, in the long run ? Till 
we can make the field yield its increase as 
rapidly as the machine does its products, or 
limit tliose products, it makes little odd-> 
'whether the loaf is nominally a sixpence or a 
shilling. It will still be aboon our hand.” 

“ Na, Andrew Howie, ye are ^rely gaen 
i lean daft now I” ci ied Tibby. “ My ceitcs ! 
a sixpence or a bliilling for a loaf ! ’J'here’s 
an uiieo odds.” 

Andrew looked from his half-closed eye- 
lids witli a sort of pitying contempt of the 
weaker vessel, which was irresistible to Mr. 
Mathewboii, low as his bpints were. L.t-ih*!!- 
ing heartily, he declared that Tibby lidd the 
best of it. 

Her delight was complete, and Andrew 
himself was njuch gratified ^hen, iibing, tln' 
inanufacUmT leq nested his old fobteur to 
cook for him the well remembered sappei of 
his simple childhood, the only dish he could 
now fancy lor his eaily rural supper. 

“Sowens! so wens !” med Tibby, with 
glowing e^es, “eh, sir! and do think 
could sup sowens yet! atweel yc sc no want 
them.” Mr. Mathewson believed he was 
thus imdegencrate, — Master Manufacturei, 
and great Cotton Loid, as he had so loin, 
been. 

Andrew, putting on liib niGrht-cap to ward 
off the night air, and still caiiying his prin- 
ted documents, convoyed the vibiter to the 
end of the ^ illage, adding “ line upon line.” 
“That’s Maihewbon the great maiiufacttl- 
rer,” was whisperc^d among tte loungiUj^ 
groups in the village street* hod « 

great losses lately they say, and ififsome out 
here to seek his health. — I’ll Andrew''' i 
Howie has been gi’en him a hdlklin. ^ X 
it in Andrew’s eyne.” 

Nor could Andrew, beset byfriends on lii% i 
return, deny the honourable ii^peachnieii^, ^ 

“ It will be twa days, lads^ ^4 Mr. William^ 
say again, man and nussfif* joiect ou equal 
terms, at this time, in this jMjttntry.” , But 
we leave Andrew to the g!o^ fightlfig his : 
buttle over again, till Tibby had three times | 
summoned him tai(Js water-gruel supper. 

If any reader shall imagine | 

that in Andhew Howie, ho recognist*S an 
old acquaintance, we trust Biat he w^Ul like ! 
our hero none the worse for such recollection | 
of another honest man. 
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THE TENTH. ATOB OP THE OLD HOUSE OP COMMONS; 

OB, FSMALE POLITICIANS. 

BY MBS. JOnNSTdNT.. 



mo 9 t unfortunate eeoson to bnng 
out a girl, without any exception, since the 
year of that wretched business of Queen 
Caroline ; — admitting that we have a most 
amiable Queen, and may expect drawing- 
rooms.'* — This was said by Lady Ilolroyd, 
with her most imposing face of feminine 
diplomacy, across a breakfast-table, at which 
she sat the-H-Ute with her husband. 

“ Then suppose, my dear, you leeplierin^* 
replied Sir Jermyn Holroyd, with quiet 
humour, — ‘‘suit your tactics to the time. 
But what makes you imagine, Anne, that, in 
coming up to town for a week or two, where 
her presence was iequii*ed by me on her 
coming of age, my jjretty ward thinks any 
tiling about out or in ^ '* 

Nonsense ! Sir Jermyn ; Miss Clifford 
has some reason to compbiin of my neglect 
alieady ; hut were it not that our friends 
are prepared to see her with qs — ^that expec- 
tation is a tip-toe, and Margaret of age, I 
would stifl liave counselled seclusion for this 
spring. The men — that is, all the men 
worth thinking about — will think of nothing 
hut their vile politics. There will lie no 
dinners — thin parties— tlie House and the 
Clubs everlasting.** 

“ Pho ’ you take it far too seriously, Anne. 
The world will wag this session pretty much 
in the old. way, jjb least so far as relates to 
marrying, and being given in marriage, 
j nice a little girl as Margaret, with the Priory 
acres to her petticoat, is only in danger of 
being too quickly snapped at : you must take 
care, in the tirst place, to make her over to 
some honest Whig ; and, if possible, to one 
of our own county.** Lady Holroyd bowed 
. with dignity ; her look saying, “ You may 
'fOfely confide all that to me.** 

While this conversation passed, the subject 
^ a lovely and pleasing girl, with no- 

thfi^ in the least ttrikin^ at a tot glance, 
^teifed the apartment, prepared to go out, 
, 4iawl over her arm. She had arrived 
^ ^jiliXoqdon only on the preceding evening, 
in right of suppoBed fatigue, though 
Margaret’s blooming face acknowledged none, 
* , breakfast had been sent up to her chamber. 
Going out, Miss Clifford ! so early and 
alone carriage, 1 believe, is not o^ered 
Lady Holroyd, in stately snopriBe, 


“ Only to run across the way to Geor^ 
giana,” returned the young lady. “ She has 
got into one of those fine new houses, I be- 
lieve ; hut I know ‘ her whereabout,’ and old 
Ralph will marshal me.” 

The young lady Jcissed her hand, like one 
quietly resolved not to he stayed, and was 
off, leaving her patroness to direct to Sir 
Jermyn the emphatic, — “ Miss Clifford can- 
not l>e aware that Lady Robert Anson and 
I don’t viedt ; — that circumstances reuder it 
impossible wc should be on any teiios lisve 
those of the coldest civility — if to that much 
her ladyship is longer entitled from me.” 

Five minutes afterwards, Miss Clifford was 
in the arms of her proscribed friend, who 
started from under the hands of her luaid to 
receive her thrice-wclcome visiter. 

“ My dear charming Margaret, how kinL 
to force your way to me; I have nofe-faum 
you for three days, thinking 1 iniglit smunp 
you in here — contraband, for a few tow 
before you passed into legal custody ; 
why not come to me at tot, and for «|K 
gether ? — But a week emaneipates you, auir 
then jfou are mine ! ** 

“But, Georgiana, now that I have breath,, 
what has come between you and my worthy 
guardian’s excellent lady, an old family 
friend, who used to appear so particularly 
gracious to you ? ” 

“ So she has not told you, then V* said Lady 
Robert, colouring slightly. ‘‘Oh! *tis nothing,, 
or lehO'^poltticsy I believe; only we don’t 
visit— pis, and tant misudr, unless she 
were able to keep ym from me ; on all other 
points 1 defy her.* 

Lady Robert \nsou was the favourite 
schoolfellow and early friend of Miss Clifford. 
Her ladyship had now been married for nearly 
five years, and was the mother of three 
children, ^ough only four years the senior 
of the secluded Margaret ; and this period 
liad made her os much n woman of the world 
as was permitted by a heort naturally kind, 
iJiough habitually selfish ; and a head wlucb> 
affecting deep knowledge of public affain, 
and of those secret causes in hig4 place* on 
which they hinge, was as volatile and inew 
' sequent as it had been at eighteen, tt was 
vain for Lady Robert to pretend to diplomacy ; 
but with her party she had her own uses. 
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In grace, and charm of manner, Lady preted it in some understood way ; for in tho 
Robert had improved during her sojourn in course of the morning several gentlemen 
the higher regions and deeper recesses of tlie were admitted, Avho appeared to bo of Lady 
fashionable and tlie political world ; and the Robert’s most intimate and confidenti^ 
early beauty of which young Margaret had coterie, and also two ladies, handsome, fashion- 
been so generously proud, had gained as much able, dashing women, who were permitted to 
in refinement and delicacy of expression as it remain nameless, though some of the gentle- 
had lost in ingenuous freshness and juvenile men were particularly introduced to Miss 
bloom. To none of Lady Robert’s liigh-bred ClifFord. Men and women appeared alike 
fascinations was Miss Clifford insensible, but ardent politicians, plunged over head and 
the chann of kindness was far above them ears in the affairs of the day, and the debate 
all ; Geoi'giana loved her,— slie at least loved of the night. Lady Robert’s work-table had 
Georgiana; not — and she chided herself for been constituted into a council-board, where 
the feeling— as she once liad done, but still pamphlets and newspapers were tumbled 
far too- truly and dearly not to have lately over, notes received and despatched, and gold 
passed many an anxious hour on her pencils kept busy in incessant calculation,— 
account. gay badinage mingling with serious discus- 

Miss Clifford had come to give a long sion, and flij)pant remark with earnest deli- 
morning solely to her friend ; and Lady beration, or wha\ three of the ladies appeared 
Robert had ordered herself to he denied to to believe such. 

all the world. Several times Margaret at- Ten to one against I’alhot’s motion ! ” 
tempted to lead the conversation to affairs of cried one of the ladies, whom Lady Robert, 
serious impoi*t to both the ladies ; but Lady somewhat cochieifiskly, as 'Margaret thought, 
Robert either gave it a dexterous turn, or named “Mrs. A,” 

looked so vexed that Margaret could not press Lady Robert skimmed rapidly over the 
her. calculations which had led to this challenge, 

You know I must— Georgiana, tell and raised her graceful head in triumph to 
Sir Jermyn all, one of these days. I never the keen-eyed, sub tie-looking, diplomatic 
lie down or rise without self-accusation.” person, announced as Mr. Snapdragon, who 
You think far too seriously, too super- leaned upon her chair, wliile his regards w^re 
stitiously, dearest Margaret, of these trifling fixed on Margaret, who had retired as far as 
matters. In a week you will he your own possible from the council-table, apparently 
mistress — accountable to no one. You can- occupied with a book. This gentleman had 
not doubt the honour of Lord Robert, — you just entered along vdth a military man, 
cannot, Margaret, break my lieart by ex- whom Margaret heard sportively named in 
po8in*eB which would he so painful, so ruinous the circle, “ Lady Robert’s Coriejo^* a tenn 
at present : say nothing more about it, love, supposed peculiarly applicable to an old 
Oh ! there comes your maid with your clothes Peninsular campaigner playing the gaUant. 
to dress. I took the liberty to send your “ Who is this fine girl you have got to-day, 
apologies to Lady llolroyd. How could the Lady Robert?” inquired the diplomatist in 
exacting old woman expect you from me to- a queer kind of voice, the tones of wdiich 
day?” , grated on Margaret’s ear, 

“ I w’ish you had not, Georgiana,” said “ One to whom your labours of to-night 
Miss Clifford, gravely; ‘‘I would not for may earn you an introduction,’^ she whis- 

any tiling offend a person^so respectable, and pered ; “a ward of old Holroyd’s/ the 

BO very kind to me as Lady Holroyd has shire heiress, a real God-send to me at pre- 
alw&ys been.” But the thing was already sent, among the best of my ways and means 
fixed ; And Margaret soon forgot every cause for the season, and a chaiming girl to boot — 
of uneasiness in the chann of her friend’s Miss Clifford, my old school-fellow and dear- 
conversation, and the revival of old themes est friend.” Mr. Snapdragon muttered some 
and girlish scenes. And in tliis way, and words of intended compliment “ to the early 
with the customaiy helps of tumbling over friendship,” which his tone and manner con- 
dresses, books, muric, or jewellery, and nar- verted into a sneer. • “ Snappy being of the 
rating past, and planning future amusements, amiable nature,” another gentleman 'whis- 
Lady Robert contrived to speed the morning pered, that the sweetest things spnt up from 
houia. liis heart become aciid in their progress 

Tliougli the order, N<4 at "horn, had been to his tongue.” 
most explicitly given, the servants inter- Lord Robert Anson now first made his 
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appearance, and looked as if just out of bed, 
fevered and bloated. He complained of 
headach, and of the murderous hours of “the 
House/’ While he paid his compliments to 
Miss Clifford, the political deliberations were 
resumed in jdivan. They were now also 
joined by a pompous-like pei*son, of great 
account "^vith his party, for causes not exactly 
intrinsic, who was very formally introduced 

to Miss Clifford of the Priory, shire, as 

Mr, Bellwether, member for shire. 

The plaiT^f action for the night vTas sub- 
mitted to Mr. Bellwether, who took credit 
for what Snapdragon called lus acute sug- 
gestions of a former morning, as gravely as 
if they had ever glanced within a tliousand 
degrees of his slow and obtuse mind. 

Of what was passing, Margaret, tlidugh a 
silent, could not be an inattentive observer. 
She noticed that, as the heavy tread of Mr. 
Bellwether was heard, and long before he 
was announced, Snapdragon had whisked 
Mrs. A. off, through a side door, as a piece 
of smuggled goods not proper to be seen by 
every body in their society ; and also marked 
the almost angry impatience with which the 
appearance of another important confederate 
w'as expfedted, who never came. Snapdragon 
looked to his watch a dozen times, though 
the French time-piece glittered before him, 
and at last cursed himself for having at- 
tempted “ to move such a dish of skim-milk 
to any honourable enterprise.” 

One by one the i)nrty now dropped off, 
Lady Robert or Snapdragon sending after 
them those liglit jests and petty sarcasms 
which break neither bones nor squares, and' 
which often give the bystanders a truer 
light into the character of the inventor of 
tlic wit than of the j»erson at whom it is 
levelled. The party w^as reduced to seven, 
when the butler announced luncheon, to 
which MisS Clifford was conducted by the 
Coriejoy who, she now found, possessed tlio 
irresistible claim on a lady’s sympathy of 
wanting an arm. 

The nominal luncheon turned out a 
sumptuous, though small dinner, such as 
Lady Robert, too good a diplomatist to 
“ neglect her table,” was accustomed to give 
her party-friends, on field-days like this, 
that concoction and digestion might proceed 
together, without the loss of time. At lunch, 
or dinner, the conversation became more 
general, gay, animated, and witty, or a])^ 
preached that happier something veig^ on 
wit. Enemies were not foigotten, but 
friendd were the favourite subjects of disc^is- 


sion, where nobody was spared, from the 
most sacred interior of the Court to the mob 
leaders, ns they w^erc called. The minutes 
fled so pleasantly, that Lady Robert was 
compelled to remind the gentlemen of their 
public duties ; and as she rose from table, 
touching her glass with her lip, she called 
gaily to Margaret to pledge her “ country 
fashion ” to the discomfiture of Mr. Talbot’s 
motion. 

Miss Clifford unconsciously pushed bock 
her glass ; first looked disconcerted by the 
request, but afteiwards still more so at the 
grave "way in which she had taken it. One 
of the gentlemen whispered something about 
“angels’ prayera,’’ and Lady Robert, with 
some affectation of manner, but in her most 
caressing tones, murmured, “ Nay, love, that 
potent Whiggess, Lady Holroyd, cannot have 
converted you already? — luckily, I caught 
you too quickly for that.” 

“ Lady Ilolroyd never made an attempt 
tliat would so ill reward her trouble,” said 
Margaret, coldly. 

“ Miss Clifford will let her husband be 
politician for both sides of the House,” said 
Lord Robert. 

“ As Lady Robert has done,” cried Snap- 
dragon ; and the lady so complimented 
dened over brow and bosom, but affected to 
laugh. Margaret had learned — as in Eng- 
land wlio does not know more or less of every 
public affair, and the alleged causes of every 
public action — that Lady Robert Anson was 
greatly blamed for her husband having 
shabbily deserted his party — “his early 
friends,” the Whigs. 

“ I mean. Miss Clifford will permit her 
husband to give the law in politics,” stam- 
mered Lord Robert, amending his blunder, 
in the usual fashion, bv making it worse. 

“ And he will be an honest Tory,^’ cried 
Snapdragon, with that sharp, brassy, Irish 
voice, and presumptuous manner, which 
made him already Margaret’s antipathy. 

“ At least he shall be an honest man ! ” 
said Margaret, with spirit tmd dignity that 
rather surprised her friend. 

“Bravo 1 spirit i’ faith — all that English 
girls want to be angels,” said Snapdragon^ 
and turning to Lady Robert, “Are we to. 
know that\o-night our guardian angel keep9 
watch for us ; that bright eyes are upon us; 
that from yonder station they still — . 

» ‘Rain influence, and judge the prize?*’’ . 

“My heart, you may be sare,Js, with 
you,” replied Lady Robert; can- 

neither leave my fair guest, nor yet—” 
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^ Take her with yon? ” interrupted Snap- 
dragon, in a smothered voice. “ Why not 1 
Capital decoy-duck;— one can easily send 
abroad a rumour which will carry a legion 
of young WhiggUngs up to you. Talbot's 
majority is at most five. By Jove I you 
might turn it ! Tite- 4 e-fer would absolutely 
worship you for a stroke of female strategpy 
SO akin to his own genius in war." 

“ Too absurd ! ” returned Lady Robert, 
evidently gratified. " Though 1 do unscru- 
pulously enjoy an election mw, 
aul would be going too far.” 

" Not a bit of it, if successfully managed ; 
which I cannot doubt, if committed to your 
fair hands. I would send you *'lever Mrs. 
A. and a few more of Venus’s fly-traps,” 
cried he earnestly, as the consequences of 
this stroke unfolded to his quick apprehen- 
sion ; and drawing up his shoulders, he pro- 
truded the fine-turned, hut snake-like head, 
in which glittered the cold, clear, bright eyes ; 
and spread abroad those eager, mobile, clutcby 
fingers, till they grew into the semblance of 
talons or fangs, before tlie fascinated gaze of 
Margaret. 

There now p^issed many eager whispers, 
in which were mingled such words as the 
Prince, the Duke, the Ambassadress. — 

You emld, you if you wouldy out- 

general them all. By Styx, you might ! — 
or I bet my head for a tcnnis-bnll to the 
Radicals 

" Rated at its fair value, Snappy,” mur- 
mured Sir R. Rawlinson, hardly aside. 

“For what lesser purpose did Heaven 
illuminate such eyes with such a soul, such 
wit ?” continued the persevering politician — 
in the present instance too persevering^ or too 
indiscreetly urgent ; for the aristocratic 
lady, with some hauteur, said aloud, “ This 
would be going far to serve one’s friends ; 
betides, I have infinite contempt for such 
rivalship.” 

Thus ended tho conversation. Some of 
the gentlemen swallowed fresh exhilarating 
bumpers, others cofibe of triple strength, and 
all disappeared. 

“ A strange scene this to you, love,” said 
Lady Robeii, in her most caressing tones, 
and wreathing her beautiful arms round 
Margaret, who sat bolt upright besido her on 
ihe ooudi, in an attitude of grave determined 
thought. 

Her sincere reply was, ^^At least an 
unusual one, Geoxgiana.” 

“ You must often have heard of Mr. Snap- 
dragon, though, till lately, he was not of our 


ssr. He is the most talented, versatile crea- 
ture in the world ; full of taste and wit, in- 
dependently of his great capacity as a states- 
man, a man of business, and a debater. The 
Walpoles, fatlier and son in one; — and 
wields a plume, 1 promise you, like a scor- 
pion’s fang.” 

“An odd combination, indeed, Lady Robert. 
You remember our old little books at school 
told us, the wasp was armed with a sting, 
and the toad fumi^ed with venom. Tho 
nohler animals arc endowed rhth no such 
moans of ofienoe.” 

“ When our party get in,” continued Lady 
Robert, pursuing the train of her own thoughts, 
“ there is no saying to what that man may 
lise. Save the Duke— and, like Bellwether, 
he is itow rather in the past tense — there are 
no two men we could not better spare than 
Snappy. — But why not pledge me to the 
discomfiture of Talbot, Margaret? If 3011 
knew how that man has tortured us, or the 
cause I have pernmaUg to abhoi him 

“ You astonish me, Lady Robert,” ci led 
Maigaret, colouring ; “ I understood Mr. 
Talbot to have been a great favourite with 
you. When I was last in London, you did 
ail you could to make every body in lo\ e 
with him.” The young lady laughed, and 
again coloured slightly. 

“ So I did, — and so he then was a pi odi- 
gious favourite ; one on whom Lord Robert 
and I quite relied, which makes his conduct 
the more horrid in deserting us now.” 

*‘You shock as well as astonisli me, 
Crcorgiana ; a man so high-principled, of sucli 
honourable feelings as Mr. Talbot, distin- 
guished in every way. It was quite a tri- 
umph when he lately carried our county; 
even Lad;y Holroyd, much as she dislikes 
fatbolicB, was delighted with Mr. Talbot 
getting into Parliament-—” 

“ Where his first business wes to attack 
and expose his friends. But for Talbot — ay, 
Talbot — Lord Robert need not have lost that 
northern embassy, which, trifling as the emo- 
luments are, would have been something to 
us till brighter days come round; — some- 
thing better than living in London in this 
small way,” — Lady &)hcrt glanced with 
impatience and vexation round her splendid 
drawing-room,— “ s 4 mll, I mean, to what we 
were aoenstomed tc while our friends were 
in office^ or to what is expected from our 
rank.” Lady Robert now looked extremely 
sensible and matronly. “1 i^eak to you as 
a sincere friend, Margaret, — you who have 
done so much for us, — and as to one sensible 




THE VENTILATOR OF THE OLD HOUSE OF COMMONS. 1)5 

far beyond your yoarg or opportunities, his motber^g sake, I trust he is none of 
Our noble relotivea have» they fancy, so those—" 

much to do wth themselves. I am sure, I "A leader, a chief; I assure you it Is a 
-u^sh there was a law authorizing British fact, love. Don’t you read the papers at 
mid wives to drown two-thirds, at least, of all? — those of them worth reading I mean : 
the female offspring of the nobility in china there you may learn Talbot. Let me give 
basins. They have, 1 said, all so much to do you a specimen : — among liis motions, his 
with themselves, that it became quite a vile claptraps, of this year, was one about 

to provide for us in some public way. Now, the revenues of the Irish bishops, a direct 
except that Lord Robert draws bis full pay attack on church property. You have heard 
as colonel, of which they could not deprive of my uncle, the , Bishop, Mai*garet, and 
him, and that we have a mere trifle fi*om the what a favourite I am with liim, — he was 
colonial government, of W'hich some Irish a sort of forlorn hope to us when all else 
person, whom saddled on us, gets £300, failed us. Pie has a very handsome revenue 
a full fiftli, for doing the duties, whatever to be sure ; but is it not his own ? — and 
they are, — and that the reversion of mamma’s think of lym of late years being condemned 
pension has been secui'ed to me — and a terri- to live in exile away from the Court where 
ble business it w'as — we have iiot one farUiing he had been so much, and from all his 
of income. You know to your cost, Margaret, friends, in that honid country for months 
that we w’erc not, at the first outset, the most at a time, solely from a high sense of duty, 
prudent of people. But what could we do ? He is a delightful ])erson my uncle the 
Had omr friends staid in, all would have been Bishop, one who truly adorns the mitre. 
^Yell in a little time ; and I would have had He lived in the handsomest style between 
such pleasure, love, in seeing you established Bath, London, and Windsor, and was con- 
among us. But the Duke is so terribly self- stantly making us presents, and seizing such 
willed, — now this is in the strictest confi- oj)portunities as fell in his way of doing us 
deuce, — his cast-iron temper has been our all manner of public kindnesses. He was a 

dcaclliesi, trial ; and , the arch-traitor, prodigious favourite with owr King, ^hy this 

knows so well how to irritate, tickle, and stylo Lady Robert and her female friends; 
keep liiin in play. But we might still have at all times distinguished George IV. from 
had the embassy, even from the present set — his royal brother William IV.] and was 
they, blessings on them, have a sort of fellow- often at Windsor Castle for weeks together 
feeling, having little wants of their own — in the latter years of the late reign- 
save for Talbot and the Radical crew, who, ‘‘Heigho ! how times have .changed ! My 
raising the cry of a job against us, frightened uncle had as much to say with a certaiii 
the poor dear W'^igs into retrenchment, at ' Marchioness as proved very useful to his 
least in our case.’’ friends ; and 1 assure you, Margaret, what- 

“ Perhaps Mr. Talbot was not aware ,who ever ill-natured people may insinuate, no 
wastohold the appointment,’’ said Margaret; one was more capable of true friendship 
‘‘‘perhaps thought it a needless one, a burden than that lady, — where she took a fancy, 
on the country,” she added very gravely ; — My uncle possessed all those agreeable small 
but Lady Robert caught only at tlie first talents for society, ’which at Court tell so 
part of the fientence. well. He understood all the little amusing 

“ 0 I that would have signified notliing to games and turns of address which the Dow'a- 
Mr. Patriot Talbot,” she cried, laughing in ger-court people enjoy so much, though to 
angry disdain ; “ his virtue would have us they do seem tiresome. Forty years ago 
rejoiced the more in the sacrifice to his he was a first-rate Grecian, I am told ; and 
friends the reformers^ had it been that of liis you know the Bench of Bishops is not very 
own brother, if he had had one. You can rich in the best blood, wliich has its own 
form no notion, love, of the unprincipled, value in certain places. He tww all that I 
daring length to which Mr. Talbot and his say ; and you may guess the extent of my 
revolutionary friends are pushing matters obligations to Mr. Talbot, when I tell you, 
this session, — of the nature of the incendiary that his infamous motion gave this aami- 
war they almost openly Vrage with rank, rable prelate, my poor uncle, a fit of gotit^ 
propeiiy, and the most sacred institutions in Which flevr to his brain, or something' of that 
Church and State.’^ . sort. Sir Henry Halford never understood 

“ Good Heavens ! Geoilgiana, it cannot be the case properly, though no one doubted the 
of the 'Mr. Talbot 1 know, you iq»eak : for cause ; and now, though absolutely rolling 
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in gold, immensely licii, he has got a ‘wild ] 
craze^ that the Radicals will plunder him, 
the funds break, and that he will die a beg- 
gar in Trim work-house, — some homd Irish 
place; nor wuld he now part with one 
guinea to save all our lives*” 

Poor Ireland, how I enjoy thy i-evenge !” 
thought Margaret, who found some difficulty 
in preserving her gravity at this pitiful his- 
tory. At last, she said, “The people of 
Ireland are so miserably^poor, Lady Robert, 
— that must be Talbot's apology ; and the 
bulk of them are Catholics too. One could 
say, in thinking of them, nearly with 
Chateaubnand, a royalist even up to your 
bent, — time will come when it will not 
be believed, that, in a Christian land, one 
priest enjoyed a revenue of £20,000, while 
thousands of people wanted a meal.' ” 

“Merciffil, Margaret, surely you cannot 
be an enemy of the Church !” 

“ Heaven forbid ! Lady Robert ; I hope 
there is nothing in what 1 say, that shows I 
am not a sincere friend of the Church, its 
humblest, most submissive daughter. I 
only think, in common with tens of thou- 
sands of Church of England Christians, that 
its revenues are sometimes cruelly gatliered, 
always ill divided, and too often ill be- 
stowed.” 

“ I must set Bellwether upon you, Mar- 
garet ; he lately represented University,” 

said Lady Robert, with forced gaiety ; “ or 
Goulburn or Jlerries. They will demon- 
strate by figures^ love, what a miserable 
pittance, if divided among the people, all 
tliat our rapadoita Oi’der enjoys would in 
reality be. — And the necessity of preserving 
the Second Estate, Margaret, — of maintaining 
the tone in religion and morals, — how could 
that ever be so cheaply supported as at pre- 
sent?” 

“ When I saw you last you were quite a 
LiberfiJ, Lady Robert, at least in Chnrcji 
matters.” 

“We were horridly betrayed, love ; thrown, 
I'feal*, irretrievably into a false position. 
Lord Robert had been so entangled with the 
Canning oligue^ who were a doomed race — 
the sooner we cut and ran there the better. 
;But then came iwr capital blunder — the 
Duke never should have conceded these 
Catholic claims. And now mark the base 
ingratitude of these Irish papists to their 
best friends. Why to a man they support 
the Grey set.” . 

A short pause of thot^ht took place.— 
And Robert might have been with them,” 


sighed Lady Robert. “ There we see Pal- 
merston, Melbourne, — all the old men in 
again; — but who can tell what is best? 
The path of piiblic men is beset with quick- 
sands. Sir Robert Peel has ruined his repu- 
tation by his honesty ; and, thanks to Mr. 
Talbot, so, meanwhile, the base press says, 
has Lord Robert Anson, by his vacillation.” 

Miss ClifFoi'd had almady heard, with pain 
and mortification, that Lord Robert Anson 
had, at his outset in life, acted a mean, 
shuffling, undecided part with tiio Whigs, 
afterwards a treacherous one with the Can- 
ning administration, and, latterly, a truck- 
ling one with the succeeding govermnent. 
He was, however, in virtue of liis family 
connexions and influence, floated on, till all 
had lately foundered together. 

“ But why thanks to Talbot, Gcorgiana V* 
asked Miss Clifford, in a tone of earnestness 
and vexation. “I know so little of your 
aflairs. While you were a fine lady^ and a 
minister’s wife, entertaining foreign princes 
and ambassadors, I could not expect you to 
answer my poor letters ; and since you have 
grown a politician it has been much worse. 
I fear, Georgians, you have never even read 
my country epistles. To M'hicK of your 
parties does Mr. Talbot really belong ?” 

“To none, love, — none. But, fie, Mar- 
garet, how could you imagine that I >voulil 
not read your letters ? — Mr, Patriot Talbot 
is a man of the people — an independent 
member — the modern Andrew Marvell, my 
dear — eats his mutton and turnip Avith his 
motlier in some small house about Parlia- 
‘ment Street, fagging in the Chancery Court 
all the morning like a tiger, and labouring 
in the House of Commons all night to build 
up a reputation Avith the Refoiinere, and 
destroy us. It is altogether too ridiculous !” 
continued the lady, with a choking laugh. — 
“When elected for your county, on the 
strength of his public virtues and '-v-onderful 
talents, forsooth! by the sovereign chaw- 
bacons, to represent and guard their precious 
interests — ” 

“ Nay, Lady Robert — ” 

“ Pardon the ofience against good taste, 
Margaret. Party-people, I own, arc always 
vulgar ; but you do not yet know what a 
humbug it all is, — to another vulgar but 
expressive word of my friend Snapdragon’s^ 
proscribed, I believe, at our old scliool ; — 
what an egregious humbug! but youSvill 
too soon learn.” 

“ Never, I trust,” cried Margaret, empha- 
tically, “ that independence and public 
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honesty, though rare, are non-existent in 
England.” 

“ With the Phoenix and the Unicorn, 
Margaret, they exist.” 

‘‘ But the Unicom does exist,” said Mar- 
garet, laughing, ‘‘ somewhere in the interior 
of Africa.” 

‘‘ And so may the Patriot, love, ■»— in that 
same latitude ; and every body who goes to 
seek him will die. But this interrupts my 
story. When Talbot got in on the peoide’s 
shoulders, tfs^iey describe it in their olegant 
phraseology, I thought lie might be of very 
great use to tts. We all thought him worth 
gaining ; even the highest of the very high- 
est powers ; and who so apt a negotiator as 
his old friend, Lady RoBert Anson, who was 
accordingly intrusted with • this delicate 
affair. 1 showed my credentials — ojieued 
my case ; but no — Heaven knows wdiat tho 
man plays for ; but his game, meanwhile, 
benefits, only the base Whigs. I failed of 
course ; tried the mother, who. kept her door 
shut in the face of wdiat the newspapers 
cull my allurements, temptations, charms, 
and fascinations. ’She is a very gentle- 
womanly person, I believe ; but she has 
suiToimded herself, and her proud papist 
notions, with n triple Chinese wall of pre- 
judices against the friends of the 

I’apists, which neither ‘s battering- 

rams, nor my small sapjiing and mining 
could dare on.” 

“Don’t, I beseech you,* tell me more of 
this, Lady Robert,” cried Margaret, abniptly, 
and in a tone of vexation. “ Mi*s. Talbot 
is a person whom I must respect, nay, 
venerate.” 

• “ J ust one small specimen, Margaret love, 

quite in your own way, to do you good, to 
sweeten your imagination. Talbot’s election 
— though to be done and below prime cost, 
so great a fauDurite is he — cost, nevertheless, 
some^^dOOO. This sum the Whigs would 
have defrayed; and they owed him much 
more before he got into parliament at all, 

, were it only for his various scribhlemcnts in 
their cause, we must not say in their service. 
Conceive the ridiculous pride of the old 
woman ! all her jewelsj^ heir-looms that 
had glittered in the masques of the Plan- 
tagenets and Tudors, onmments of tlie fair 
Talbots of othet days, — she, to my know- 
ledge, sold underliand, to save her son this 
mighty obligation, that no stain, forsooth ! 
might resign ^the one entire and perfect 
cliiysolite,* which now fonns Mrs. Talbot’s 
whole 'Wealth of jewellery.” 

Voi. ill. . 

“ Dearest Lady Roberi, is it posrible you 
do not sympathize in so fine an action 1 ” ‘ 
cried Margaret, her eyes glowing and glisten* 
ing ; “ if you do not, you are not the 
Georgiana you once 'svere.” 

“ Perhaps, love, I do sympathize — a little. | 
I am at least heartily indignant at the way I 
the pretty toys went. To think of the gems { 
my chaste .grandaines had adniirud, the Talbot ; 
diamonds of our county, sparkling in tlic \ 
tiara of my new aljy ! —Well, no matter, j 
— politics, like misery, bring folks ac- i 
quainted with strange companions, — the j 
calumnious Whigs would say ‘bed-fellows.’ ' 
’Tis a sorry trade, and a thankless. If we ’ 
had got this paltry embassy,” continued the 1 
lady, deeply sighing, “it would have been | 
so deli.ghtful to run away' from London j 
altogether ; hut don’t speak of Talbot again j 
to me, Margaret ; with all the reasons I have j 
to hate him, T am an angel to be able to j 
think of tlrat man with tem])er.” 

Lady Robert, notwithstanding all her , 
gaiety, brilliance, and high and the | 

marvellous scci*et ijifiuencc in jmblic aflaivF, ; 
on which she prided herself, now that the j 
fiinisy veil was’ removed, seemed so ill at ' 
ease, that, though many, if not of all lier ; 
misfortunes, were clearly attributable to a ’ j 
line of conduct, deliberately chosen and | 
obstinately followed, her fiiciul could not do i 
loss than pity, while she gently blamed, j 
Margaret would again have returned to 
confidential affairs ; but Lady Robert declared 
herself so hapjiy to-night, .and begged so 
earnestly to waive all odious business for 
• this one evening, that her friend could only I 
sigh and yield. ! 

It was now time to dress for that half 
hour of the Opera which Margaret reluctantly 
consented to share with her friend. And 
for this half hour of * '^.hibition, the fair | 
diplomatist made as elaborate a toilet as if i 
she had been going into the presence of ; 
Majesty. 

“ la it not miserable to find the habit, the ‘ 
necessity of dress, already beginning to outlive | 
tho enjoyment of the toilet ?” sJie said, 
while anxiously directing, and patiently sub- 
mitting to tlie finislilng touches of a French 
waiting-maid, obtained as a treasure from . 
the ambassadrd’ss, — one, it was whispered, 
better skilled in the English language and f 
the dexterous use of master-keys thi^ 'la^^ 
,i|dy would have approved, ,, , < 

** Her own toilet complete, Lady 
i as anxiously superintended tlie proper eqtiip- 
! mentdf her friend. “In beauty and e%ario<b 
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m far eclipse the Whig womens**, she sai^^ 
gaily, while sorTeying and oomi^lkPK^tipg 
Margaret. That is confessed eyen !hy their 
own Brains ; and the crisis requires all our 
forces — artillery of all kinds.’^ 

It was a dull opera^ and a thin, chilling 
circle ; no woman woHih bOstowihg a second 
look upon, nor man a second thought : so Lady 
Hobert pronounced. And of the few gentlemen 
who lounged into the box and chatted with 
her, not one was considered worthy of being 
named to the heiress, whom she said she was 
determined not to cheapen by too general intro- 
ductions. She soon seemed restless, uneasy, and 
out of place, and frankly confessed that her 
heart was not here. “ Dare I tempt you, Mar- 
garet, within the veigeof myspells? I am under 
a sort of engagement to sup with my friends 
at — House, where bright eyes make their 
own welcome. Sliall I tempt you thither % 
But first, with what will you bribe me to 
place you witliin eye and earshot of Mr. 
Talbot’s eloquence, and of the merciless 
thrashing that learned gentleman may make 
up his mind for to-night.” 

“ One part of your offer Would, I own, 
be a delightful gratification, if modestly 
practicable,” replied the young lady ; “ but 
when, how, or where 1 ” 

** Never mind the when and where ; follow 
you my white plume,*’ A nd in a few minutes, 
cloaked and muffled, the ladies alighted near 
the House of Commons, and found Sir R. 
Rawlinson as if in waiting for them. Him 
Lady Robert gaily accosted with, How 
wears the night,” and heard that Talbot 
had not opened yet, that Bellwetlier had’ 
contrived to tlirow in the drag of a few 
petitions, and also, that unless the debate 
was protracted to a very late hour, the 
division might be defeated by del^y for at 
least that night. With this, after some 
scrambling and winding through stairs and 
passages, not of the most inviting description, 
they found themselves at the Ventilator of 
the old H(me ofCtmmons / That den called 
tile dubs, The Petticoat Parliament 
HotiBe^” where night after night, through 
the laBit two agitating sessions, high-bom, 
stooping, kaieeling, nay eilent Beauty might 
be seen worshipping t^quence. Never had 
brighter eyea^ or i&irdr and more wannly 
throbbing bofiomi^ or watbbed the 

fortunes of the 11^ at andent toumal(peht, 
than those that nd# vidwed the turmoil and 
Wordy wni which nightiy below, among 

gallant Itnights m tbd wre, and gentle 
Squires, repiesentatires of fr>tten boroughs ; 


nor ever bad the dames of chivalry raised to 
Beaven more fervent aspirations for the 
success of their favourite heroes. 

Fountain of stolen waters ! dear, dirty, 
dingy, enchanting den !” cried Lady 

Robe^ on entering the place which had 
been her late haunt, during the protracted 

Reform Bill” discussions, and in which 
several persons, chiefly ladies, — ^young, beau- 
tiful, and elegant women, — were already 
assembled, and at their post of observation ; 
" Deaf, dirty hole-in-the-wall, ^lat theatre, 
opera-house, royal drawing-room, or more 
delightful royal cabinet, is to be compared 
in torturing, maddening interest, to the rack 
I have lately found^in thee.” 

Lady Robert met severe! persons of both 
sexes belonging to her party, and some of 
the members of her coterie ; but the cJiiefs 
were all engaged below, and a few subalterns, 
loungers, and attaches, did gallant duty for 
the evening. Lady Robert’s first care was 
to find an advantageous peeping-post for her 
young friend ; and, that done, she joined one 
of the groups, and afterwards disappeared, 
though Margaret, in the full gratification of 
a lady’s longing to penetrate those mysteries 
so provokingly and carefully veiled from 
female eyes, was too deeply engaged to mark 
the desertion. 

Separated from the overpowering mullitude 
of august and impressive associations which 
must crowd on every educated mind, in 
seeing, for the first time, the representatives 
of the British empire “in Parliament as- 
sembled,” tliere is little intrinsically either 
dignified or splendid in the aspects of that 
show. To a New Zealander, a congregation 
of Methodists, or a Jewish synagogue, would' 
infallibly prove more imposing, — a regiment 
of foot arranged in a chapel, a much more 
magnificent sight than that huge Free-and- 
emy motley club, of lounging, IblHng, ritting, 
standing, leaning, stretching, yawning, slum- 
bering, sleeping, winking, gaping, goggling, 
chewing, jotting, nodding, note-making mul- 
titude of “Faithful Commons.” Yet with 
what feelings is it first beheld 1— by Miss 
Clifibrd, at any rate it was, whose maiden 
glance was as awftfl an undertaking as ever 
was modest young membq^’s inaiden Speech. 

** Tia the prettieBt vilhun. 

She fetches her VreiOh like a new-ta'en sparrow,” 

reported the Hdndurable Horaoe Wimbledoti^ 
a ptating poet of Lady Robert’s party, vhom 
she had de^atched to attend to commands 
of Miss CHfPord, mainly to get his perked 
ears out of tlie reach of the confidential 
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whispers of her roterie. This was no\r 
increased by the MrS. A of the morn- 

ing, and the Corit^t who came VP stairs, 
leaving, as he said, Snapdragon, larking in 
the jungle, ready to spring on Talbot.” 

The demeanour of Mim ClifiFord was not 
ill depicted in Wimbledon’s conceited quota- 
tion. In surveying that formidable array, 
composed of so many discordant elements, 
yet forming so majestic or imposing a whole, 
her cheek flashed, and her heart throbbed as 
if too large ^r her bosom. When the first 
swell of feeling subsided, curiosity came into 
])]dy, and she looked round for some one to 
tell her who was who. 

Mr. Horace Wimbledon, with whom she 
had no desire to cultivate a closer intimacy, al- 
though he styled himself, “ Perpetual Speaker 
of the Ladies’ House,” had disappeared on 
his embassy ; and fortune favoured Margaret 
ill tlirow ing her upon the politeness of her 
next neighliour, a stately, and rather aristo- 
( latic-looking mail on, who appeared as much 
interested in the affairs of the night as her- 
hut yet took a benevolent pleasure in 
infinming the eager novice. 

And who were those “ Faithful Commons,” 
likely first lo stnke, and afterwards to rivet 
.a lady’s — a woman’s eyes? “Is it Sir 
James Giaham or Colonel Evans you mean?” 
whispered Margaret’s infonner, in reply to 
a question. Maigaret meant both, and 
se\eiaJ otlieis beside; but her eye was still 
restless ; it had not found tho object it 
sought : like some other patriots, it is to be 
Icaiod MargjLFet tried 'to conceal certain per- 
sonal feelings under tlie veil of public 
.^interest. 

“But the heroes of tliis night, ma’am ?” 
she whispered. 

“ 0, the Bill Men ! ” returned the lady, 
smiling, “ there is a host of heroes here.” 

“ ’Tis the member for —shire, I mean, 
as the hero of this night.” 

“ Oh, the real hero ! ” said the lady, 
smiling more freely ; “ Mr. Edward Talbot. 
I'here he is, whispering to Lord Palmerston, 
to that gentleman with the luxuriant 
whiskers* No, no, your qye is quite in the 
wrong direction ; the sometliiug at which 
you look, resembling a human countenance, 
gleaming beneath that thibket of hair, does 
not belong to his lordslup ; that is Colonel 
S— , or, as the wits of i&e Clubs name 
him, Mephibosheih.” 

The actuU appearance of Mr« Talbot, a 
I rush of members into the house, and the 
dead momentary silence, resolved Margaret’s 


doubts. She had seen him but onoe, for 
some years, hut had not forgotten him. 
His ilxet words were to her inaudible. The 
BubjeOt of his motion was the education of 
the people ; “ Not a Ministerial measure,” 
Miss Clifford’s neighbour whispered, “ but 
one wliich, to a certain extent, it was 
expected the ministry would sujiport, and 
also some members of the Opposition.” This 
whispered explanation had scarcely been 
given, when the orator, home on in the 
full tide of his discourse, first revealed to 
the distant fair spectator that something till 
then unimagined by her, the magic power, 
the commanding force of the highest elo- 
quence. • 

At the close of liis speech, and w^hile the 
walls still shook with the exciting cheers 
which wound up and dissolved the charm, 
and brought a gush of sympathetic tears 
into Miss Clifford’s eyes, she involuntarily 
turned to her companion, who appeared 
almost as much moved as herself, drew a 
long relieving breath, a deep sigh, and pas- 
sionately w'hidpercd, “ And this is eloquence ! 
I never before divined aught what tliat mighti- 
est power might mean ; but ’tis truth also — 
noble, generous, patriot feeling. Oh, how ad- 
mirable, how enviable the man who, blessed 
w'lth such glorious gifts, thus uses them in 
sw ayiiigthese hundreds of minds foi the happi- 
ness of millions I” And then abruptly chetking 
herself, as if ashamed of unmaidciily entllu- 
siasm, she muttered in a low hunied tone, 
“ Mr. Talbot is member for my native 

•c tunty ; and w c in slnre are naturally 

a little proud of him. 1 have heard of his 
wonderful parliamentary talents long; but 
never heard him speak before, — and he is so 
very eloquent I ” 

Maigaret’s varying.i i motion, her thrilling 
s^Tupathy, and rapturou:> surrender of every 
tlionght and feeling to the passing scene, 
had not escaped the notice of her companion, 
nor yet this “lame and impotent inclu- 
sion.” 

“ Mr. Talbot ought to he deeply sensible 
of the obliging partiality of his fair, young 
constituent,” she replied, “ and here, I 
believe, he comes to thank you.” And thb 
man sprung forward, on whose lips and 
eyes Margaret’s soul had trembled for the 
labour. She turned half away, ttiggiug 
at her veil, and shrinking into herself, sMver- 
trith uncontrollable emotion. Fortunatdy 
she was not seen. 

“ You have paid for your fancy, mcther,” 
was said n the voice which had lately 
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1 vibrated to Mai^ai'et’s heart, in tones how 
I like and liow unlike,— light, cordial, cheerful, 
j “ I am glad, tliat, till this moment, Mr. 

I did not tell me he had brought you 

to the House. You would have put me 
out to a . certainty. You must be quite 
exhausted 1 ” • 

“ Not exliausted, Edward ; not in the 
least, only too much gratified, too delighted.” 

“ Home now, then,” said the son, “ 1 must 

be off like a bolt ; but your squire, 

is getting you some tea, 1 believe.” 

“ Not oft^ Edward, till you have made 
your acknowledgments to one of your con- 
stituents, iny fair unknown neighbour, for 
the patient, nay, I believe, unwsaried atten- 
tion with which she has listened to your 
long discourse.” 

“ Indeed !” cried the member for shire, 

smiling, and bowing jirofoundly to the young 
lady, half screened behind his mother ; then, 
half-starting, with a speaking look, lie 
exclaimed, “ Mother, and do you not guess 
who this is ? ” Margaret, now fairly timied 
upon, blushed, and smiled, and bowed, and 
smiled and lilushed again, under the gajse 
of the son and mother. 

I la, J see now ! by her brow and smile, 
a Clifford ! IJow could 1 liave been so 
stupid ? I ought to know the Clifford coun- 
tenance. May I nov/ claim tlic privilege of 

an old woman, and an old shire 

woman, to inquire which of our fair Cliffords I 
have the honour to address ? ” 

Margaret Clifford of the l*riory,” 
breatlied Margaret, , 

“ Then meet where we may, we ought to 
meet as friends,” said the old ln|dy, extending 
i her hand ; and Miss Cliflbrd curtsied her 
deep delighted thanks, as one who sought 
, and felt in tliis gracious reception something 
beyond the commencement of an ordinary 
acquaintanceship. 

The gentleman, who came attended by a 
servant with tea, cried to Mr. Talbot to he 
off*; Snapdragon was on his legs.” And 
Talbot hurried away, crying, “ Mother, Miss 
Clifford, arc you really not tired ? May I 
hope to find you still bot/i here in a half 
hour?” 

" You will find us, . Edward,” cried Mrs. 
Talbot. “I can promise you neither of us 
AviU desert you till we enjoy your triumph.” 

Or console ine under my defeat, a more 
womanly office,” cried the disappearihg 
^ung member. 

, And how, my dear, do wo meet in this 
i strange place ? ” said Mrs. Talbot, as both 


ladies sipped the ‘ refresliiiig lympli ; ’ “and, 
pardon me, you are alone ? ” 

“ I am with Lady Robert Anson,” replied 
Margaret. “ I am properly with Lady 
Holroyd ; hut I owe to Lady Robert the 
gratification of witnessing a debate. And 
whither can she have betaken herself ?” con- 
tinued the young lady, now first recollecting 
the desertion of her friend, and the awkward- 
ness of her OAvii situation. 

“ Since Lady Robert becanig^a member of 
the ex-official corps diplomatique, she is 
oppressed with duties,” said Mrs. TaDiot. 

“ Miss Clifford must suffer me to take phice 
of her truant ladyship as matron protector ; 
but her set will all crow'd hither imme- 
diately, or fis soon as they hear the tones of 
their pavly-icfol, Mr. Snapdragon,” 

As Mrs. Talbot sjudvo, Liuly (lobert rf*- 
appeamd with her fair friend, and t\vi» or 
three gentlemen. “ Alone, M avgaret ? where 
is Lord Robei'fc ; w’hei'c \Vijnl)le(Joii, to whose 
innocent guard hinsliip J consigned you ? 
But Snajidragon is on his legs ; you w'ill be 
enchanted, Margaret. Defy his power if 
you can : to your post then.” 

Miss Clifford (who still stood near Mrs. 
Talbot, of w’hoin Lady Robert ap])eared to 
Iiave no knowledge) coubl not be called alto- 
gether an unprejudiced listener of the n'g'iilar, 
trained eampaigiiei*, wiioso tactics were to 
turn into ridicule wiiat he could not contro- 
vert. I 

The young life of Margaret had been more : 
one of reflection than of action and bustle, j 
Her temper was w’arm and candid ; and the 
quick perception, and the love of truth, the 
spontaneous impulse of her naturally clear, 
and still unwar])ed mind. Miss Clifford 
owed many blessings to what her fashionable 
friends called “a neglected education.” On 
this night, as one sarcasm followed another, 
and as the envenomed shafts ‘of wit, which 
recoiled from the mark at wdiich they w^cve 
apparently aimed, yet tickled into cheers the 
thoughtless and malicious, hei indignation 
became iri-epressible. Her curling lip, her 
changing colour, and muttered reprobation, 
betrayed her feelings to her venerable neigh- 
bour. And when this fierce attack became 
more close, and distorted statements of facts, 
gross exaggerathms, and insinuations at once 
barefacedly false and provokingly impudent, 
roused her indignation to the glowing pitch, 
rendered more intense by the knowledge that 
the mother of Talbot heard every word of 
this tirade, her feelings wore unconsciously 
revealed in the impetuous wdiisper of, “ Base, 
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! ! false and base ! but this cannot wound 

the feelings nor touch the fair fame of Mr. 
Talbot.” ‘ 

No, niy dear ; no, no,” replied the mother, 

! Tctuniing the sympjithetic pressure of the 
I hand, which somehow hers had sought and 
met. “ It cannot ; and I am ashamed of 
feeling myself so vulnerable to the seri^ent- 
sting of those persons.” 

b'rom other quarters of this whispering 
gallery, Margaret was assailed with the ad- 
1 miring cxc!a\!»iations, and low Hear / ^kcar ! 

! of Lady Robert and her friends. 

I “ Exquisite creature ! can Talbot survive 
I pounding?^' she cried, turning triumpli- 
! antly to Margaret. “ I perceive you are 
{ spell-hound, Margaret, and no wojider ; Snap- 
! dragon, J am certain, is awave of our pre- 
I sciice. If eyes could penetrate plaster, ho is 
I llio basilisk possesses the orbs to do the feat. 

: Does be not nightly dart their scorching fires 
! through the ponderous and fieshly volume 

of . Ha ! now you mark him 

, looking up to the Ventilator, Did you note 
' (hat about ‘airs from heaven,’ nkcaning 
j dear ; or, ‘blasts from hell,* that is the 'I’rea- 
, siiry Lieiich. llow fortunate, love, to have 
heard Si'andrngon to-night, when he po«^i- 
I lively outdoes himself ! lie will, he must, 

! turn the fortune of the question. What does 
1 that man not deserve of us ! How keen, how’ 
Idtimr his sarcasm ! and that unique, saucy, 
i’oUcUous ]>iqu!iiicy of style, which compels 
j thot.e to adiiiire wlio are' fit to tear liis hril- 
I Jiant oyo'-' out, those to doat who are ready 
1 to damn 

1 “ If to provoke and irritate he an orator’s 

j highest triumph, yours excels, (leorgiana. 

He may lend you aid in ill offices, or in 
I exposing foes ; hut, alas for the i»arty who 
i have no better instrument for gaining friends 
j til an one \vbosc best weapons are petulance, 
i ai rogance, ai^d the underbred flippancy wdiich 
passes for wil.” 

“ You are severe on Snapdragon, Margaret. 
You will learn to know* liim better. It w'as 
in that childish way I tliought at first, in 
my sugar-plum nonage, wdicn I made faces at 
oliv'es, and thought mawkish downy peaches 
the only dessert. Such childish fancies dis- 
, n J >poar with time. What comparison between 
(»ur brilliant, poignant, juingeiit champion, 
and that lump of sw'ect^ned curd, fur ex- 
ample, Lord Althorp, there?’’ « 

“ Can you indeed compare them, Geor- 
giana?” cried Margaret. ‘‘A man of excel- 
lent sense, admirable temper, unimpeach- 
able integrity, a true lover of his country. 


one on whom one may pledge salvation and ! 
rest in peace, with a political adventurer, \ 
whom presumptifiii has enabled to sci'amble ! 
high indeed, since he can number among the 
tools of his spite or his ambition the wife of 
Lord Robert Anson ! Pardon my warmth, 
Georgiana ; you know how I love you ; hut 
not w'hat it is to bo wroth with what one 
loves. I am never angered with those for 
wlioin I don’t caiv.” 

Lady Rolicrt was not prepared for any 
tiring so hntsque in her staid, mild Margaret, 
nor yet for a young country lady making 
puch rapid progTcss in knowledge of public 
characters. She reddened and afl'ected to be 
absorbed in listening. 

Soinethiiflj so offensive and grossly per- 
sonal was now’^ said below% that the House 
resounded wdth indignant cries of “■ Order, 
order’ Chair ! chair I” Even Lady Robert, 
drawing hack, ami 7//>, said, •‘‘This is too 
had. Ill the vehemence of argument Snap- 
dragon foigots that !Mr. Talbot is a man of 
honour, and of family** 

This hurst of natural and of aristocratic 
feeling, in which Margaret rejoiced, was 
scarce uttered, when Mr. Talbot appeared, and 
Lady Robert’s ” better part of woman** was 
suddenly overcome by other interests. She 
had no leisure to analyze li«r thoughts, a 
j»ro('ess wdtli wliioli she w'as at no time fami- 
liar, when Talbot w'as seen addressing both 
the ladies whp stood near her, her fair self 
uniioth-ed. 

“Motlkcr !” he cried, looking chidingly in 
the face of the old lady, wdiom, till then, 

• Lady Rohci-t had not deigned to regard. — 

“ Mother I 1 see how it is ; you have 
teinj>teJ me away in the heat of the debate, 
for I did fear yt)u might lie hut too impressible 
by some points of ^Ir. Snapdragon’s oratory.” I 

*‘I have, at any.' -te, the grace to he 
ashamed of wealmess ^o mean,” replied the 
mother. — “ If we durst reply, Miss Clifford,” 
she continued, turning round and smiling in 
the face of Margaret^ “ how wc w’ould demo- 
lish him.” 

“ I am unfortunate in Miss Clifford’s first 
night of the Ventilator being one in i\hich 
Mr. Snaj)dragon lia-s chosen to give me such 
a tremendous thrashing,” said 'Jalhot laugh- 
ing. 

« Ha ! Mr. Talbot,” exclaimed Lady 
Robert, making :i rally, and affecting only 
now to have noticed liiui ; “ driven to this 
comer?” 

Her .speech w'as marred by the cross fire 
of Mrs. fidbot, wdio exclaimed, “Miss Clif- 
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ford rates such ribald stuff at its true valuer 
utter contempt. Go, Edward, do your duty ; 
you need no advocate with the pure and the 
true.” There was an awkward, embar- 
rassed silence, of which Mr. Talbot took 
advantage to bow himself off. 4? 

“IIo,w is all this, Margaret?” whispered 
Lady Robert. — ‘‘How came Talbot hither, 
and his mother — electvee affinities — eh ? Does 
the gentleman smell dissolution. But re- 
member, love, you are pledged to 7 «f.” 

Margaret smiled, and shook her head, 
with grave incrediiJit 3 % and felt relieved 
when her friend was drawn away to the 
brilliant party which now entered, two foreign 
ladies of tlie highest distinction, attended by 
three gentlemen. 

“And you refuse to be introduced, Mar- 
garet,” said Lady Robert, in an expostiila- 
tory tone, vexed and angry ; “ you prefer a 
hum-drum chat ivitli an old woman, to the 
conversation of the brilliant strangers to 
whom you might have tbo advantage of 
being presented.” 

“ I do indeed, Georgiana ; I am not ambi- 
tious.”— Lady Rol^ert turned from her friend 
with marked vexation. 

Mr. Bellwether was now “on his legs.” 
He had adroitly, and with what our lady 
spectators thought abundant assurance and 
self-sufficiency, taken precedence of Mr. 
Talbotts friend, who had risen to say for 
Talbot, in reply to Snapdragon,ithings which, 
though Jess than truth, a modest man can 
hardly say for himself. Every one seemed 
to fancy this a privileged time for chat. 
The House emptied below like a church dis- 
missing, and the ladies laughed above — all 
but Margaret Clifford and Mrs. Talbot. 

“ My son informed me how much of grace 
he owed at his late election to the ladies of 
the Priory, and I hinre always intended 
making my grateful acknowledgments to my 
old friend, your good Aunt Mrs. Elizabeth ; 
but old people get so lazy. — I hope our 
fingers are not true emblems of our feelings ; 
wdth me the latter are quick enough for 
sixty-five, ' at least where my son is con- 
cerned.” — Margaret bowed, and said her 
grand-aunt would have been so happy to 
hear of Mrs. Talbot ; they rejoidfed, indeed, 
when Mr. Talbot carried his election, but 
that was a general feeling in the county. 

“ Edward informed me tliat he had, after 
his election, the felicity of seeing the ladiqs 
of the Priory at an Archery Meeting, in the 
Priory Park j—^when shall I forget Its oaks 
and beeches!” 


“ Did he, indeed ! did Mr. Talbot talk of 
our Archery Meeting?” cried Margaret, in a 
glow of gratified feeling. 

“ Ay, and of the Bow Meeting ball, and its 
fair partner,” said Mrs. Talbot. 

“ Aunt Elizabeth said that was the most 
truly English day of out-door and in-door 
gaiety she had witnessed for fifty years, — our 
Bow Meeting,” said Margaret, rather blink- 
ing the question. “ She will be so proud to 
hear that Mr. Talbot remembers the rural 
holiday of our neighbourhood, honour of 
his success, which our good neighbours 
believed poi*tended better days to Merry Old 
England.” 

“Yon mean the Priory tenants. Miss 
Clifford, who voted for my son.” 

“ Not at oui; instance,” returned Margaret, 
smiling; “my grand-aunt did not even tell 
our neighbours they were free to vote as 
their consciences dictated. She said, that 
was what English Yeomen should never 
once doubt about.” 

“But Mrs. Elizabeth has such a horror of 
female politicians, that she would think I 
had committed her by the little^ I have sai<l ! 
to-night. — I only wish Lady Robert showed 
a little of her feminine dislike of such 
subjects.” Margaret looked with anxiety to 
her friend, now engaged in vivacious whispers 
with the “ illustrious strangers.” 

“She, poor thing,” replied Mrs. Talbot, 

“ knows as much about politics — if by politics 
you understand knowledge of public interests, 
and the struggles and balance of parties — us 
the sole of the tiny satin slipper she is now 
dancing. She has been inveigled by art, 
and involved by vanity and circumstance, 
in intrigues which slie cannot fathom, and 
would, I trust, loathe if she could.” 

“You don't, then, approve of women in- 
terfering in public affairs?” said Margaret, 
vexed for her friend. “ Even at an exciting 
period like this.” ' 

“ I, at least, regret to see the grace, beauty, 
and station of so charming a young woman, 
degraded into the instruments of political 
intrigue. Nor can I hold Lady Robert 
innocent ; her share of the stakes played for, 
is that embassy on wliich she has set her 
heart. I cannot esteem such motives. 1 am 
a frank speaker.” 

“Will you give me leave to present. 
Georgiana to you?” cried Margaret, in a 
sudden flash of that enthusiasm which was 
latent in her disposition, and which, alter- 
nating with her exterior cojidness, and quiet, 
sweet seriousness of manner, gave so rare a 
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charm to her character where she was known. 
“ She had the most yielding and impressible 
nature — the gentlest lieart.” 

“ I know not how to resist Miss Clifford’s 
wisli,” replied Mrs. Talbot, smiling gra- 
ciously ; “though I liave no hope of converting 
her fashionable friend. — I, however, distin- 
guish hclwcen Lady Robert and some of her 
fail* allies, though I fear all the world is not 
so rharital)lc. Nor do I blame her or any 
woman for knowing too much of public 
.affairs, hut 'o:.dy for having their knowledge 
uniformly on the selfish side. AVJicn tlie 
iiiffucj\co of wc)meii in society is considered, 
how important often becomes the counsel, 
the interference, the indirect cojitrol, which 
it is only graceful and proper fo)‘ them to 
employ ! Into how many dit-houcst acts and 
mean compliances have 1 known juihlic men 
betrayed, that wives and daughters might 
retain their baubles, and hold degraded state, 
though at tile expense of the poor man’s 
integrity ! Had Lady Robert Anson — pardon 
my freedom, I speak to one whom I consider 
worthy of frank dealing — had Lady Robert, 
in her married life, really jiossessed any 
pi‘oj;oi' knowledge of political affairs, of pub- 
lic dnt.v of the true honour of her 
husband, as a ]uihlic man, how different had 
been tlie jiart that she would have counselled, 
and that he might have sustained!” 

“ Then you do approve of women inter- 
fering ill affairs?” asked Margaret, doubt- 
fully. 

“As we. know very well they will inter- 
fere, I would rather they did so in an honest 
way,” replied Mrs. Talbot. “ Women arc* 
but too often the domestic traitors, whose 
prudent and gentle counsel, ‘ Stick by place 
in all events,’ and tender fears of loss of 
fortune, and ruin of their children’s pros- 
pects, betray men into the basest compro- 
mises, if np4 into the profligate desertion of 
duty. Instead of admiring the amiable, 
graceful passiveness and feminine delicacy 
we see so be-praised, 1 am often tempted to 
desj)ise it as unprincipled cunning, in the 
gentle, timid, yielding, innocent creatures ; 
who will know nothing of the wages of cor- 
mption, or the fruits of public plunder, save 
how to lavish them with taste and elegance 
on their own persons t|nd selfish vanities. 
They know nothing of politics, indeed : they 
mind their family affairs and amusements, j 
and do not concern themselves with how the j 
wives and daughters of sinecurists, and idle ! 
placenien, are enabled to outdazzle those of 
non-placemen and patiiots, of which last 


kind of men they have generally a ‘ shock- 
ing opinion,’ as persons unpardonably negli- 
gent of the interests of their families, and 

ratlicr tainted with infldelity. Yes, Miss 

f’Jiflbrd, while I scorn the petty arts of 
female intrigue, 1 would, from the wife of 
the Constable, to her Avho shares the digni- 
ties of the Lord Chancellor, have every 
woman know* as much of politics as to dis- 
criminate right from wrong, — her hus- 
band’s public duty, from her own worldly 
interest ; and to be able to say to him, on all 
proper occasions, ‘ Don’t be the base thing 
who would draw emolument and distinction 
I from the ruin of your country, and the 
degradation of your own character ; ]»ut me 
and my children out of view : your integrity 
and honour are our dearest possession. With 
these untainted, we never can be poor, nor 
with the.se need we liigher distinction.’ I would 
have women supy)ort the faltering resolution, 
which they too often undermine ; strengthen 
the infirm purpose which their p\*udent offices 
are directed still farther to shake ; employ 
their tears, caresses, and solicitations, occa- 
simalljfy on the side of ])ub)ic duty, though 
personal interest should pull the other way. 
In periods of trial, public men are too fre- 
quently found dishonest, hut the women 
connected with them are al||(>st always so, 
though often less from want of principle 
than from want of instruction, and of the 
capacity of looking in an enlarged way to 
the scope and consequences of actions.” 

While Mrs. Talbot thus wliispered above, - 
Mr. Bellwether held on prosing below ; and 
Mr. Horace Wimbledon, again in waiting, 
informed the ladies that there would be no 
division for a good hour, as Bellwctli^r, like 
an extemporary Methodist parson, when 
apparently winding up for a close, was often 

farther off than ever. And and 

■ ■■■ - must ' BpcJbk, — they would not 
sleep otherwise ; and the Blacking-man 
had still to wake his “ brazen-trump obstre- 
perous.” 

This was a favourable pause for another 
examination of the House,” of which Mr. 
Wimbledon had the bead-roll at his fingers’ 
ends ; but Miss Clifford seemed so insensible 
to his talents as a skctcher, that in a few 
minutes he flew off to another duty of the 
night — to report to the Club upon the 
heiress. In all the Clubs of all the parties, 
*Mr. Horace, if not welcomed, was tolerated, 
for the sake of his gossip, his connexions, 
and qualities as a quizee* He encountered 
I Sir Jermyn Holroyd, who had just paiasd 
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oil; under the iK>niliiiferouft influence cf Mr. 
Bellwether, and now dropt into Brookes’ to 
gather the latest babble before he went 
lioine* The opening i^eech of Talbot and 
the bitter reply of Snapdragon, the fate of 
the night and the new face, the topics 
of the idlers, some of whom had seen Miss 
Clifford at the Opera-house : the numbers 
on the division, and the months the heiress 
might remain unwed, and who might at- 
tempt, and who wdn her, wem tlie subjects 
of the bets, Mr. Wimbledon was briskly 
interrogated — “ Tall, Horace ‘‘ No,” — 

« Short r No.” — “ Dark V* « No.” — 

“ Fair f ” “ No.” — “ A truly negative 

young lady,” said the questioner. Then 
what the devil is she like ?” 

“The Church of St. Peter’s at Rome,” 
returned Mr. Wimbledon, throwing himself 
into an attitude. 

“ As how, pray 1” cried the laughing 
bystanders. 

“Wily, bocause at hist glance you see 
nothing remarkable about her, and, at the 
second and evovy succeeding one, wonder 
where your stupid eyes have been that did 
not at once discern the pure style, the per- 
fect sWiinnclry, the surpassing beauty of the 
whole cdiiice.” 

“Have donfUwith your hJarney, Horace 

— the girl is ]>Tetty, I suppose, spite of, the 
small heiress-ship.” 

“ No,” again pronounced the arbiter ; 

“ she is not in the least wdiat men call 
' pretty, nor beautiful — something, perhaps, 
between what is named lovely, and felt 
deliglitfuL She lias, for one thing, a face of 
her own ; no girl now in London has so 
oHginal a countenance — perhaps she has 
two faces.” 

“Many young ladies have,” said one of 
the amused liyslandors. *• 

“ ]More correctly, two characters are ex- 
pressed in one jdiyHogiiomy,” continued the 
critical deiuonytrator, “ 1’'he brow is as 
expansive, smootii, and serious, for so young 
a broAV and a female one, as that of Napo- 
leon ; while the turn of the lower part of the 
face, though the com^ilexion inclines to fair, 
has much of the sprightly piquance peculiar 
to dark beauties. A pretty ihoutb, dimpling 
whqxi it smiles ; eyes well set, of delightful 
exjwssion and no particular colour; nose 

— a UetU, hut most delicately, tamed up, as 
if to mark that quick sense of the ludicrous^ 
which the lofty brow disclaims ; the whole 
head set on the fair bust, with a grace and 
6006 , of outline which only Lady — can 


rival,— and which she might envy ; a 
^ clipsome waist,’ 

*Sinall by degrees, and beautifully less; * — 
that just height and seemly carriage which 
make a woman as tall or as ohoit as one 
desires, finislies this piece of fair perfection ; 
and forms, taken altogether, as desirable an 

appendage to a very fine old place in 

shire, worth two thousand a-year, as any 
self-denying patriot need look for.” 

“Two thousand — only two thousand !” 

“Suoh a trifle is nothing, ^g'^-ntlemen,” 
said Mr. Wimbledon, bowing round the 
circle. 

“ A devilish good thing too ; but not to 
puff’ an heiress off,” said an Irish gentle- 
man. 

“ And who puffed ?” put in Sir Jenny n 
llolroyd, a quiet but not uninterested spec- 
tator. 

“ The Ansons, to he sure ; their heiress ; 
the great catch of Anno Dotnini 1831. 
Whom they have dipped pretty conside- 
rably,” said Mr, Horace Wimbledon. Sir 
Jennyn knitted his bushy eyebrows. 

“ And the self-denying patriot inqiiirctl 
the Irishman. 

“Oh! Talbot, w’ho secui'ed her •with the 
county; for that matter his Gr^ — for she 
is not a blue — Mamma is at the Ventilator 
at this precious moment, clinching the com- 
pact.” 

“ But tile little girl will look for title, no 
(lou]>t,” said ail Irish peer, wdiose honours 
w^ere not yet rusty witli antiquity. 

“ Can’t tell,” returned Mr. Horace, 

The ancient gentry of shire, whose 

verdant and sea-girt precincts are still 
wonderfully sacred from either manufactu- 
ring or moneyed pollution, are in their Elbsa- 
hethan mansions as proud of their untitled 
rank F4 ,s so many peacocks. Miss Cliff’ord 
iney have caught the trick of»her neigh- 
bours, and fancy William the Coilqueror’s 
Esquir(;s more noble, more rich in blood 
and in traditionary honour than William 
the Minister’s — yea, than Htt’s Pcei-s,” 

“ Shouldn’t care to try her on that score, 
faitli, unless my mind w^ere made up to all 
other risks,” lisped a Baron-expectant. 
“ Lady Robert will have a good deal to say 
in the matrimonial disposition of Miss Clif- 
ford, — ten to one slie belongs to the Tories 
at last. They are the fellows at a coup de 
This conversation proved very 
amusing to Sir Jermyn Holroyd, who 
smoked his cigar^ warmed and rubbed his 
shins, sipped his brandy and water, and 
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said not a word, tliough the ^ considerably 
dipped,” had attracted his attention, in 
conjunction with certain remembered myste- 
rious clauses of Ills ward’s late epistles. 

The Clubgpooni emptied for the division, 
or the news of it ; for, before this time, the 
hum* of fate had drawn on, and Margaret 
Clifford, in an agony of nervous apprehen- 
sion, had tlirco times whispered to her new 
friend, “He will surely gain, ma’am 

“ My son, — so I pray, and trust, — that 
ru///( niay,^ft>r once, overpower ; but 
parties are delicately lialanced : — Tlie House 
is about to clear for a division. Courage, , 
Miss Clifford ! If we don ’t obtain success, 
we know that we deserve it,” Those who 
have experienced the exquisitely delightful 
torture of hanging on the final throw of the 
dice, which is to determine a fortune, or the 
last five niinules of the poll, which hxea a 
keenly-contested election, may form an idea of 
the intense anxiety of Margaret, when, on acci- 
dentally turning round, the group of gcntle- 
i men encircling Lady Robert and the “clever 
I and handsome IVlvs. A.” brought to her rc- 
j collection, like a lightning fiasli, the scheme 
I of the morning. Lady Robert hold the arm 
j of one gofitlcmari, her fair associate another, 
j Other parliamentary beaux formed dum1> 
i AVfutcrs for tca-cups ; and three resjiectahle 
! j)ers^gos, representing about half a million 
of population, formed pins and pegs for Ca- 
cheineres, smelling-bottles, and pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs. The maha'uvre succeeded to 
admiration. The banded Tory ladies enjoy- 
ing the stratagen;, and already exulting in 
its consequences, lavished their sweet smiles,* 
volleyed forth the brightest sallies of their wit, 

1 ami breathed their yet more seducing con- 
fidential whispers into favoured Whig ears. 
Margaret felt that this was the instant of fate. 
In another minute the doors would be locked. 
It is a story as old as since the world began, 
that the most delicate and timid women be- 
come, in moments of excitement, and where 
their affections are engaged, the most daring 
and romantic of the sex. Margaret Clifford, 
bred in retirement, quiet, contemplative and 
sensitive, was, at once, driven from the natu- 
ral bias of her character by the force of her 
feelings. She glanced below, where Mr. 
Talbot’s tcllera were straining th6ir eyes, 
w^atchiiig for the tardy return of truants ; 
then to Lady Robert, the Circe by her side, 
and the fascinated circle around them ; and, 
starting forward with clasped hands, earnest 
imploring eyes, and tones which Miss Fanny 
Kenihle niiidit emulate, she exclaimed, 


“ Gentlemen, if ye be indeed friends of Mr. 
Talbot, remember the dooM wiU be locked,’’ 

A more prosaic sentence from- a lady’s lips 
could not easily be imagined. The Duke of 
Wellington’s own — Guards^ and <U 
ihem^' was liot more homely in its sublimity, 
nor yet more effective. Five of the gentle- ’ 
men, huddling down their trophies and bur- 
dens at the feet of their fair captors, ran off, 
muttering curses against themselves, and 
craving pardons from the ladies. The fair 
bevy, thus abruptly deserted, first looked 
blank, and next surveyed the intruder with 
disdainful glances. She tuined away, fol- 
lowed by Lady Robert. 

“You have done a strange, bold thing. 
Miss Cliflord !” said Lady Robert, angered 
out of her policy, and half ashamed of tJie 
part in which she had been detected. 

“ I Imve done a ripli% true thing, Georgiana, 
though I wish it had not been mine to do it.” 
There was a dead pause of anxious breathless 
suspense ; and then the vote was announced, 
but not yet distinctly understood by the 
ladies above. Margaret, in the strong revul- 
sion ^f her feelings, felt as if she would die. 

She leaned heavily in the aim of Mrs. Talbot, 
sunk more and more helplessly on another 
and stronger arm, which now clasped and 
sustained her, and sobbed pn passionate, 
nervous emotion. 

“ Miss Clifford, Margaret, dearest Mar- 
garet I” %vas breathed in her dying ear by 
the voice to whose remembered tones Mar- 
garet’s heart had secretly vibrated for long . 
months back. — “Margaret! luy own Mar- 
garet !” cried Lady Robert Anson, and her 
fair, jew*clled arms were intertwined witli 
those of ’her political enemy, and fondly 
wound round her early friend, forgetful of 
all hut their youthful affection. 

One touch cn Nature Mjukos the whole world kin.** 

It was given when Margaret, feeling now 
that she was assuredly dying, languid, and 
happy, tfnd in the arms of her friends, 
pressed their united arms to her bosom, and 
became totally insensible. “ The air of this 
horrid place has killed her,” cried Lady 
I Robert; and a hnbbft) arose below and 
around, that a lady had fainted in tHk Ven- 
tilator, Sir Jenny n Holroyd’s ward— *there 
she was— Mr. Talbot carrying her to a 
private roimi, and Lady Robei*t Anson auda 
crewd of women about her. ^ 

When Margaret again opened her eyes,l^| 
*^the same persons were around her, and Lady 
j Robei-t and Mrs. Talbot supporting her. 

1 Deep diaroe was her first distinct feeling; / 
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she almost wished that she had indeed died*; 
•—then came another thought. 

^ Yes, love, we have triumphed,’* said Mrs. 
Talbot ; I know what your eyes are asking 
— ^ond only by a majority of three — Talbot 
owes you this great victory ; and to-morrow 
he sliall know how.” 

I have been very, very foolish, 1 fear,” 
said the young lady. ‘‘ The stilling air of 
that place, heat, and altogether ; — and as I 
never fainted in my life before, 1 faiicietl 1 
was dying.” 

Mr. Talbot now went in hcarcli of any 
body’s carriage, and cveiy body’s wa's offered ; 
but before this was an*angcd, Sii Jcimyn 
Ilolroyd burst in upon them. The sceno at 
'tile House of Commons, the mdnojuvre to 
defeat ^Falbofs majority, the fainting and 
carrying out, See. &c. were almady tlie news 
of t^e Clubs, tlioiigh twenty minutes had 
not elapsed. He had also x>i<iked up some 

intelligen<;e of the supper at House, of 

“ the illustrious strangers,” of ‘‘ clever, hand- 
some Mrs. A.,” and of the life Lord and 
Lady Bohert were leading; and, on the 
whole, he resolved, though at the expense of 
a little incivility, to cany his >\ard home 
with him without more delay. The flustered 
locks of Lord Robert, wJio waited to attend 
his wife and 4he heiress on tlnnr further 
midnight progress, confirmed his Tesolution. 
Lady Robeit made some feeble ojipositioii to 
this arrangement, and offered to give up her 
party and attend her friend ; but to this 
Margaret would not consent. Mrs. Talhot 
seemed pleased with the determination ; and, 
seeing her into Sir Jermyn’s carriage, she 
took the kindest leave, promising to visit her 
early on the morrow. Lady Robert, uneasy 
and vexed, got into the carriage be-^idc Mar- 
garet, whom she embraced affectionately, 
weeping real tears, however mingled and 
disturbed their source might be, “ How 
little of your confidence you have given me, 
Margaret! Is it like true friendshiji that 
I should be the last to know of Mr. Talbot’s 
feelings for you?” 

" For me, Georgijma !” and Margaret was 
thankful that the'^veil of night hid her 
mantlirtg blushes. "No, no, that is irnjios- 
sible;” and in the deep humility of true 
passion, Margaret felt how vain the thought 
that Talbot, the eloquent, the powerful, the 
^dmired, could, or to think of Iwr ; 

rner reason giving decision against the in-, 
terests of her teart. "I will not upbraid 
you, Geoi^iana; — I could not tell what I 
I Mte no right — what I dare not believe; 


but of the election, and our happy Arcliery 
Meeting, I did write you moi*6 than once — 
very foolislily perhaps, — but certainly con- 
fidingly.” Lady Robert could not answer — 
she muttered something of theh own election, 
of Brighton, and of Margaret Georgiana 
having had the measles. Slic then dried her 
eyes, took a liurried leave, was haiidpd into 
her own carriage, where her female associates 
mere impatiently waiting, and drove off for 

House ; while Sir Jermyii takimr liis 

place beside liis ward, gave thei^der, Homc^ 
in a voice intended to silence the whispers of 
^ imperiinent bystanders. 

The first minute spent alone with her son, 
was employed by Mrs, Talbot in informing 
him of what he already knew, that he pro- 
I bably owed bis^small majority to the spirit 
and presence of mind of Miss riiflovd. 
" When you told me of your Bow Meeting 
at the Priory, you forgot to mention how 
really cliariniiig a girl, sw^eet, serious, and 
^jiirited, the young heiress was. It could 
not be from insensibility to the fact V” 

"No, mother, from any tiling save that.” 

"You aio proud, Talbot, and perhaps 
retain your boyish hatred of Jieiresses; — 
you think Miss Clifford too rich T’* • 

" Not guilty, mother ! — Before 1 evei ‘•aw 
Miss Clifford, I was aw^are that her foi'tune 
w'as embarrassed, that she is any thing hut 
rich. The good-nature of her guatdiaii, her 
own girlish generosity, and the prodigality 
of the A neons, have stripped her poor enough. 
’Jliis is no secret, I believe, save to those 
most concerned. I hope she may still be 
•rich enough for her own happiness.” 

"Unprincipled plunderers!” exclaimed 
Mrs. Talbot; "and the disgrace of such 
proceedings is, to a young woman, even 
worse than the pecuniary loss. Conceive 
the degradation of taking advantage of the 
uuBusjiecting kindness of a girly to involve 
her youth and inexperience in toils which 
are painful and shameful even to manhood. 
But you cannot be sordid, Talbot?” 

" Nay, mother, it is for you, iny oldest 
and most intimate friend, to judge of my 
character in this respect,” replied the gentle- 
man with grave humour. 

"Then why — why, Edward?” cried the 
mother. " Sure^, yet there can be no 
other cause — you cannot imagine me so 
wretched a bigot— 'Strongly as 1 feel that me 
objection,” 

"You have divined aright, mother; though 
I did hope to overcome that one obstacle ; if 
I once but half assured tiiat thero might not 
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exist another, far more insormoantable, with 
the lady herself. I feared Lady Robert’s 
influence ; and, save in this one case, don't 
much admire Lady Robert’s friends.” 

“T certainly wisli Miss Clifibrd of the 
religion of her ancestors,” resumed the 
mother; “but if excellent Mrs. Elizabeth 
could see with pleasure an independent 

Calholic gentleman representing shire, 

shall 1 not open my arms to this chai-ming 
girl, who has already, unconsciously, un- 
design edly^> ^iiud her way to my heai*t, 
through its most accessible, and yet. most 
guarded avenue.” 

This conversation brought the humble 
hackney-coach, which conveyed home the 
mother and son, to tile door of the snug, 
comfortable house in Parliament Street, so 
contemptuously described by Lady Robert 
Anson. It was now past three in the 
morning. Mrs. Talhot declared truly, that 
she had not been such a rake for ten good 
years, but was yet I'esolved to learn early 
how Margaret fared after her agitating night. 

While this passed in one home ward carriage, 
Sir Jenny n Holroyd in another was listening 
to the first half-extorted, and tfien impetuous 
confession of his ward. 

“ Don’t let people call me an heiress, Sir 
Jermyn ! I seem to myself, where that is 
imagined, to be the meanest of deceivers. 
In a few days I shall leave London, and be 
forgotten ; till then, and till the Priory is 
sold, don’t let Mr. Talbot, nor any body, 
fancy me other than 1 am, — very credu- 
lous, facile girl, whom a few tears and fail* 
professioni^ will betray into the most ira-« 
prudent actions.” 

“ Pack of swindlers ! I’ll expose them — 

I will, Margaret — jpl6,000 in three years 
lavished on tlieir vile extravagance ; and 
plundered off a child. How infamous! 
Why, the cjBar Priory rents, for seven years, 
do not amount to more. And how much of 
that has gone to Jews and money-lenders f — 
how much to foreign milliners and fiddlers? 
— ^besides the ;£2000 the Clubs had the story 
about, laid out in jewels, — poor Mrs. Talbot’s, 

I believe, faith, — which Lord Robert pre- 
sented to one of the female harpies, who pre- 
tended she was to obtain him that precious 
embassy ! They shall refund, by Jove I” 

“ Do not I do not, deir Sir Jermyn, say 
more of this. 1 can suffer any thing, — 
so can Mrs. Elizabeth, rather tha;n expose 
Lord Robert, or grieve Georgiana, whose 
worst faults are of circumstance. How 
happ^ and relieved 1 feel that the worst is i 


now told^ and that I shall^ not longer be ' 
thought an heiress.” 

“Don’t talk nonsense, Margaret. You 
have played the fool, and my friend, 
.Elizabeth, the old fool, which, in money 
matters, is more surprising. 1 may have 
been a little remiss myself, too, in looking 
afte • you, — all girls need to be looked after ; 
but Talbot’s Chancery practice is, they tell 
me, this year worth something liandsome, 
and on the increase every day. We may 
keep the Priory among us yet.” 

Margaret felt it her duty, as a young lady, 
to affect to belie v'c that this referred to Mr. 
Talbot, who admired the Priory, intending 
to purchase the place ; but she was too much 
a truth-speuker to be able to perpetrate the 
harmless Action which female genius had 
instinctively invented. 

Next morning, before Sir Jermyn Holroyd 
went out to attend a committee of the House, 
on a turnpike bill, — a bit of hamiless legis* 
lation which frequently fell to his share, — 
he looked in at Brookes’, as usual, but witli 
a face of more than usual weight of meaning. 

“ Oh ! there comes Sir Jermyn — we shall 
now' know the truth. — When does Talbot, 
if it be a fair question, marry your beauti- 
ful ward, the heroine of the Ventilator, 
Wimbledon is to make something out of 
it*— f either a comedy in five acts, or a tliree- 
Yolumed fashionable novel, as Mr. Colburn 
and he can jigree on. But when does it 
happen ? Talbot was seen at your door by 
eleven this morning, tlirowing politics and 
law to the dogs ; then came Lady Robert, 
with her veil close drawn down — eyes beau- 
tiful in tears! next Mrs. Talhot, who re- 
mains with the hrido and Lady Holroyd 
now — a committee on rilks, probably. 
When does Talbot clench his— — ^ire 
interest with Hhe.w'hite wonderi of Miss 
Clifford’s hand?” 

“The very first holiday Saturday Lord 
Althorp can spare for so laudable a purpose, 

I guess,” replied Wimbledon, “ Miss Clifford 
being too good a reformer to take her learned 
lover a day from the Bill,” And, in a few 
Saturdays afterwards, Sir Jermyn gave away 
the bride — saw the new-married j)air set off 
from the church door, for the Priory, and 
Lord and Lady Robert Anson, at the same 
moment, for a continental retreat. Seated, 
in returning home, between his wife and Mrs. 
Elizabeth Clifford, who had come up to town 
*to witness tlie marriage of her grand-niece. 
Sir Jermyn demanded of Lady Holroyd, what 
was bf'come of the dull season, the shocking 
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I season, the bore of a season. J^o defraud- 
i ing Dan Cupid of his rights, Anne, . any 
more now than forty years ago. Drive him 
from Heaven, Eartli, Air, and Water, and 
every, private dwelling in Westminster, — 
\yh}f you shall find him lurking in that 


most unlikely of, all places, the ix>of of 
St. Stephen’s Chapel; whence, should my 
fiiend, Mr. Hume, exorcise him as an idle, 
anti-utilitarian vagabond, he will contrive to 
nestle in some other quarter equally odd and 
unsuspected.” 


PRESENTIMENT; OR, THE INFANTA AT PRESBURG. 


BY MRS. GORE. 


CIIAl'TKH I. 


The narrow streets of Vienna were 
thronged with a joyous multitude, and a 
clear, sharp, autumnal sunshine insinuated 
its way between the lofty houses by which 
they are overshadowed, falling alternately 
upon the tapestries or crimson banners sus- 
pended from the windows, the verdant gar- 
lands and mimic crowns of roses with which 
they were intenninglcd, and finally upon the 
radiant sea of heads occupying the area 
below. The peasants from the Wic‘ner\\ald 
displayed, in countless multitudes, their 
towering caps of gold brocade, and the Liu- 
zerinnen their glittering winged cornettes; 
but even those could not match Avith tlie 
various splendour of the military uniforms 
scattered among the poojde. "Towards the 
Jiurff Platz^ or paJ ace-square, indeed, ilio 
streets were lined with the gorgeous Hun- 
garian and Imperial guards ; and several 
companies of artillery, as well as a regiment 
of Bohemian hussars, were on duty in the 
square of St. Michael. From an early hour, 
pieces of ordnance had been dis(;harged, at 
measured intervals, upon the bastions ; the 
bells of the numerous chprehes now increased 
the animation caused by the inunnuring 
voice of thousanris ; and at length the single 
solemn toll of St. Stephen’s silver hell, which 
strikes like an organ-peal upon the ear, 
announced that the solemnities of the day 
were about to commence. Joseph, tlie fiitui*e 
Em|teror, the first-hom of tlie mighty Maria 
Theresa, was about to receive, at the altar, 
the hand of the Infanta of Panna ! 

Already the civil ceremonies had been 
concluded ; already the magnificent array of 
gilded cliariots, and horses sinking under the 
weight of their embroidered trappings, had 
passed the arched gate of the p^acc, on its^ 
flower-Btrewn road, towards the Augustiner, 
or Anlic churchy Two heral^ of the empire 


opened the gay procession ; each several 
carriage was preceded by running footmen, 
vtith plumed caps and brocaded sashes, and 
follow'ed by a detachment of Ileiducks or 
Hussars, in ricfi uniforms ; while, at inter- 
vals, a gorgeous company of triimj)c*tPV3, 
mounted on milk-white horses, rent tJie air 
with their brazen music, pausing only to give 
wa^’ to the lairsting acclamations of tlie p(»pu- 
lacc, aided by loyal clieers from the surround- 
ing windows, which were crowded with all 
the beauty, youth, and rank of the empire. 

'rijp jiopularity of the reigning family, the 
liberal distributions that had been made in 
honour of so auspicious an alliance, the 
numerous fountains of Vienna glittering 
with Bisamherger wine, and more than all, 
the propitious brilliancy of the Aveatber, 
conspired to gladden tlie scene, and to dispose 
every spectator to mirth and festivity. It 
seemed as if son'ow could hold no influence 
upon any heart in the city at a moiricnt of 
-such general exultation. 

Yet there was one among that brilliant 
assemblage, whose very soul shuddered at 
the tumultuous joy displayed around ; wdiose 
ear was deaf to the inspiring music which 
filled the air ; whose eye recoiled from the 
glittering confusion of gems and chivalrous 
orders by which it was dazzle4 on every side : 
this was tlie shi-inking bride, — ^the young and 
lovely Isabella. 

The altar before which she stood was 
almost concealed by the dixiperies of snowy 
muslin and garlands of orange blossoms with 
which it was decorated ; and blooming trees 
from the Schonbrunn orangery, filled the 
interveBing niches. The mightiest of the 
emph’e were ranged 'around ; — the houses of 
Esterhuzy, Lichtenstein, Palfly, Lobkowitz, 
Auersperg, Schwarzenberg, had put forth 
their pride to grace the solemnity ; hut dis- 
tinguished above them all, by his gi-aceful 
ad<kess and ancient Spaniidr costume, radiant 
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With the diamonds of the crown, appeared 
the youthful hridcgroom himself. The 
Archduke, who had scarcely completed his 
twenty-first year, was even then remarkable 
for that animated intelligence of countenance, 
and graceful dignity of gesture, which in 
after years exerted a successful influence 
upon those most hostile to his arbitrary poli- 
tical views. But neither the beauty of his 
person, nor the flattering smiles which elated 
his clear blue eyes, could dispel the painful ^ 
I'eti’ospectioitfe of the Infanta, as she knelt by 
his side at the high altar. 

Conscious oF the observation fixed upon 
lier very slightest movement, and still moi-e 
deeply sensible of the iin])ortance of the duties 
to which she was about b) lend her vows, the 
Princess, through a strong effort of fortitude, 
attemjded to dismiss the terrors by whieb 
she was overcome, and to occupy her iiiiud 
exclusively hy the holy rites ; and, notwith- 
standing the perturbation which had op- 
pressed her miiul as she traversed tlic 
crimson-velvet footcloth that lined her ])as- 
sage i/b the altar, she was soon enabled to 
listen, with eager and devout attention, to 
the exhortations of the officiating Cardinal. 
Her rc.poiises were as articulately pro- 
nounced, as her vons of conjugal faith weiv 
piously and sincerely undertaken. At length 
tlio marriage anthem resounded from the 
choir, i‘e-echoed by the fretted arches of the 
lofty roof, as Joseph, turning towards his 
teaiful and trembling bride, bound round Jioi* | 
giaccfiil head the jiuptial garland, and iin- j 
ju'inted upon her forehead the kiss of usage : 
and, eveif to his keen observation, the dejec* 
tion of her countenance appeared but the 
natural and becoming expression of her I 
regrets on leaving her family and native 
country, and on finding herself a stranger in 
a land of strangers. Her air of constraint 
seemed indeed to* enhance the chann of her 
highly expressive countenance. Her eyes, 
full-orbed and dark as those of an antelope, 
her raven liair and crimson lips accorded 
Tvcll with the clear Spanish complexion 
which, but for the redeeming beauty of her 
features, ■would have borne an unfavouralde 
comparison witli the snowy brows of tlie 
Archduchesses, her new sisters, who at that 
period presented a group of youthful loveli- 
ness, rarely equalled even in the inferior 
classes of life. 

Several of these princesses officiated as 
bridemaidens to the Infanta; and at her^ 
right hand stood the Emperor and Empress, 
—the former an interested, the latter an 


observant spectator. To ' the mind of 
Maria Theresa, indeed, accustomed as* she 
was from childhood to the sway of empire, 
and estimating perhaps too highly the pre- 
rogative to which her very existence seemed 
united, the disinclination evinced by the 
Princess of Parma to share the prospect of 
an Imperial diadem, aflTorded gniunds for 
suspicion and disti'ust. It was well known 
to every member of the court of Vienna, 
excepting the Archduke liimself, that on the 
first application of the Austrian ambassadors 
to Don Philip of Parma, for the hand of his 
daughter, the Infanta had openly declared 
her abhorrence of the match ; and that on 
their presentation to the young Princess her- 
self, towards the conclusion of their negoti- 
ations, she had received them with tears and 
remonstrances. Hut Don Philip ivas too 
conscious of the political value of so splendid 
an alliance, to jierinit the repugnance of his 
daughter to thwart his projects ; ami although 
the unfortunate Isabella earnestly implored 
permission to take the veil, in preference to 
an eternal sejiaration from her native coun- 
try, her objections liad been disregarded or 
oveiTuled. 

Upon the arrival of the Infanta on the 
Austrian frontier, where she was warmly 
and dutifully welcomed by an illustrious 
deputation of the nobles of Vienna, and by 
the Hennaii ladies wlio >vere hereafter to 
form her establishment, she parted from her 
Italian attendants with a struggle of mind, 
which her ingenuous temper sought not to 
conceal from her new associates ; and in 
reply to some tedious courtly speech of com- 
ydiment, by ndiich they purposed to dissipate 
licr grief, and to unfold to her comprehension 
the glories of the mighty empire she was 
destined to rale, and over which lier posterity 
might reign, even unto remote ages, the 
Princess was mov»*d to exclaim, “ Why talk 
to me of a throne ? — it is a grave only 1 shall 
find in Clennany I Trust to my prediction, 
that I shall never live to become the mother 
of a race of kings ! ” 

'J'hese facts had been carefully reported to 
the Empress, who, while she acknowledged, 
in the tale, sufficient grounds for uneasiness 
and a future scrutiny, was at the same time 
reassured by the indiscreet and childish caur^ 
dour with which the Infanta had exposed 
her feelings to observation. As the raaxtil^ 
liad been solemnized immediately upon ier 
Serene Highness’s arrival at Vienna, 

Thei-esa W'as still undetermined whe&er this ' 
excess of candour,— a quality so rare in 
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purlieus of the courts of kings, and, for many and the ardent affection with which he was 
years past, so unfamiliar to her own bo8om» soon inspired by his young and lovely wife, 
— had not its origin in mental weakness ; imparted an air of joyousness and intei-est to 
and it was only after a prolongation of his countenance, which wholly overcame the 
familiar intercoume, that the Empress per- vacuity of his former phlegmatic reserve, 
mitted herself to recognise the sti^ngth of For the first time, he mixed freely, not only 
mind and sii^gleness of heart, of which the in the society of the court, but in the public 
rare union so embeHished and endeared the diversions of the capital. At the theatres, 
character of the young Archduchess. in the gallery of the splendid manage, and 

Many circumstances tended, however, to the noble Hedoutm^Saatj Joseph was fre- 
retard this change of sentiment. The Arch- quently observed in attendance upon the 
duke himself, her youthful bridegroom, pos- Archduchess, whose mantle he'^carried en 
sessed, at the period of his marriage, a very bourgeois upon his arm, omitting no oppor- 
secondary interest in the hearts of his tunity of testifying towards her his respect 
parents ; whose partial fondness was en- and love. Sometimos the Princess, anxious 
grossed, as that of their reigning successor to familiarize the eyes of the people witli the 
was afterwards said to be, by their younger frank and captivating address of their fiitni-c 
son. The Archduke Charles was indeed a monarch, would draw liim into the public 
youth of the highest promise and endow- walks of Vienna, or share his sledge upon 
ments ; but it is probable that his daring the Prater ; and upon all occasions sought to 
impetuosity of character would have proved remove, by her own ingratiating manners 
a source of family discord, if not of national 
calamity, had not a premature death removed 
him from the pernicious tenderness of the 
Empress, shortly after the man'iage of his 
brother. ‘‘ Lament not so bitterly my ap- 
proaching end,*' said he to the W'ceping 
Maria Theresa, in his latter moments. 

“ Had I lived, madam, my irascible temper 
would have surely afforded you greater 
cause for sorrow,” * 

Until this melancholy period, the talents 
and disposition of the Archduke Joseph had 
been illiberally appreciated by the Imperial 
family. His reserved and gentle demeanour 
was mistaken by the Empress, w^ho piqued 
herself upon a hold and masculine cast of 
understanding, for want of energj’ or ability ; elevated her above that common weakness 
ahd vainly did his more discerning governor, of princes, — a mean jealousy of her siicces- 
Marshal Battliiany — who detected in his sor, •— or whether in truth she saw and 
character the germ of that acute and inde- appreciated the purity and artlessness of the 
pendent spirit, which, in‘ after life, qualified Infanta’s mind, it is certain that she soon 
him as a companion for pliilosophers, as conceived towards her sentiments of wann 
well as a regenerator for a degraded nation — maternal afiection, and fondly courted her 
repeat his favourable- prognostications con- unrestrained intercourse with the Imperial 
cemiug the heir-apparent. family. 

It was principally to the marriage, of II a rim de si adroit qu'une conduite 
which the inauspicious commencement has irr^rochabley' says a modem sage ; and in 
beea detailed, that Joseph was indebted for this instance, a total ignorance or disdain of 
the change that soon occurred in the feelings courtly arts became the means of conciliating 
entertained towards him by his family, as that general good will, which the wariness of 
well as by the nation at large, — which al- a finished tactician might have vainly sought 
ready regarded hitn in the anxious light of to secure. 

its future sovereign. The ceremonies and Amongthe warmest of Isabella’s adherents, 

festivities consequent upon his august nup-c weretheyoungATchduche8Ses,hGrsisters-in- 
tials necessarily forced him from the retire- law. The rea£nes8 with which she forwarded 
ment in which he had been hitherto secluded ; their amuiBements, or lent them aid in those 

* Hwtoricaa. pursuits of literature and art, in which an 


and beneficent actions, the unjust prejudice 
that had been excited against her husband. 

Some among the courtiers already began 
to prophesy that the extreme popularity pf 
the Archduchess Joseph would, in time, 
become oftensive to Maria Theresa, wliose 
sway over the affections of the people had 
been so long undivided, that she had Icanicd 
to consider it indivisible, and that a mere 
want of tact on the part of the Italian Prin- 
cess, led her to court these open demonstni- 
tions of regard. Others accused her of paying 
a mean court to the Empress, by her acknow- 
ledged preference of the Archduchess Chris- 
tina, her eldest and favourite daughter. 
’Whether the superior mind of Maria Theresa 
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Italian education had perfected her own 
superior talents, and still more the total 
absence of rivalry in her feelings towards 
them, condi^ed their first predilection in 
her favour. Y et thus beloved, thus deservedly 
cherished, — the idol of her husband, the 
darling of the nation, — an:iEiously sharing 
the amusements of her family, and executing 
the private and public duties of her station, 
endowed with “ golden opinions from all 
sorts of men,” Isabella, in her hours of , 
retiremenV is^as uniformly dejected and 
sorrowful. 

Various were the surmises that arose among 
the numerous members of the court, con- 
cerning the secret causes of this untimely 
and unaccountable mcl&ncholy. The Arch- 
duchesses perceived, that althcuigh she listened 
cheerfully, and conversed freely on general 
topics, she avoided all recurrence to her early 
life ; and was never tempted into details of 
the habits of her native country. Sometimes, 
indeed, her younger sisters, moved hy the 
eager curiosity of childhood, would question 
lier of the obscn^ances and customs of Italy. 

“ IIow ! ” she would answer •with a smile, 

am I not then a German, like yourselves ? 

J have K jounced and forgotten Panna ; and 
I pray you, do not remind me that I am 
only your adopted countrywoman.” 

Even to the Archduchess Christina, her 
favourite friend and companion, she was no 
less measured in her confidence ; and one 
day, when her Italian letters seemed to have 
aggravated the despondency of her heart, 
Christina, dreading lest her deptli of affliction 
should pr<Jve injurious to her unborn .child,* 
made eager inquiries into the nature of a 
communication that had proved so distress- 
ing. Isabella replied by entreating her 
perusal of the letters she still held in her 
hand ; which, to the surprise of tlie Arch- 
duchess, cantained only the most unin- 
teresting details, and were indeed little 
calculated to excite the feelings she had 
witnessed. From that period, tlic Infanta 
regularly offered to her inspection, all her 
correspondence with her own family; and 
entirely dissipated a suspicion that they still 
held an undue influence over her mind. 

But of all those who witnessed and grieved 
over the mysterious sadness of the Arch- 
duchess, her husband himself was the most 
lenient in his judgment concerning her state 
of mind, and the most sineerely anxious to 
brighten her destiny. The extreme youth 
of Joseph had fortunately secured him from 
fonning any of those fatal attachments 
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which frequently imbitier the wedded life of 
royalty. lie loved Isabella with the warmth 
of a first aflection ; passionately, tenderly ! 
lie would have given kingdoms,— and they 
were almost at his disposal,— to have believed 
this affection returned. He felt that to be 
beloved by a being so gentle, so gifted* «o 
humbly devout, so purely lovely, w^ould be 
a destiny indeed worthy of an emperor. But 
be could not deceive himself, however he 
might succeed in blinding the resc of the 
world, as to the indifference of her feelings 
towards him. He saw that her gentle com- 
placency was solely motived by subTnif»sion, 
and a sense of duty; that she had nevei 
sought in liis looks an approving smile of 
tenderness* never sprung into his embrace 
after long absence. Her eyes strayed not 
after him when he mingled with tlie gorgeous 
crowd by which she was surrounded ; nor 
brightened into joy when it dispersed to leave 
him again hy her side. Over these facts, 
and many other trifles which form eras in a 
life of love, the Archduke brooded in silent 
sorrow ; and every day his own anxious 
attentions to the infanta, attentions wliich 
he could not but believe importunate, declined 
in their ardour; he assumed in his turn 
that semblance of estrangement which he 
believed to be most grateful to her feelings. 

At other times, after long and solitary 
rumination upon his painful and mortifying 
position, lie w’oiild suddenly accuse himself 
of want of energy, in failing to establisli his 
claims 11) >011 her heart. 

‘‘I will tear aside the veil !” he exclaimed 
one morning, as he traversed, under the 
excitation of such feelings, one of the stately 
corridors of the palace of Schbnbrunu. ** I 
will myself penetrate the clouds that darken 
her mysterious mind ; I will demand her 
confidence in righs^uf the vows which make 
her mine. Nay, by heavens ! she must, she 
shall love me ; for I can no longer endure 
this cold reserve ! ” 

But the formalities of announcement, and 
the ceremonial exacted by her ladies in 
waiting, tended to subdue his irritation on 
his entrance to tlie Archdnehess’s suite of 
apartments. In reply to his inquiries, he 
learned that Isabella was occupied with 
letters in her boudoir, and had commanded 
that no intrusion might interrupt her employ- 
ment. “ Would his Imperial Highnese 
to return in the afternoon ? ” 

" No ! now, or never more ! ” reptibd^ 
Joseph, in a hurried agitated voieO; and 
I desiring. that the ladies of honour would 




PRESENTIMENT,; OR, ^HE INFANTA AT PRESBUROx. 


suffer him to eut^ unannounced, ho , took 
his . way through ^rerol resplendent hut 
now. deserted chambers of state, and reached 
the door of tine houdoir^ where he paused to 
gather breath and presence of mind for his 
pu^ose. The golden latch yielded in silence 
to his <iareful touch. 

It was a 'fairy cell, that boudoir ! Who 
has not distinguished it among the wilderness 
of gilded galleries, and tapestried saloons at 
Sclibnbrunn ? Its simple walls delicately 
covered with embossed straw, its furniture of 
snow-white, glossy maple wood, its draperies 
of the palest sea-green silk. A lute lay upon 
the marble window-seat ; a few rare flowers 
were scattered by the side of a half-flnished 
miniature upon the desk ; but no living 
creature was there ! Josej)h trembled as 
he approached the painting. Might not 
Isabella’s secret be unfolded upon that tiny 
ivory ? Stimulated by an agony of appre- 
hension, he cast one hasty but decisive glance 
upon — a portrait of hirmelf I 

Agitated by this discovery, though still 
haunted by a painful perplexity of mind, 
he gazed round the room for some token 
that might explain her absence. A slight 
current of air seemed to agitate one of its 
silken draperies. True ! he remembered 
now ; tlie door of an adjoining oratory was 
concealed beneath, and gently unclosing the 
entrance, the object of his search was before 
him ; but in how sad, how afllicting a posi- 
tion ! Prostrate u j)on the marble floor ; lier 
dark hair dishevelled and veiling her face, 
breathing quick sobs of sorrow or of penitence, 
Isabella lay at his feet ! 

Very tenderly, and very silently lie raised 
the sufferer in his arms, and imprinted a 
kiss upon the pale cheek, bathed with tears, 
that now drooped upon his shoulder; nor 
did she seek to extricp.tc herself from his 
embrace. “Isabella! dearest Isabella !” said 
he, clasping her to his bosom, “ why are you 
here at this hour, and wherefore thus 1 You 
condemn me to long days of absence from 
your side ; you withdraw yourself from a 
society which lives but in your presence ; 
is it only to indulge in wayward mclan- 
chply 

The Archduchess tlirew a tearful glance 
round the little chamber. It was destitute 
of all ornament, save an unframed picture, 
a glorious representation of the Holy Mother 
of God, hy the hand of Guido, and a tall 
and unadorned crucifix standing on a flight 
of marble steps ; the cushion before tlie 
Gotks was worn with kneeling. 


“ There is surely nothing here,” said she, 

which can displease you as the companion 
of my solitude.” 

“ It is yourself, your precious self wliose 
companionship alarms me ! ” replied Joseph. 
“Why cultivate this gloomy devotion, this 
austere penitence, at the cost of your health, 
and of my happiness ? But if these are 
alike indifferent to your Jieart, I l)eserch you 
remember that a mighty empire awaits your 
promised heir. Isabella ! forget not your 
unborn cliild.” . 

“ Forget it ! ” exclaimed the shuddering 
Princess, “would, would that it were possible ! 
•Its claims form the bane of my existence !” 

“ How ! would you tlien deny it th(‘ 
inheritance of a liiothcr’s affection ? the 
inlieritance of the meanest cradle giuirdcd 
hy the blessings of iny poorest subject ? 
Does your faitli, Isabella, forbid the indul- 
gence of so sweet an instinct? Then little 
is it influenced h}' the Creator’s will.” 

“ Hush ! ” whispered Isabella, pressing 
her hand tenderly upon his lips. “ 1 have 
heard your chiding, bear in turn with my 
reproof ; and promise me, (V‘ar Joseph, to 
repress that evil impulse which BOiuetiines 
leads you into light mention of religious 
ordinances.” 

“ Thanks, thanks ! ” said the Arclidnko. 

“ Reprove me, teach mo, tlircct my faith ; 
for every instance of your regard is jjrecious 
in my sight. But you must love me, too ; 
only love me ! 1 seek no other concession.” 

The Archduchess started. 

“And surely my unqualified devotion may 
. win some favour in your sight ? Our mar- 
nage, it is true, was planned in a state 
council ; our young hearts were not con- - 
suited ; and mine, I confess it, revolted 
against this arbitrary disposal of its uttectioiis. 
But you came, and they were yours at once : 
wholly, wholly yours ! From the moment 
my eyes had rested upon Isabella, every other 
eaitlily object became a blank. Yes! the 
Empress gave me life ; but she has effaced 
that gift hy a far more precious endowment, 
by your hand, — I must not say your heart.” 

“If it were possible — ” the Archduchess 
began. 

“No! no!” inte*rrupted Josej)!!, “that 
measured voice bodes me no good. 1 will 
hear but one word ‘ fobm your lips ; my 
Isabella— only tell me that you love me ! ” 

The Princess seemed roused by his vehe- 
mence to some new train of ideas. 
you ! ” faltered she, witlidrawing herself 
from his arms. “ Love you ! oh ! no, no ! 
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Buch tenderness would be my ruin. Indif- 
ference alone can palliate iny wretchedness. 
Love you 1 Heaven in its mercy forbid ! ” 
Isabella ! ” exclaimed the Archduke 
passionately, again attempting to fold her to 
his heart. These words are madness ; 1 

cannot give them faith^ I will not. In the 
sight of all Europe you are mine, — in the 
sight of God, — my own, my wif^f If it is 
your will to rend these tics asunder, speak ! 
if they must still exist, they shall not be 
thus evadedi ! ” 

“ Oh ! merc^ul Heaven ! ” said the Prin- 
cess fervently, as she hastily ascended the 
marble steps, and clasped her arms around 
the crucifix, spare me this trial. Suffer 
not my bleeding heart to be divided from 
thee ; let me not have implored thee in vain ! 
Go ! ” she continued, turning towards her 
husband, yet still retaining her hold upon 
the cross, Go, leave me, in peace with God, 
in charity with thee.” 

Joseph, fearful of increasing her unreason- 
able agitation, departed in silence from the 
presence of the Infanta ; and escaping through 
a private gate into the solitary groves of the 
park, he strove to subdue by reflection and 
reasoning, the tremor of his own frame. 
How ill had his attempt prospered 1 how 
little availed to dispel his anxieties, or to 
resolve his doubts ! Sometimes he attributed 
to delirium, to temporary frenzy, the strange 
expressions of his wife : but then, her settled 
melancholy ? He had found her, however, 
occupied in retracing his features in her 
unobserved retirement: this was the sole 
consolation ]t^e had derived from his Intrusion; 
and it w^as one which renewed his eager hope 
Jhat time and the birth of her child would 
dispose her in his favour. Meanwhile they 
met again upon the following day, — oh ! 
marvellous restraint of etiquette that can 
school both voice and feature ! — as if no 
unusual inteftst had been excited between 1 
them. 

CUirTER II. 

The affectionate interest with which the 
Archduchess Joseph was regarded by the 
Empress, induced her to* devise a thousand 
schemes for her, diversion, and imagine a 
thousand flattering atte^ions to win her 
from her sadness. ^ 

One morning early in tlie summer, when 
the copper roofs of * the palace were beginning 
to glare offensively on the eye, Maria Theresa 
persuaded her daughter-in-law to accompany 

VoL. HI. 

her in an airing through •iht Fdrstadte, 
These suburbs form the most important part 
of the city of Vienna ; for living been 
burned, as untenable, during the last l^kish , 
siege, they are principally constructed of. 
handsome modem mansions ; and contain 
several splendid summer-palaces of the nobi- " 
lity, situated in the midst of enchanting 
gardens. 

As the carriages of the Princesses ap- 
proached the Leopoldstadt, — the island 
suburb formed by the Danube, or rather by the 
paltry canals which diverge from that noble 
stream in order to afford the advantages of 
its navigation to Vienna, — the Hungarian 
guard which had preceded the carriage, sud- 
denly halted and drew up in a line opposite 
to a stone gateway ; and Isabella, on entering 
a garden of the most enchanting description, 
a perfect “bower of bliss,” perceived that 
every flowery paiterre was formed into her 
cipher, and that the fountains, in throwing 
their jets of silvery wire upon the carillons 
whose tinkling sound mingled with the plash 
of their waters, were directed so as to enlace 
her initials with those of the Archduke. 

The Princess, betrayed into her natural 
self for a moment, w’armly expressed the 
most artless admiration of the fairy delusions 
by w'hich slie was surrounded; and when 
the Empress pressed the whole upon her 
acceptance with a maternal kiss, she received 
this token of affectionate regard with the 
gratitude and exultation of a child. Maria 
Theresa drew her ami within her owm, in 
order to conduct her to a temple of Parian 
jnarble, commanding a view of the Moravian 
mountains, and of the nearer heights of the 
purple Leopoldsberg. Rising majestically 
above the silver waters of the Danube, these 
glorious hills form a noble object from the 
Augarten, the public' garden planted by 
Joseph after his accession to the throne, and 
resigned to the pleasures of his subjects ; 
wliile for his solitary wanderings he retained 
only the small adjoining pleasure-ground 
consecrated by the memory of his wife. 

A bust of the Archduke ornamented the 
temple. “This, dearest Isabella,” said the 
Empress, “is at present but the temple of 
Hope ; I trust you will one day make it 
that of Happiness, you alone possess that . 
power ; you ^one influence and control the 
affections of my son.” ‘ ■ 

Isabella clasped her hands moumfolly Ip 
reply. Her tears were already falling* - 

On another occasion, as her chariot tolled 
beneath the magnificent avenues of the 

No. 60. 
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Prater, she was invited to visit the lodges of 
the deer ; and entering a wooded glade, a 
sylvan concert rose on every side, like the 
voices of the wood-nymphs, to welcome her 
to the grove. ' The invocation was breathed 
in the very measures of Metastasio, and 
' harmonized by the skill of Mozart ; and the 
poet and the artist personally superintending 
the execution, it was worthy of the semi- 
divinities by whom it was performed, the 
young Archduchesses habited as hamadryads. 
A ruetic bower constructed of trunks of 
trees, and roofed with branches of hr, and 
garlands of exotics, now courted the queen 
of the fete to paitake of a repast, seemingly 
uniting every imaginable delicacy, but formed 
entiiuJy of iced confectionary. ^ Again the 
music floated in mysterious echoes around 
her, but it was all in vain ! The Princess 
smiled upon tlicir efforts, tasted their viands, 
listened to their delicate flatteries ; but the 
smile reached no further than her lips. Like 
the cates of their own deceptive board, all 
was coldness and delusion beneath. 

It was to gratify a caprice expressed in 
one of her more cheeiful moments, that the 
feathered prisoners of tlie Imperial aviary were 
let loose into the lofty tropical conservatory 
at Schbnbrunn, then unique in Europe. To 
gratify her playful fancy, the loxia was 
admitted to disport amid its native bowers, 
and suspend its elegant plumage from the 
palmated leaves of the draconia ; parroquets 
chattered amid the clustering pods of the 
creeping vanilla plant ; the bleeding dove of 
Java murmured once more among the scarlet 
clusters of the ixora ; and gaudy lories 
displayed their radiant wings among the 
bread-fruit trees. 

At another time, Joseph* invited the 
nobles of the court circle to appear at one of 
his private balls, each, in the costume of tliat 
i country of the Austrian dominions in which 
I he held his estates : — Hungary, Bohemia, 

I Croatia, Sclavonia, Transylvania, Moravia, 
Styiia, Carinthia, Camiola, Lombardy, Flan- 
ders, Lorraine, Tuscany, and Austria, sent 
forth representatives to the festival, in the 
persons of their proudest and loveliest. On 
the birthday of the Emperor, the chief cities 
of his realms were magnificently embodied 
in a similar manner ; and on St. Theresa’s 
fiUy all the personages of Metastasio’s operas 
, were represented by the flower of the young 


* A Bimilor fSte was given by the pment Emperor, 
to the Allied SovereignB, durii^' the Congr^ of' 
Vienna. 


nobility, under the counsels of the reverend 
Abbate in person. 

Sometimes Ariosto’s knights appeared to 
joust in the Imperial manigey — from whose 
columned gaUeiics, as in the lists of chivalry, 
Ladies* eyes 

Rain'd influence, and adjudged the prize. 
Somotimes the Archdukes and their noble 
company of cavaliers affected an encounter 
with the Saracens; who were represented, 
as now in the oammely by wooden posts 
with Turkish heads, whose paipted frowns 
of mimic grimness form thefi* solo defence. 
But what are all such empty pageants but 
the toys of full-grown children? a passe- 
temps to the descBUvr^y but an importunate 
toment to the unhappy ! Often would 
Joseph in the height of his exertions, or at 
the moment of the ballroom’s gayest grouping, 
anxiously seek among the approving eyes 
of the spectators those wliich formed the light 
of his solitude ; hut still and ever did he And 
them listless, unimpassioned, or, worse still, 
wrought by an effort of duty into the con- 
strained expression of intei’est ! 

Of a^l those who, surrounding the Arch- 
duchess Joseph, necessarily shared in these 
diversions, the Princess Lichtenstein, her 
favourite lady of the bedchamber, alone 
presumed to court her observations on the 
passing scene, or to comment upon her 
singular indifference to the splendid gaieties 
of the court. The Princess was arrived at 
that period of life when, without presuming 
beyond those boundaries of clique lie so rigo- 
rously observed among the attendants of 
Maria Theresa, she could express sometliing of 
a maternal solicitude for her Imx^erial mis- 
tress. Her brilliant position in tlie world 
placed her above the suspicion of seeking to 
exert undue influence with selfish views ; 
for her open, upright, and dignified character 
became the name she wore. To this amiable 
woman, whose attractions cohsisted less in 
the brilliancy of her conversational talents 
or the acuteness of her mind, than in warmth 
of heart, frankness of thought and speech, 
and an intuitive sense of all that is womanly 
and virtuous and honoi;urable, confirmed by 
unostentatious piety, the Archduchess more 
fully conceded her confidence than to any 
member of the Imperial family. 

, As the peiio^. of her confinement ap- 
proached, Frinoeai^ Lichtenstein, herself a 
fond and exemplaxy mother, would frequently 
enlarge upon £he happiness and interest of 
maternal occupations, and indulge in a 
thousand chimeras respecting the heir which 
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she confidently predicted would be born to 
the German empire. But to all such observa- 
tions Isabella would reply, And what 
avails it to increase our ties unto a world we 
are about to forsake ? What is to me that 
I sliall be permitted for a time to indulge in 
the sacred joys and duties of a mother, since 
all must end so soon 1 1 tell you, Princess, 

before the time shall arrive which you so 
often predict, before you are permitted to 
hail my husband as King of the Romans, I 
shall be iy iny cold, and silent, and lonely 
there!*'* And she pointed to tho church 
of the Capuchins, the burial-place of the 
Imperial family, which adjoins the palace. 

Au rcste^ chere tnaman,** continued the 
Princess more cheerfully, and leaning affec- 
tionately on her arm, ‘^you need not embarrass 
yourself with these fruitless preparations; 
for believe me, you will never live to hold a 
son of mine upon your knee. If indeed I 
should survive to be blest with a living child, 
you must content yourselves with a tiny 
Archduchess.” 

This part of her Highness’s prediction was 
soon and happily accomplished. by the birth 
of a daughter, who was named Theresa, after 
the Empress ; and the intense affection mani- 
fested by the young mother towards this 
blossom of a desert heart, induced all who 
were interested in her welfare to anticipate 
the happiest results. But notwithstanding 
the increasing pleasure which the Arch- 
duchess appeared to derive from her newly- 
awakened maternal tenderness ; notwith- 
standing the activity with which her lively 
mind busied itself in the acquirement of 
new accomplishments, and in their adapta- 
«^tion to the amusement of her husband, whom 
she alone possessed the power of interesting 
in conversation, or attracting towards new 
pursuits, Isabella still retained that settled 
character of gloomy moumfulness which no 
endeavours on the part of those by whom 
she was surrounded could ever entirely over- 
come. Enlarged experience of the world 
taught her to render it as little irksome to 
her husband, and as little oppressive to her 
domestic circle as possible ; but the feeling 
of depression did not the less exist within 
the secret recesses of her heart. She would 
frequently dismiss her attendants, and remain 
for hours absorbed military meditation; 
or, seated within the fimurite temple of her 
garden, she would seem to watch the flowing 
waves of the Danube, as though the minutes 
of her existence were only worthy, like 
* The words used by the Archduchess. 


them, to pass onwards, undistingnishmg and 
undistinguished, towards the mighty ocean 
of oblivion. 

Even the political measures taken by the 
Austrian court to secure her husband’s suc- 
cession as King of the Romans, appeared to 
interest her mind only in as far as &ey were 
important to himself; and it was in vain 
that the Archduchesses, her sisters, at- 
tempted to awaken her sex’s foibles of 
vanity and ambition in her heart, by det^- 
ing the preparations in progress for Joseph’s 
approaching coronation at Frankfort. 

^^Have I not already assured you,” she 
would reply, ^^that instead of ermine and 
purple, I shall be girded in a shroud? My 
sisters! assure yourselves that I shall not 
live to be Queen of the Romans I” 

Even in the presence of the Empress, 
whom sbe regarded with the most respectful 
and filial deference, Isabella was far from 
concealing the tenor of her feelings and pre- 
sentiments; and it is remarkable that by 
her Imperil Majesty alone, the opinions of 
the Archduchess were never combated by 
ridicule, or treated with levity. In fact, the 
mind of Maria Theresa herself was already 
broken by age, and premature exertion; 
and the eminent intellectual endowments 
wliicli ill her early life had commanded the 
admiration of Europe, were now enfeebled 
by the thraldom of narrow prejudices, and a 
bigotry that partook somewhat lai^ly of 
the national weakness of her people. Du- 
ring her long reign, the Austrians were more 
attaclied to superstitious observances than 
any nation in Europe ; and through a weak- 
ness, incredible in a civilized age, the 
doctrine of familiar spirits was not only 
prevalent in Vienna, but many of the most 
distinguished men of the day had devoted 
their valuable time amd fortunes to the pur- 
suit of the philosopher’s stone, and the 
elixir of life. 

The Emperor himself had expended enor- 
mous sums in such speculations. For some 
time he was engaged in an attempt to dis- 
solve small diamonds, in order, by an alche- 
mical process, to re-crystallize them into one 
large mass; and the Imperial government 
held out warm encouragement to individuals, 
to devote themselves to the transmutation Of 
metals, by affording funds to facilitate fhese ^ 
chimericcJ researches. Nor is it wonderful^ 
j^at the adept and the necromancer should 
have been tolerated in a city where the . 
memory of Paracelsus was stUl venerated as 
that of the first of philosophers. 
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Among the most erednlous of the dupes to 
whom the outbreaking light of philosophy 
assumed in the obscurity of a dark age the 
semblance of a miracle, was the great Maria 
Theresa herself. The supernatural had an 
engrossing charm in her eyes ; which were 
blinded by ignorance, and by the arts 
of the monkish crew that surrounded her 
retirement from the cares of state. It was 
evident that her Imperial Majesty entertained 
no doubt of the full accomplishment of the 
Archduchess’s prediction ; for she was se- 
cretly persuaded that her daughter-in-law 
had received some supernatural revelation 
on the subject of her future destinies ; and 
she reverenced her the more, as one dis- 
tinguished by a heavenly interposition, and 
by intercommunication with the unseen 
world. 

There were, however, two members of the 
Imperial family not only enlightened beyond 
the contamination of these absurdities, but 
grieved to behold the minds they loved and 
reverenced, a prey to such corroding super- 
stitious subjection; — these were the Arch- 
duke Joseph, and his sister Maria Christina, 
already the wife of that Albert of Saxe 
Teschen, who has since invoked the genius 
of Canova to immortalize their affection.'^ 
Christina love^ her Italian sister with a 
most enthusiastic fondness. She had been 
the first to suggest the diversions and courtly 
pleasures by which she had ardently trusted 
to dissipate her melancholy ; and she was 
not, even now, contented like the rest to 
abandon her to the despondency of a mis- 
governed mind, 

rj** Why,” she would say to the Ardiduke, 
** why do you encourage our dear Isabella 
to pass her life away in the mere formal 
observances of our faith ? Why permit her 
to accompany the Empress in her frequent 
and prolonged visits to the vaults of the 
Capuchin convent ? My brother will scarcely 
deny that our duties towards our living kin- 
dred are paramount to any respect we owe to 
the mouldering bones of our ancestors ; and 
how, I besee^ you, do my mother and 
usters advantage themselves or their family, 
or further their eternal welfare, by the days 
they waste away in that chilly cavern of 
death?” 

** Isabella has so few enjoyments, so few 

* Ths exquiaiW nonmnent of ibo ArcbdnelieM 
Ohrisfebift, now ono of tho chief omamebts of Vienna, 
ir known, to have been originally designed by Canova 
, f for the VeneUaa Statea, aa a tribnte to the memory of 
I Tteian. The ilmple, but striking lasoiipfion, la wholly 

itB Uiwri Albert 


caprices,” replied Joseph, ^tliat I know not 
how to deny her an innocent indulgence. 
My mother is pleased by her sympathy— a 
sympathy that you or I find it impossible to 
bestow ; and the peculiar frame of the In- 
fanta’s mind derives consolation from this 
strange familiarity with the aspect of deatli. 
Do not let us be niggard of pleasures which 
we cannot share.” 

"Nay— but surely we might attempt to 
moderate a taste so little accordant with rea*- 
son, or indeed with the liappix^ss^/f its pos- 
sessor.” 

** No !” replied the Archduke after a mo- 
ment’s deliberation, ** 1 have made it the 
principle of my wedded life to oppose no 
wish, no thought, nor action of my Isabella’s ; 
for all are innocent in themselves, and few , 
— very few, — distasteful to my feelings. 
It would have been the glory of my cvi*'- 
tence to have obtained at her hands a reci- 
procation of that fond, that passionate, that 
exclusive attachment, with which, fiom the 
first day of our marriage until now, I ha\e 
still regarded her ; but this I have long re- 
cognised as impossible ; owing to natural 
coldness, or to some strong pre-occupation of 
feeling on her part. Believe not, Christina, 
that I allude, as many have suspected, to 
some previous attachment, to some Italian 
lover; if such were the case, she had not 
still retained that empire over my heart and 
mind which she holds with undivided powc^. 
No ! my respect for her and for myself aic 
equally untarnislied by my warm, w'ami 
tenderness for Isabella.” 

He paused for a moment, oppressed by his 
own emotion. 

"My dear brother,” interrupted Cluis-* 
tina, "I little intended to distress you by 
this discussion.” 

" Nay 1” replied Joseph, " you ha\e 
sought my confidence on a delicate subject ; 
and you must receive it perfect and entire. 
You have been surprised — fur 1 am not so 
blind as 1 appear, to all that is passing 
around me — that lovipg so distractedly as 1 
do my lovely but perverse wife, 1 have 
never either penetrated her mysterious sor- 
row, nor •compelled her to adopt habits more 
consonant with my taste ; or, peihaps, an 
hypocri^ of happiness which might deceive 
the court and t^ I world as to our relative 
feelings. Would yuu know the secret of 
this, Christina? Would you know why 
your brother, whose arbitrary spirit you 
have 80 often upbraided, appears in the pre- 
sent instance so tame, so enduring? Would 
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you knovir by what strange enchantment his 
mind appears thus bereft of its energies? 
By l(my my dearest sister, by a strong, a 
fervent, and disinterested attachment 1 I^ve 
hath taught my restless spirit patience, — 
iny despotic mind deference to the will of 
another ; and Isabella of Parma, young, and 
timid, and gentle, and unobtrusive as she is, 
sways me with a far more resolute hand 
than I shall ever wield withal the rod of 
empire.” 

Christina sfailed. 

‘‘ You deride my weakness ; — yet even 
against the mighty weapon of ridicule I am 
clad in an armour of proof. I have taken 
my resolution, sister ; I have determined, in 
this instance, to resign all selfish feelings, 
and to act only as may assui'e the happiness 
of my ife and children.” 

At this flank and generous declaration, 
the smiles of the Archduchess ceased. She 
w as touched by the manly yet feeling tone of 
her brother. 

“ But you, my dear sistei,” resumed tlie 
Aichduke, ^Svhose intercourse \vith Isabella 
IS restrained by no such delicacy, by no such 
embarrassments, surely might seek her 
confidence, might beguile her from the auste- 
rity of her devotion, from the cheerless re- 
serve of her heart. Between woman and 
\\omaii confidence is more prompt, more 
natural, moie unqualified by selfish views; 
an existing sympathy of motives and actions, 
of frailties and inclinations, renders confes- 
sion less alarming and less painful. I do 
not ask you to love Isabella ; 1 am penuaded 
that she is truly and justly dear to your 
bosom. Still less do 1 ask you to betray 
*^cr ; or to ingratiate yourself into her secrets 
in order to deposit them with her husband. 
But I do ask you, — 1 do beseech you as her 
iriond, to ascertain the origin of her depres- 
sion of mind^and to leave no libour undone, 
no exertion spared to restore her to herself 
and to happiness. Nay ! my dear sister, — 
come to me, having so inastei'ed her secret, 
tell me but by what sacrifice I can restore 
her peace of mind, — tell me that 1 must 
lesiguher, — renounce for ever the hope of 
her affection,— and I will implicitly follow 
your counsels. Tell me, Cliristina, tliat 
your friend would be cheerful and happy 
and pleased with life ifMure of my absence, 
and by the Heaven that hears me ! I will 
never look upon her face again.” 

The Archduchess was too deeply aware of 
the intensity of her brotheris attachment for 
his wife, not to appreciate, to the fullest 


extent, the value of his generosity. **Cslm 
yourself,” she replied, ^Restrain this im- 
petuosity of feeling. Be assured,—- as I am,-^ 
that whatever may cause the gloomy reserve 
of the Infanta, you, and you alone are master 
of her transient impnlses of happiness. 1 
am persuaded that you are the sole and 
dearest object of all her thoughts; and 
although I possesB not the shadow of a clue 
to her secret, I would peril my existerce that 
it is blameless.” 

The countenance of Joseph was flushed 
with pleasure at the sound of declarations so 
cheering, from a sister whose head and heart 
and sex, equally qualified her to judge with 
discrimination the character and conduct of 
his beloved Isabella. Christina hastened to 
offer renewed assurances of sympathy and 
aid. I will do all and more than you have 
required of me,” she said. We are about to 
leave Vienna ; Isabella has half promised to 
visit me at Presburg ; and during our solitary 
summer leisure, 1 trust I shall find occasion 
to execute your project. Before winter, the 
Archduchess will be again a mother ; before 
winter 1 trust that our united efforts will 
have removed every shadow of sadness from 
her brow'.” 

Cheered by these prognostication^ the 
Archduke prepared himself with eager hope 
for the summer residence of the court at the 
Imperial palace of Laxenbuig ; where tlic 
Emperor and Empress, surrounded by their 
lovely daughters, were accustomed to forget 
for a season the monotonous routine of their 
existence at Vienna. Although etiquette was 
laid abide, they lost nothing of their true 
dignity, — that of nobleness of heart, and 
mind, and action. They seemed indeed to 
forget the crown and arbitrary sceptre of 
Austria; but it wa*! only to become the 
happiest, and most uflited, and most virtuous 
of its domestic famihes. The Archduchess 
Joseph and her infant were the leading 
objects of interest to the cheerful group ; and 
Isabella herself appeared for a time rescued 
from her moumfeil presentiments, by the 
animated round of enjoyments devised for 
her welcome. Christina and her brother 
already exulted in her happier frame of 
mind ; but Princess Lichtenstein, whoso em- 
ployment in her household admitted her with 
Utichecked familiarity to the solitary hours 
of the young Princess, still regarded her with 
tjho deepest anxiety, and spoke of her oondi* 
ubn with the fondest regret. Already iha 
anticipated the most dreadful results from 
the despondency of her lovely charge. 
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Ths Bunmier of the year 1763 waft one of 
those rare holidays accorded in the oourse of 
a century by the caprice of Nature, in order 
to renew tlie tarnished credit of pastoral 
poets, and to invite the frondeurs of her reign 
into unconstrained familiarity with her love- 
liness ; a season when the sky becomes our 
roof, and the turf our floor, and we seek 
refuge in the woodlands from the oppression 
of a dwelling made Viiih hands. 

The climate of Austria is one of strong 
transitions. The winter of Vienna is rude 
and inclement, and during three months of 
the year, sledges supersede the usr 2 of wheel 
carriages ; but its summer is ahnobt Italian. 
There are seasons when the Jfelenathal of 
Baden might vie in exuberance of foliage and 
cloudlessness of sky, with the more celebrated 
valleys of the "sweet south,”— with Tempe 
or Vall’ombrosa ; there are seasons when the 
Danube heaves his mighty burden of waters 
through banks of woven oak, and amid plains 
of flowery verdure, more gracious and more 
smiling than those of Amo or the Durance. 

Isabella had sometimes playfully com- 
plained of the chillnoss of the Austrian sun- 
shine; but when June scattered her roses 
over the gardens of Laxenburg, she was 
compelled to acknowledge that those of her 
own villa at Colomo were outrivalled ; and 
that not the orange blossoms of Italy could 
hang more richly upon the fragrant air, than 
those of the Imperial bosquets. The Princesses 
evinced their intense enjoyment of the weather 
and of the exquisite scenery to which it 
imparted an air of enchantment, by living 
almost entirely under the canopy of the skies. 
They were at that period anxiously occupied 
by the progress of tl^e Ettter-scbloss, the 
mimic Castle of Chivalry which decorates the 
park of Laxenbuig ; forming a monument 
of bad taste that seldom fails to excite the 
sneers of the tourist. But although its 
design may be regarded as scenic and puerile, 
its rival wonder, the Temple of Night at 
Schflnau, has been admiringly described by 
Uadame de Stflel, and is generally regarded 
as a ehtf^asumre of the decorative art ; and 
if the much reviled MUter^icbloss fail in its 
tcompetition with its castles of feudal pride, 
the cares of its construction and arrangement 
afforded at least a blameless excitement to 
I the happy family of Maria Theresa during 
their summer soUtude. 

It appears resolved by the general consent 
of modem times, that monarchs alone shaU 


be denied tlie indulgeiioe of realizing similar | 
fancies ; and that even their private revenues 
shall he expended according to tiie strictest 
interpretation of the arbitrary canons of 
criticism. Yet wherefoic withhold such 
slight and harmless recreations as may in 
some measure compensate the loss of the 
sweeter sympathies of existence, — of the 
unrestrained joyousness of private life^ — 
and who would endure the loneliness of a 
throne, if the toys and baubles wdp^li beguile 
its dulnoBS, arc to be snaTched away ( 
^*Heufetus le peuple^* says the adagj, 
Vhstoire est ennuyeuser* " Heuretu k peuplcy * 
might he also said, " dont le souverain occupe 
ses lohirs de parHls Rochets 

Let those who gaze with the scornful 
coldness of a callous hoaii; upon the Cubtle of 
Chivahy, imagine the animated intercsl with 
which the young and lovely Aichduchessc's 
—who had designed its groined roofs and 
bannered galleries, its “stoiicd windows 
liclily digbt,” its gloomy armouiies ainl 
warden tower, and dwarf witli his enchanted 
horn, — inspected its slow completion; the 
ardour with which thej” explored the hoards 
of the Imperial treasury for the toys of the 
olden time,^ — for jewelled chalice and fiettcd 
carcanet, — for the broidered hawking-glo\ e 
which Hungary was accustomed to fill with 
ducats, for her ancient queens, — for misbals 
which Cranach and Durcr had illuminated 
for their use, — for the combs sparkling w ith 
opals that had graced their tiring chamber, — 
and all those thousand nameless trinkets of 
coral and filigree, tourmaline and agate, 
which equally form the glory of the ancient 
cMtelamCy and of the modern antiquary. ^ 

Maria Christina, who was an artist of no 
mean excellence, and Isabella, who was 
gifted with the elegance and refinement of 
her native cojintry, were indefatigable in 
tracing and designing the carveu fretwork of 
the Gothic masonry, and the antique furni- 
ture which was to grace the gloomy chambers 
of the tower ; and when the brilliancy of the 
bummer sunshine imprisoned them within 
the shelter of jahusies and marble w^alls, 
they would sit together sketching, and com- 
paring, and correcting their plans for the 
Chdtsau des Caprices^ whilo ^e Archduke, 
with a new volun^ of Marmontel in his 
hand, reproached wir volubility; or the 
Princess Lichtenstein intruded playful 
infancy of the little Theresa upon their busy 
occupation. 

If Isabella derived less pleasure from the 
task than the Empress and her court circle. 
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if she proved lees ardently that love of cjlcI- 
tation which prompted them 

— — to create, and in creittiDg live 
A being more intense, 

she had her own season of enjoyment, and 
her own allotted Eden at Laxenburg. There 
was a terrace overlooking its pleasance,*' 
which might alone suffice to vindicate the 
fallen favour of the grand and stately in the 
art of landscape gardening. The spectacle 
afforded many of the royal residences of 
Germany, — Wnich a depraved taste for what 
are perversely called English gardens, and 
the natural,” has surrounded with serpen- 
tine walks, mean shrubberies, hermitages, 
artificial rocks, rustic bridges, and meander- 
ing canals bordered by weeping willows, — 
might indeed convince the jnost hardened 
scejitic of the absurdity of adapting the 
diminutive graces and concetti of a citizen^s 
villa, to palaces recalling the splendours of 
Versailles. But the Imperial gardens afford 
a happy union of either style ; and the noble 
terrace to which Cliristina and Isabella were 
"wont to repair in the stillness of the summer 
twilight, in order to enjoy the tranquillity of 
the skies, and a happy and undisturbed con- 
fidence of thought and feeling, was indeed 
worthy to adorn a palace of the modem 
CiEsars. « 

The profusion of statues and vases ranged 
along its marble parapet, tended to deceive 
the eye as to its glorious extent ; yet still 
the perspective was singularly striking. 
Clustering pomegranate blossoms, of dazzling 
brilliancy, overhung the pale marble ; many 
a trim orange tree, white with its bridal 
^ flowers, seemed to murmur in the basking 
sunshine, from the numberless bees that 
were secretly enriching themselves with its 
spoil ; and hero and there, at considerable 
intervals, some colossal vase, on which the 
sculptured if^mphs twined their voluptuous 
dance with wreathing arms and uplifted 
cymbals, extended its gigantic bowl, un- 
crowned with flowers like the rest, as if to 
collect the sparkling dew as a propitiatoiy 
offering to the sylvan deity of the spot. The 
lofty marble stairs, whose descent terminated 
the terrace at either end, were secured firom 
intrusion during the nightly promenade of 
the Archduchesses. ^ loaded 

with perfumes from tjp adjacent gardens; 
the smooth glossy gravel shone like a tessel- 
lated Mosaic ; and the eye wandered between 
those choicest forms of ancient idolatry that 
graced the balustrade, towards the tangled 
wilderness of blossoming shrubs in the dieh 


tanoe beneath. All was gracious, and courtly, 
and noble ; seeking no paltry competition 
with unrivalled nature, but displaying a 
splendid example of the achievements of 
human art. 

"This was the favourite haunt of our 
childhood,” said Christina, one evening, when 
the Infanta appeared unusually dejected. 

" My mother and the Emperor were always 
summoned hither by the governess of the 
Imperial children, to witness our first loco- 
motive attempts ; and soon that happy in- 
terest will be renewed by a younger genera- 
tion. Caroline’s imps are already exerting 
their little limbs at Caserta ; and though 1 
am mysel& denied the joy of a surviving 
child, yet next summer, dear Isabella, I shall 
delight to see you guiding the footsteps of 
your little Theresa over this level ground.” 

" And that, believe me, you will never 
sec. 1 repeat to you, Christina, that these 
happy evenings, these lonely walks, are my 
last. The summer sun seems brilliant to 
you, — to the Empress, — to the whole court ; 
but judge how fair its beams must appear in 
my ^yes, which are so soon to close upon its 
brightness. Look upon this enchanted scene, 
Christina, — mark how it unites the highest 
trophies of mortal and immortl^ creation, — 
breathe its sweet air, my dear sister, inhale 
its perfumes into the very depths of your 
heart., — feast your eyes upon the variety and 
softened union of its countless hues,— -ahd 
then contrast them, as I do, with the dark- 
ness and the loathsomeness of the grave 
which awaits me.” 

" Hush ! Isabella, hush ! ” said the Prin- 
cess of Saxe Teschen, shocked by her allusion. 
" To reject the abundant gifts of Heaven is 
ungrateful, — to court such wayward despon- 
dency, is selfish and i^crverse.” 

Perverse, if you*will, — ‘ but not selfish,” 
replied Isabella. " Oh ! did I study my own 
enjoyment, my own inclinations, think you 
I would not tear this rooted curse from my 
bosom, abandon my troubled heart to the 
sweet affections whch court its adoption, 
and live, and love, and smile as you do, 
Christina ? For myself, I tell you that the 
gloomy clouds of November will hover over 
my pall ; and as to my child 

"Nay ! ” interrupted the Archdudidss, af- 
fecting to ridicule her predictions, "If yott 
must needs die yourself, do not cany the ' 
inbrtality through the family.” 

" Vous voulez queje vous louse menjeunef 
Ahl met foi,—nonf if<m ne h tout 

au pltis que rir ou sept ans** 
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" 1 t^dtythen, deawBi sister^ that you will 
accede to my mother’s desire» and permit my 
pencil to record the exbtence of a being 
whom you announce as so evanescent. When 
will you allow Theresa to ut to me for the 
promised portrait^— when will you commit 
your precious self into my hands ? Novem- 
ber is approaching ! ’* add^ Christina, with 
a significant smile. 

The Archduchess Joseph .withdrew her 
hands, and clasped them vehemently upon 
her b(»om, as a deep shudder pervaded her 
whole frame. ‘‘You say tine; — my time 
is indeed short She walked on a few paces 
alone, then suddenly returning, “Sister!” 
said i^e, “you are right. These ^portraits, if 
Indeed you wish to record among you the 
brief existence of beings who have been lent 
you for your sorrow, must be speedily com- 
pleted. You are about to .depart for Pres- 
burg: you have sought my company, — 
accept it now ; I will he the companion of 
your journey. It- will prove a diversion to 
the Archduke, who is oppressed by the con- 
stant sight of my sorrow.” 

“ I doubt, however, my brother’s inclina- 
tion to visit Hungary. Let us content our- 
selves with our own society ; we will leave 
him to add his« chamber and his whim to the 
CMUau des Caprices; or, during your absence, 
he may visit Baden, — Uie waters and the 
vaiying society of the baths will be a surer 
antidote to ennui than my poor castle of 
Presbuig.” 

Christina was not mistaken in her conjec- 
tares. The Archduke, while he warmly 
applauded the project of Isabella, was eager 
to escape himself from a sojourn in Hungary. 
He secretly detested the character of tlie 
people ; and might probably already meditate 
those plans of reform which still render him 
the h^e ^aversion of the Magyar!. He had 
profited by his election as King of the Ro- 
mans, to resign the government of Hungary 
into the hands- of Prince Albert of ^xe 
Teschen, tho'^ husband of Maria Christina ; 
and although the nation had testified its 
.Iqyal attachment to the children of its queen, 
by the election of a noble palace at Buda, as 
a residence for the Palatine, yet tlie Archduke 
was at little pains to conceal his contempt 
for their barbarian ignorance and vain- 
gl^ous pride* K He considered the enslaved 
of the peasantry with the deepest 
^ 0 <Mnln 4 etati(m ; and regarded with jealousy 
the unyielding supremo^ of the Magnats)^ 
without refiectinghowfar ^eir ri^ts might 
antedate ^ rule of his ancestors* He foi> 

got, or wished not to remember, that Maria 
Theresa herself had, in her early days of 
adversity, not only confirmed their ancient 
constitution by aoceptiiig the coronation oatli 
of Andreas 11., but in gratitude for their 
faithful adherence to her blighted fortunes, 
had extended tlieir dangerous privileges, and 
created a new nobility to strengthen their 
might. He resolved that his first exercise of 
the Imperial power should be to level the 
rank growth of aristocratic enactments, 
which'subdued the energies off the land, and 
impoverished its resources. Europe had not 
then learned, by a terrible example, the diffi- 
culty of separating from the sound members 
those decayed branches and supernumerary 
trunks, which a prudent foresight would 
devote to the axe of the w'oodman. 

Joseph was indeed the arbitrary apostle of 
liberty, the despot of reform, the tyrant of 
the liberals. He decreed that a nation should 

set free, which fondly hugged its chains. 
Witliout pausing to inquire, like our own 
Elizabeth touching the petitioning Evange- 
lists, — “whetlier those prisoners wished to 
be released,” lie determined to impose free- 
dom on his subjects at the point of the 
bayonet. He sent a mighty ami}^ to perisli 
in the marshes of Croatia ; and restrained, 
with a fearless hand, the privileges of the 
discontented nobility. The condition of 
Hungary, at that eventful period, has been 

1 compared with that of England during the 
struggles between John and his barons ; but 
the British king was not the champion of 
ap oppressed peasantry ; and the besotted 
people of Hungary, ungrateful for the ex- 
ertions of the Empercr in their behalf, re- 
sembled nothing but Bganarelle’s wife, who 
insists upon being beatep, and resents the 
protecting interposition of a stranger. 

Had Joseph the Seebnd survived to direct 
and support the measures he kad planned, 
all might have gone well. But when death 
terminated his active operations, Hungaiy 
was upon the eve of insurrection ; and Leo- 
pold was compelled, by an exhausted treasury 
and a rebellious people, to revoke all the 
unpopular edicts of his predecessor. Erc 
his brother.was cold in the grave, at one fell 
swoop the labours of his life were demolished. 

The pplitioal deskns of the Archduke are 
said to have dated his earliest years of 

manhood ; and froinm period of his mar- 
riage he avoided all communication with the 
Hungarians, save thd8#%hb. were neutralized 
by residence at the Austrian coui-t. In vain 
the Infanta besought him to accompany her 
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in this lier first visit to Presbur^. ‘*Do 
not,” he replied, — " do not, I implore yon, 
require me to visit Hungary. The sight of 
her lotely face, deformed and degraded as 
its features are by the mastexy of evil pas- 
sions, is revolting to my feelings. No ! I 
cannot visit the castle of Presburg !” 

Was the repugnance of the Archduke 
urged by the remembrance that his own 
helpless infancy had been harboured fh>m 
his motl^r’s faithless subjects in that very 
castle, by those vety Magnate wno now 
moved his disgust 1 Did he apprehend that 
the stones of that celebrated haU,**^ in which 
the young and lovely Theresa had com- 
mitted her destitute babe to the "ancient 
fidelity of the famous Hungarian States,” 
would prate of his ingratitude? Did he 
fear that the echoing clash of those loyal 
sabres, which had leaped from their scabba^s 
to attest the unanimous cry, " Our lives and 
our blood for your Majesty !” would enervate 
his firm resolve to unsheath against them the 
weapon of an enemy, and to suborn the laud 
by an inundation of ^pellegiine spade ? ” 

The purposed visit of the Archduchess was 
deferred by several unforeseen occurrences : 
by the iiidisposition of the young Theresa, 
and by a series of fetes given by the Emperor 
for the diversion of his favourite, the Princess 
Auersperg. Early, however, in the month 
of October, Isabella, travelling as the Graiinn 
Leutsnau, and attended only by the Princess 
Lichtenstein and the household of the young 
Archduchess, arrived at Presburg, where she 
was welcomed wdth friendly affection by 
Maria CHristina and Prince Albe^, the* 
Governess and Palatine of Hungary. 

CHAPTFR IV. 

And must 1 weep my youth away 
lu these forebodings ? must I'feel 
Deafii'i icy footsteps day by day 
Upon my shuddering bosom steal ? — V ans. 

The banks and fringed uplands which sur- 
round Presburg were already bright with a 
thousand golden hues, and the vineyards, 
whence the fruit had been recently stript for 
tlie winepress, were tinged with &e earliest 
hectic of autumnal decay. The rivers began 
to roll with a more impetuous current, the 
clear sparkling air sha^ned the outlines of 

* This hall is now in robit. It forms part of tbo 
Sominaxmm, which wot aecidentallT hamt during 

Napoleon's siege of Presburg. Several modem tsav^ 
lers have entbusiastioally Mostrophiied ^ praaeat 
chamber of the Diet, believing it to be the acene of 
Maria Theresa's celebrated harangue. 


the distant hills, and the m^hty plain of the 
Danube, between Vienna and PMburg, was 
alternately scorched by a sultry noontide^ and 
chilled by the early frosts of a darker season. 

The castle, which now presents a mass of 
ruins whose stately outline alone recalls its 
pristine glory, was then a splendid palace, 
well ordered, and gracefully decorated. Its 
local advantages are perhaps unrivalled ; our 
own Richmond offers but a feeble iriniature 
of the union of woods and waters among 
which the citadel of Presburg uplifts its 
crest. The Danube with its island groves, 
the vast plains interspersed with princely 
eh&teaux^ " bosomed high *mid tufted trees,” 
tile vineyq;rds that clothe with their rich pro- 
mise the adjoining slopes, the city with its 
towers seeming to rise gradually from the 
waters below, and to oiler homage at every 
step, the intermingled gardens and rocks of 
the foreground, and the maize fields, and 
misty hiUs melting in the vast horizon, form 
a noble and varying landscape. The re- 
flexion of the illuminated atmosphere of 
Vienna, which, at a distance of forty miles, 
is iiiscemible at night from the summit of 
the hill, bears witness to its proud elevation ; 
but it was during the sunny noon that Isa- 
bella leaned against an upper window of the 
tower, to contemplate the rich beauties of 
the surrounding scenery ; and it was with 
difficulty that Maria Christina tempted her 
from her post, and persuaded her to sacrifice 
a passing hour to the completion of that por- 
trait which still survives to perpetuate their 
friendship. 

The Archduchess found her sister listless 
and languid ; and, anxious for her own cre- 
dit as an artist, attempted to animate 
her pensive countenance by many interesting 
details touching the castie and its former 
inmates. At Imgth she spoke of the Arch- 
duke’s unhappy iniaucy, of his refuge within 
its walls, and of the loyalty of the hearts by 
which they were guarded ; ond, more than 
all, she described witli powerful interest tJie 
celebrated appeal of the young queen, to 
which I have recently alluded. The lapse of 
three-and-twenty years had not sufficed to 
tarnish the romantic biiUiaucy of the event. 
History, that gravest and most authoritative 
of liars, had not laid a benumbing toucfii 
upon its vitd wee animation ; nor bad party 
perverted its character or aspersed its motivus* 

^ ** She came hither,” said the Archduchess, 
" harassed by faction, driven from her here- 
ditary dominions, deserted by her allies ; a 
young mother, about to give birth to a second 
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heir to her misfortnnefl, yet 'without & hope 
of retaining one city of her empire to shelter 
its helplessness. ^ was unatippoited and 
timid ; it was the timidity of youth and 
not of mind ; for although the Empress was 
then but of your own age^ dear Isabella, and 
lovely and gentle as you are, yet was she 
strong in mental energy, and in dauntless 
reliance upon Heaven : even in her eiatrcmity 
of adversity |Qie retained her self-command, 
and through that her command orer the 
minds of others. Nay! so prevailing was 
the interest created by her youth, and beauty, 
and moral courage, that a land of heretics, 
even distant England, was moved to lavish 
its treasures in support of her cause.”*’ 

“But uhat avails our compassion?” ex- 
claimed Isabella, hastily dispeising the tears 
that were gathering in her eyes. “Look 
upon the after-position of her destimes ; look 
upon the fame Maria Theresa has acquired 
among the nations of Europe ; look upon 
the name she will leave to after ages !” 

“On that it were premature to decide, 
idnce we are taught to judge of man’s for- 
tnnes by his end. And ’tis an appalling 
thing, even to the hdW; of sovereigns, that 
said judgment of posterity ; ’tis an im- 
partial tribunli], which levels monarchs 
with the rest of mankind ; a consideration, 
Isabella, that more than reconciles me to the 
obscurity of my own lot in life. Compara- 
five obscurity, perhaps I ought to say ; yet 
Burdy a daughter of Austria may, without 
vanity, hail it as a lucky chance that her 
head is doomed to wear no royal crown.” 

“ Yonr destiny has been one of rare feli- 
city for one of onr degree,” replied the Archr 
duchess Joseph, mournfully. “You have 
been permitted to give your hand to the 
lover of your choke, without abandoning 
yonr native home ” 

“ Andyoe^, Isabella demanded Christina, 

smiling at the inference. 

“And I am married with one whom I 
could wish to have been the object of my 
preference ; but believe me when I declare 
to you, in perfect honesty, that my heart 
has never beat with a quickened throb 
through the influence of mortal man.^’ 

“Nevearthetoss,** observed Christina with 
some hesitation, “ the world has not failed 
to attribute j<mt depression of spirit to the 
disappointment of an early attachment.” 

* The Englidi lediei, tnitkaied Iw the Dueheu of 

Marlhoroiuh, ■ahsenbee £l(w^Oe0, tot the aid of the 
2<^ofHuDgwy. Tlw gift howevet, giKtefril^ 


“Indeed!” exclaimed Isabella, starting 
from her seat ; “ it had not occurred to me 
that my conduct or character could bear 
such an interpretation. I had thought to 
live in those records of history which you 
seem to hold in such holy horror, but as a 
sullen princess, feeble in mind and health, 
and unworthy of the greatness that had been 
thrust upon her.” 

“ Undeceive yourself, then, my dear sister. 
You are, and will be, represented qs the vic- 
tim of dn unhappy passion, unkhs you retain 
me, or some othei* of the handmaidens of 
Rumour, as your advocate.” 

“ So much has been said and sung of the 
power of love,” observed Isabella, musingly, 
“that we have at length brought out selves 
to believe it the master passion of human 
nature. It is assuredly the most graceful 
and picturesque, the most acceptahlo to the 
arts ; but neither the most powerful nor uni- 
versal. Hatred and leveiige, hope uud fear, 
ambition and avarice, had they been equ.illy 
hymned, or equally analyzed, would afford 
us, perhaps, as many examples of the mighti- 
ness of their influence.” 

“ No, no ! I will not have yon in the right, 
dear Isabella. Jovo and his thuniiei holts 
are approved to have quailed beneath tlie 
simple shafts of love ; and I, foi one, hold 
the true faith that hearts may be broken hy 
his influence, and brows borne about amid 
the better joys of life, as desponding, as 
wretched as your own.” 

“Your judgment is so thoroughly a wo- 
man’s that I am half tempted to forgive its 
treason.” 

“ But will you not, my * sullen princess , 
of history,’ enable me to judge you with 
more exactness ? I have never intruded upon 
your confldenco; but if earnest affection, 
and a sincere interest in yonr welfare, entitle 
me to claim a concession which *you appear 
to have accorded to none beside, then, Isa- 
bella, am I indeed worthy to become better 
acquainted with the true nature of your 
feelings.” 

“My kindest siiijter!” said the Arch- 
duchess, turning towards her with deep ten- 
derness, “ it has been my misfortune that 
my mind has been sxiflered to brood unmo- 
lested over its mys^rious treasury of sorrow. 
I have sometimes even thought that its mood 
of misery, like the troubled dream of the 
sleeper, might have been dispelled had 1 
attempted to 8peak,*--had I presumed to 
give vent to its secret wretchedness.” 

Maria Christina affected to ply her pencil 
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with husy activity, that she might not inti- evil destiny which haa hovemd over my 
inidate by observation the unfolding oon- devoted head. 

fidence of her companion. My grandfather, Lonbi XV^ in hSilowing 

You will not be curious resumed Isa- his eldest and best loved daughter upon Don 
bella ; you will not afiect a further interest Phil p, appeared even more depressed by 
in my destiny, my fatal destiny P’ the anticipation of her future life of seclusion^ 

" Dearest sister ! I only fear to surprise and the dreary monotony which awaited her 
your confidence ; to tempt you to avowals at Parma, than by the loss of her affectionate 
which you may repent at some calmer devotion and animated society. He even 
moment.’^ conditioned with his uncle, the K^og of 

Nay i look not so alnrmed ; 1 have Spain, who had negotiated the alliance, that 
nothing startling to unfold; nothing peiv Elizabeth should be permitted to retain 
sonal at least ; no guilt, no error. I can about her person, two of the ladies who were 
only tcU you that I am unhappy, and tAat appointed to accompany her from the court 
you have known from our first hour of of France ; in order that she might not be 
friendship.” at once d^ied the indulgence of the lan- 

Rest yourself, then, on yonder couch, gu*^g® habits of her native country, 
whore the morning air plrys so refresh- The Comtesse de Lom6nie, accordingly, her 
ingly. Rest yourself, dear Isabella ; I >»i]l dame du palais^ and Mademoiselle de Vauqu^ 
letouch some other painting. Tell me only mont, the companion of her childhood, became 
that which It will be a relief to yourself the consolations of her loneliness in a foreign 
to disclose ; c\ ery detail of your life must land ; and, by affording her the resource of 
intcrebt my heart ; but remember that I constant companionship, relieved her from 
am jour sister, not youi confessor, and the necessity of conciliating the various 
wi‘'h to extract nothing that will give yon members of her husband’s court, or seeking 
pain.” * the regard of licr new subjects. Careless of 

Isabella evteuded her weary frame be- Italy, indiiiercnt to the claims of Parma, 
neath the open casement of the lofty tower, she continued to feci, and act, and speak as 
She bent her eyes alternately upon her a Frenchwoman. My poor m')ther,— I can 
affectionate auditress and upon the wide only recollect her as a fond caressing mother, 
expanse of landscape unfolded beneath, and for I was too young to need a friend or an 
thus commenced her narration:— instructress, — passed her whole time in 

labouring to introduce the customs and 
‘ amusements of Versailles into the noble 
^ I have little occasion to begin my story, circles of Parma, who cared but fittle for 
after the ordinary fashion of tale-tellers, by their adoption. Pleasures, like plants, have 
an enumeration of the gesUs et fa^ of my* their appointed soil and climate; nor will 

ancestors. You know them for Bourbons, they flourish in an alien country. Her life 

my dear Christina, both on my father’s was therefore a lost one, as far as regarded 
and my mother’s side ; and that name may its influence on her subjects or the world ; 
supersede a host of details. But although nor was it, I fear, < ntented or happy in 
spiiuging from a common source, the blood itself. * 

that flowed* in their veins had acquired a She was destined to an early death ; and 
strange diversity of character in its sepa- her parting prayers obtained the assurances 
ration from the parent spring : that of my of Madame dc Lom^nie that she would never 
father, during a single generation of Spanish abandon her children. You have been my 
rojalty, had engendered gloom and super- unfailing friend/ whispered my dying mother, 
stition, coldness, and a taste for monastic * my last link to a beloved, an unfoigotten 
seclusion ; while my mother, as an enfani country. If you desert my Isabella, ndho 
de Framey born and nurtured at VersaUleB, will form her to be worthy of the name of 
had retained a character of liveliness and Bourbon? If you break the chain which 
elegance, and addiction to pleasure. To connects my sweet babes with my own 
tliis union of contraMii 1 am perhaps In- home and kindred, how can I look for their 
debted for the zningled levity and melon- happiness and well-being at the hands of 
choly of my unsetUed disposition ; to its •Italians ? Stay with thm, Hermanoe I fof 
breach of the canons of the church (since my memory’s sake renounce not this glocNOCty 
the consanguinity of my parents required Panna ! ’ 

a papal dispensation) 1 perhaps owe the *^Ma(.iam6 de Lomdnie found no cooluge 
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to reject 4he entreaties of her dying mistress; 
and as my mother’s indiscreet appeal was 
carefully reported by the treacherous Vanqu4- 
mont, now by marriage with, a nobleman of 
Pamui^ Contessa Mignardi^ it served to dry 
the tears of her husband’s courtiers for her 
loss, and tolndispose them in her daughter’s 
favour; and thus you see my life began 
under an ipauspieious iniluenoe. But how- 
ever my j>opul^ty in the court or city might 
be aiScted by the Duchess’s betrayal of 
national partiality, it secured my warm 
acceptance with Madame de Lom^nie. She 
truly loved my mother, and looked* upon 
mysdf in the light of a sacred deposit ; her 
tendeiness indeed knew no bounds, and if in- 
dulgence and flattery be so truly pernicious 
as wiser half of the world has decreed, I 
was soon possessed of a full right and title 
to become a pro^gy of wickedness. 

*<The only counteiuheck to all this lavish 
favour, W|i8 of a character perhaps even more 
mischievous to the formation of my disposi- 
tion, and to the ordering of my future pro- 
spects. Countess Mignardi, who shared with 
the indulgent Hermance the superintendence 
of my education, was^p. person in whom an 
instinctive malevolence of thought and speech 
effaced the charm of many valuable qualities, 
and talents of no mean character. She w*as 
pleasing in her address,* and piquante in her 
general discourse; and but for the undis- 
guised mi^ice which tinged her lips with 
bitterness, many would have sought and 
loved her. But she had been thwarted and 
disappointed in her hopes of forming a higher 
allianoe in Italy ; and although fairly 
matched with one of her own degree, yet 
the overthrow of her lofty ambition had 
changed the current of her blood to gall. 
Envious and wittily malicious, she seemed 
to reverse the instinct of the bee, and to 
gather only poison from the fairest flowers ; 
but she had its venomed sting pointed 
indUscriminately at enemy or friend. Her 
conupliinentB were k covert insult ; her 
epjdearm^nts masked a blow ; like the con- 
pe^ed asp of Cleopatra, her forked venom 
Parted from among tempting fruit; and if 
stabbed with^^p smiling face and jewelled 
bodkin, the w<rand festered not the less I 
Her own huaban^ her own kindred, escaped 
xjiot her insidion|i. qbeervations ; my^ 
tnotiier, the compaiiion and friend of her 
childhood, she dom^ not persuade herself to 
qpare,; my father, whom . she had vainly** 
attempted, if tiie couii^wibjhy^ were worthy 
, ^ credit, to inveigle into was now 



the object of her ironical deference ; Madame 
de Lomdnie, who was good and simple, and 
incapable of , self-defence, she boldly and 
insolently satirized ; and even myself, my 
childish and motherless self, she never ap- 
proached witliout a bitter compliment or 
flattering sarcasm. 

** In noting the uncertain progress of my 
education, the Contessa Mignardi failed not 
to bewail in my hearing, with an affected 
naivetS of frankness, that its brilliant results 
should vbo wasted upon a court so "obscure as 
that of Parma ; and in betraying her discoveries 
of my ignorance, and petulance, and feeble- 
ness of mind to my father’s court, she ceased 
not to lament that a princess so poorly gifted, 
and so miserably advised, should be destined 
to preside ovei; its future destinies. Thus 
instigated, those of the Grand-duke’s courtiers 
who approached the nearest to his confidence, 
presumed to insinuate into the royal ear the 
incoinpetency^of Madame de Lomenie to 
preside over my education. But Don Philip, 
although reserved, possessed a secret fund of 
deep sensibility ; he had been wounded, indeed, 
by my mother’s alienation from his country 
and its usages, but he reverenced her memory 
with the aftection due to an unblemished 
wife ; and in reply to tho complaints whose 
accusation bore against my kind governess, 

* Elizabeth loved her,’ he would reply, as 
though he considered all argument and all 
refutation included in the spell of those few 
words. If it were a weakness on his part, 
it was a respectable and touching weakness ; 
and even to this day, 1 never think upon 
my fatHbr, or feel inclined to resent his 
arbitrary disposal of my fate, but that the 
tone in which he us^ to pronounce *My • 
JEOzabeth loved comes back to my 

heart, and pleads for a renewal of my tender- 
ness and duty. 

Countess Mignardi’s malice i^erved there- 
fore only to isolate my existence, to aggra- 
vate the disinclination of tlie ladies of the 
court for seeking my society, and joining 
the circle of Madame de Lomenie ; while 
she in her turn, wounded and irritated by 
their neglect, taught herself to detest and 
despise Italy. From my childhood I was 
instructed to adopt the language and customs 
of VerBiulleB, wMch have ever been more 
familiar to me than those of my native 
land ; my indignant preceptress breathed 
into my young ears no maxim so peremptory, 
no principle so assured, as that France was I 
the first of European countries ; a French 
princess the happiest' and most distinguished 
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of mortals; and a FlNmch <^ueen tho. unap- the solitude of our narrow ^circle, and to 
proachahle superlative of her sex, , exert her influence with my father to detain 

“ Don Philip was either too devoted to the me yet awhile from the pleaenree of the 
memory of my mother, or too a^tely sensible world. My health was feehle, and she 
of the hollow nature of state alliances, to represented my disposition as inclining me 
be tempted into a second marriage. In my to strict seclusion. The habits of the 
dear brother he beheld the promise of a noble Escurial hung about Don Philip ; he hailed 
successor to liis Uirone ; in myself, had he my love of retirement as the first of feminine 
been so minded, the assurance of tendance virtues : 'and I was permitted to perfect my 
and tenderness in his declining years. He education, undisturbed by any diversion more 
divided his time between the cares of his attractive than an annual gala, or hauemaing 
duchy and the pleasures of the chase ; tor> of state, when a crowd of withered half-cen* 
mented one half the day by the importunities tunes, in an armour of brocade and whale- 
of his ministers, and rendering himself in bone , — pcint ^Espagne and vehttn ipUiglv^ 
his turn importunate to his courtiers during made their silent obeisance, ^and retired ! 
the remaining half. Can one in truth The earnest hope of my heart was to escaiie 
imagine a greater vexation to a studious or from a closer intimacy with their appalling 
indolent man, than to be obliged season after formality by retiring to a cloister ! ” 
season, day ^ter day, to gdllop off to the Dearest Isabella ! ” "interrupted the 

forest ; harassed, and fatigued, and impover- Archduchess, “ could such an alternative 
ished, and disgusted by a sport in which he present itself as a hope ! Can you, so jgifted 
is necessitated to affect an exclusive interest ? in mind, so deeply impressed with the im- 
But every prince is blessed wlkh some strong portance of moral duties, can you^mgard a 
taste or tendency, in order to exercise tlie monastic life as aught save an unnatured 
loyal patience of his court I Thus engrossed sacrifice ? unavailing to man, unpleasing to 
by his passion for the chase, my father, God ! ” 

although affectionately interested in the wel* I was a child, dear sister \ a sad and a 
faro of ^ his children, had little opportunity secluded child ; and ad' I had been instructed 
to win upon their confidence. I have some- that nature was a desert save on the hanks 
times fancied that he found in the hurry of of the Seine, and society a blank, save in 
the hunting-field his sole retreat from the the of Versailles, I assured myself that 

irksome punctilio of Spanish etiquette, main- some peaceful abbey — of which the simple 
tained at his court ; even In Ills interviews sisterhood would be at once my friends and 
with my«(clf, its utmost rigour remained my submissive children — would be a heavenly 
unreloxed. He seemed to consider, and how refuge against the illiterate inanity of the 
universal is the error ? ,that the affections of coteries of Parma. I loved only my flowers, 
kin and consanguinity are purely instinctive,, my birds, my books, my prayers, my God ! 
and require no cultivation ; while to interest and 1 felt that those might be equally 
the hearts of strangers and retain our cherished,’ and these far better served in a 
ordinary friendships, we must spare nor retreat excluding, the importunities of the 
labour nor effort ! vain and the interested. A conttderable 

It was not however with me alone that change was howevei soon efiected in my 
Don Philip was cold and reserved ; he lent views ; but it was preceded by a metamor- 
himself as Sparingly to the pleasures of his phosis still more remarkable in the person of 
court, as to tlie indulgence of his domestic the Contessa Mtgnardi. * 
affections. He was a disappointed, solitary- The Conte her husband’s estate was 

hearted man; but he tried to forget his cares known to be one of less than moderate 
inoccupation, — ^he never strove to efface them extent; and it had always been] surmised 
by new diversions or new afiections. It was that her bitterness of heart and sarcastic , 
to Madame de Lomenie, therefore, that I levity of tongue arose, in a great measure, 
wholly dedicated -Ahe confidence and from the mortification of straitened means, 
wannth of my young he^ and urged I 7 But on a sudden the Contessa launched into 
misjudging nationality, ishe* sought to divide habits of easy opulence, aflected a cheerful,, 
it solely with her own amf my motbePa *'|tacion 8 , and gentle bearing ; and wii kncvif 
native land. I had attuned my seventeenth not whether most to admire her 
year, and still I was a mere child. The yi- psplendour^ or the amiable grace that 
acceptance of my Dama seprantendente at pered her smiiea Instead of avbidi^, as 
the court of Parma induced her to cling to formerly, the cares of her appoistmeui^ or 
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shrinking £rom the eooietjr pi my good Her- 
she became iksridtious in hbr court 
to myself, and oordirily friendly in her 
^ denmanoftr towar^ hiadame, d^ Ldm^hie ; 
who, in her slinpie singlerieM of heart, fell 
readily into’ the snare. She begmi already 
, to accuse herself of havhig noted impatiently 
the defects " of , the Gpnte&ina ; already 
repented W injustice ; and received all her 
^ apd became the dupe of all her 

' iiki^p«aiess, with the easy credulity antici- 
- patod^ W tier crafty rival. For myself, 
ahhougn totally ignorant of the end and 
4im hf her manceuvres, 1 was convinced tliat 
so much address was not superfluously 
exerted ; nor could I put my trust in her sudden 
« sympathy with tiie maladie de pays of my 
good Mad4me de Lom^nie, since she had 
chosen, by tf vdluntary marriage, to settle 
herself ih Italy. 

** One of the most unaccountable traits of 
Countess Mignardi’s conversion was a detes- 
tation wMch, about this time, she began to 
exhibit towards every tiling and every person 
connebted with Gk^rmany. Wliat was Austria 
tocher, that she should nnprovokedly indulge 
in the bitterest sarcasms upon its laws, its 
climate, customs, inhabitants ? 1 have told 
,you that she was original and piquant in 
her turn of conversation ; and never did she 
exert het mischievous talent more divertingly 
^an in aketcliing, — forgive me, Christina, 

• hut you have required the whole truthj^^ — 
in sketclung the foibles of the Empress, the 
afttucious’ policy ‘uf her cabinet, her weak 
Bu^rstition of mind, her overweening at- 
taeWent to* a husband more than indifierent 
to her affections, and a thousand other 
flippant impertinences. The Emperor him- 
cho- represented as an illiterate, half- 
witted, indigent Prince of Lorraine, who 
, had disposed of a showy person to the highest 
bidder ; ^ and what/ she would add, ^ can we 
expect of the heir of such an union? Even 
that which we lin ^ ! a flaxen-headed German 
boor, whofK^xcesses include hier^ hratvmrsty 
and^flweri&rmi^y and whose exploits — ’ hut 
Why riiould I relate her coarse irony 1 It 
' availed only to move my girlish laughter, 
and prompt Hermance to inquire the 
motive of her virulence against the Austrian 
eoxai. But she sUeiiced us both, and diverted 
our attention together objects by introdudng 
some topic of interest coimected with Parifji ; 
thus co^nning my fomer prejudice, and 
introducing a ^ngerouB antipathy into my' 
mind. 

^ Judge, therefore, deareit Ghristina, with 


what horror, with what dismay I listened to 
a rumour, communicated to me by the weep- 
ing Hemance, that my hand was about to 
be sought in^ marriage for the Archduke 
•Toseph I Oh 1 Christina, dare 1 but relate 
to ydu one half the revolting accusations of 
degrading vices, and ignorant superstitions 1 
had heard levelled at the Austrian character, 
you would not wonder at the agony of my 
feelings on the bare supposition such a 
sacriflee ! Hermance mingled her tears with 
mine butlCountess Mignardi stimulated 
me to bold exertions in my own defence. I 
rushed to my father’s feet, implored his 
mercy, besought hiih to let me live and die 
with him at Parma ; I assured him of my 
obedience on all oth^r subjects, but declared 
my rooted opinion that a cloister or a grave 
were preferable*to a German throne. 

Don Philip listened to me with patience, 
with indulgence. He was not eloquent in 
discourse, but he had a plain distinctness of 
speech that tiUclied immediately upon liis 
puipose. ' My daughter ! ’ he replied, to 
my vehement expostulations, ‘ a long expe- 
rience of the world has supplied my natural 
deficiencies of mind. It has taught me, 
Isabella, tJxat princes least of all niankind 
arc born for their own rule and governance. 
They are put in authority over a certain 
portion of human creatures, hut that they 
may be peremptorily swayed by another. 
They belong to the world, to their ancestry, 
their posterity, to any one but themselves ; 
and the trinkets of royalty, sceptres and 
crowns, are lent them but to withdraw their 
..attention from their gilded slavery. Let 
the son of a kingly line display a martial 
spirit, should his father’s ministers decree « 
that he will sdrve them more effectually in 
a cardinal’s hat than in a helmet, he must 
submit ! pother is deeply imbued witli 
the peaceful resignation of Christian piety ; 
he is sent to control navies, or^o subjugate 
unoffending nations with fire and sword ! 
Myself, who loved Spain, nay ! who adored 
my native countjy, have been affiliated in 
Parma, and devoted to the service of a 
nation that neither claims nor rewards my 
interest. But 1 was bom of the blood-royal, 
submission is consequently my first 
ittj* " 

‘^1 started at the sound of a doctrine so 
new to my apprehension. * And shall you, 
toy Isabel/ continued my father, *be alone 
Exempted from the common lot, which proves 
tiiat even monarchs are included in the 
mighty plan of justice and compensation? 
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Shall you alono roject the rights of the 
world to your ohedience ? Alas ! my petty 
sceptre will not suffice to m&intain the in- 
dependence of the child I lore ! Even the 
Archduke, whom you absurdly reprobate, — 
heir to the first of European empires, — 
cannot dispose of his destinies. He is a 
youth of studious and reding habited and 
so little inclined to enduro domestic con- 
straint, that his. ardent and sole desire is to 
visit foreign countries, and to acquaint him- ; 
self witjl;^ the remoter districi| of his own. | 
Yet the wings of the young eaglet ai*e j 
clipped ; and to rescue the empire of his | 
mother from the dangers of another disputed 
succession, he is required to many in his 
boyhood, his tastes unoonsulted and uncared 
for, ill order to extend the mighty line of 
Hapsburg.’ 

“ I wept again, and with increased bitter- 
ness. ‘You tremble, Isabella?’ said Dou 
Philip. ‘ Dry your tears, child ; you have 
not been honoured by the selectiou of the 
great Maria Theresa ; but I forewarn you 
that should so desirable an event occur, your 
consent and my own must hail it with 
grateful acceptance.’ 

“ TJiis was a terrible announcement I but 
Don Philip deigned to address me with so 
much moderation, and with such persuasive 
earnestness, that 1 attempted to conceal iny 
tears, and resdlvcd to fix my hopes upon my 
numerous chances of escape from so honour- 
able an election. One measure alone marked, 
on the part of niy father, his disapprobation 
of the sentiments that had been instilled into 
my mind. Ho dismissed Countess Mignardl 
from my service, and exiled her from his 
court. Don Philip was probably acquainted 
with all that appeared to pass unobserved in 
our little circle ; for Ills wrath expended j 
itself in this single and singly-earned expul- 
sion. Even had Hormanco incurred his 
displeasui^ 1 doubt not that the memory of 
his Elizabeiit would have availed to secure 
her from its expression. 

“Soon after our first confidential interview, 

I was hastily removed to the summer palace 
at Colorno. The small-pox broke out in 
tlie city, and rendered it an insedure resi- 
dence ; my father had already past 
ordeal, and as my retinue, for better secunly 
from contagion, was considerably reduced, 
Madame de Lomenie and myself antioipated 
a delicious Uu-iiAHc of many mon^’ duxti- 
tion. It was spring; and eyen^t a less 
inviting season, 1 loved Colorno. I rejoiced | 
in the deep seclusion of its scenery, bi the | 
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deserted air of its untenjEmted galleries; 1 
conld read there, and sketch, ai^ sing, and 
weave fay garlands in immolated, industry, 
and these were my favourite diveraioiis; I 
could uplift my lonely thoughts In preyet, 
qr indulge with' childish caresses ' my tender- 
ness" for my second mother, and this was 
my only happiness! In the graver hours 
of our communing,' I acknowledged to 
Madame d6 Lomenie how earnestly my 
devout intercessions implored* some menw 
foreshowing of my future destiny ; hotv 
earnestly I prayed tliat my suspense might 
be terminated by some sign of Divine pro- 
tection. Hermance waimly reproved my’ 
presumption ; alas 2 how little did she 
imagine ^hat before I quitted Colorno my 
prayers would be terribly and'fataljy ful- 
filled ; that 1 should be p^kmitted to peruse 
the book of fate ouly that my eyes might be 
blighted, and my heart withered by its 
awful characters ! ” 

Isabella paused for a moment ; nor was 
she permitted to resume her narration. 
Princess Lichtenstein, who had passed 'tlie 
morning in an excursion to Kittsce, the 
castle of her kinsman Prince Esterhazy, 
now entered the chamber, to announce the 
return of Prince Albert from the chase. The 
camerie of the friends was thus interrupted, 
and in the evening the resident nobility were 
admitted to the circle of the Archduch'ess, 
that they might offer their homage to their 
f®tui-e queen. There was at present no po^ 
Ability of gratifying the anxjioiLS interest of 
Maria Christina. * « 


• CIIA.PTER v. r 

The impression made upon ihe Ardi- . 
duchess Joseph by the reception ch^imbet of 
the castle of Prer^'.urg, caused a material 
change in the judg^nent she had formed at 
Vienna of the Hungarian mhlesse. At the 
court of Austria she had distinguished them 
from the nobles of the empire only as ex- 
hibiting richer evidences of pride and profu- 
sion; but in the capital of their native 
country, they boldly displayed their national 
dharacteristics. 

There beats not in Europe so haughty a 
heart as tliat of an Hungarian! He is 
proud both of his nation and himself, 
let him condescend as he will, he cannot 
guise the supremacy which they maintaiD; 'M 
, his estimation ; but if harieur could sit 
becomingly on any human brow, It would 
be on that of a majestic, half*clyiluBed,' half- 
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n^artial Magyar. This vain-glariouBiisss of to-morrow they will be found sitting, like 
'character, which betrays itself in richness of the wives of the patriarchs, among their 
costume and a pertinacious retentic^ of handmaidens, knitting, and spinning, and 
ancient customs, imparts to the address of sewing. They speak of the Hungarian 
the Magnate an air of defiance,— to their nobles who spend their revenues in Vienna 
ladies^ a sort of selfish dignity ; but while in with the most lofty contempt ; but they are 
both it serves to repress the cordiality of not sociable among themselves, though pro- 
strangers, it also tends to pique their curio- fhsely hospitable ; ind thus the iracdsseries 
sity, and excite their interest. They perceive of female gossiping are unknown in Pres- 
that the Magnate differ wholly from the burg. They are intimately ocquainted with 
inhabitants of England, France, and Ger- the standard of their own dignities, and that 
many ; where the higher classes may be con- of their neighbours ; and being as scpipulous 
side^ as united into one common easte^ in yielding as in claiming pla€e and prece- 
But daring the reign of Maria Theresa, dence, I have no frondeusesy no jostling in 
the Hungaiian nobility. exhibited a far more my little court.” 

* distinct and peculiar class than in the present Yonder group of precieuses in velvet 

day. They had not resigned their, hopes of robes, stiff with embroidery, looks as if you 
forming once more an independent monarchy ; had robbed the cathedral of some of its monu- 
they cherished a strong sense of their claims mental effigies.” « 

' upon the gratitude of their queen, and they ** If they are indeed tant soit peu predemes^^ 
studiously reserved themselves from all con- they have some little right to the exercise of 
nexion with the less loyal houses of Germany, so deadly a sin. Most of the Hungarian 
The noblest and most powerful among them ladies are tolerable classical scholars, and all 
were asdduous in their court to Maria are capable of conversing in Latin, as well 
ChHstina, as being the favourite daughter of as in several modern languages. They avoid 
their favourite, sovereign ; but their homage but one, and that, alas ! is German, — detested 
was vouch^fed as a concession ; they bent the among them as a badge of subjection.” 
knee with an air of affability,; and appeared wish they loved us better,” observed 

to disdain even their own condescension. Isabella, turning away ; or I aiiv much 
The ladies of the court scrupulqusljr re- mistaken, those fierce glances and warlike 
tained the gala-dress of the reign of Matthias mustachios will be heard of at Vienna within 
Oorvinus ; and fheir jewels, whicli, although these twenty years.” ' 

heavy and ill-set, were si^ularly splendid. The exquisite military band entertained 
were m a gnud^measure^orown from th4!r by the Prince of Saxe Teschen, now struck 
national 'resouroes. They were secretly re- up ; and the whole assemblage joining in a 
proached, it is true, by their rivals of the polonaise^ the only dance truly becoming the 
Archduchess’s suite^ with want of ease and dignity of a court, Is^ella escaped from the 
enjoumemit^ ^and an admixture of French iieated crowd ; and finding her Way unob- 

* graces and refinements ; but, in the eyes of served to the chamber of her little daughter, 

Isabella, their originality and Gothic mag- she dismissed her attendants, and stationed 
nificence was far more attractive than any herself by the couch of the young Aich- 
imitation of a happier model. duchess. Drawing aside the silken curtains, 

Are they not an exafit^ restoration of the and bending over that holiest of nests, her 
obsolete helks of the middle ages 1” she whis- infant’s pUlow, marked by tha moonlight 
pered to Princess Lichtenstein. “ I could ' tlie calm soft cheek of the slumbering babe, 
fancy myself at the court of the Medici, or and contrasted it with the Hushed brows and 
Can Grande 1 They are more regal than glare and tumult she had quitted, 
royalty itself ; fieramente grandiose^ — mhle^ “ And shall I presume to grieve,” murmured 

(dfSolumMSt & V otUrmce ;• and despise ns from Isabella, ** that the will of Heaven should fix 
the, very sfimmit of their self-sufficiency.” thee Urns, —thus in thine innocence, — thus 

Believe, mV* Christina, “they forever! ’lis said that the loved of God 

• have many virt^ ; very many sterling die young ; and thou, mine own Theresa, 
Qualities, They consecrate their time wholly will he among the early dead ! Thou art 
to^e discharge of their domestic duties ; destined to be a blighted bud, my lovely 

*and if our fashions and aooomplishments child! No sin shall wither thy blameless 
l^ve not yet crossed thrir A^ntier, .our follies ^ heart I Pure as the Almighty lent^ thee to 
and vices are 'equally exclu^* Forgetful 1 our love, he will claim thee again with 
of, or superior to, their splend^UB^tornight, j a mighty liand, — a mighty, but a merciful 
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hand, wh^h villa not that thy spirit shonld 
expand on eafth, nnraarded by thy inother*8 
tenderness. And why, oh! why dionld I 
dre^d the grave which thou wilt so ^n 
slumber by my side ? Even as I now lay 
down xny weary head upon thy pillow, even 
so sweetly* ^o composedlyv^all our last rest 
unite us in the tomb ! ” ^ 

A gentle step interrupted Isabella’s gloomy 
endearments, — the Archduchess Christina 
lightly approached the couch. They have 
departed/ said she, in a subdued «voiee. 
^ My guests have left the castle ; and I have 
sought and found you, Isabella, with a cluC 
by which all mothers should be found when 
sought.” 

" How fair she is,” whispered tlie Arch- 
duchess Joseph, pointing to her nestling. 
** She is more than half an Austrian, Chris- 
tina ; and I shall expect her countrywomen 
to cherish her \ery tenderly for me when I 
am gone to rest.” 

" Isabella ! ” exclaimed her sister, half re- 
pioochfully,but encircling her with a caress- 
ing arm, “ I will not allow you to grieve me 
with these forebodings. It is sinful to forc- 
htal the judgments of God.” 

Had I lieen pennitted to teminate my 
recital this morning, you would have spared 
your reproof. But it is yet early, dearest 
sister ! we shall not be interrupted here ; and 
if > ou permit me to conclude my melancholy 
relation, my heart will be in some measure 
relieved from its oppression.” 

Christina, warmly desirous that the eflbrt 
should be past, followed the Aichdnchess 
Joseph intaan open cabinet adjoining the 
alcove of the little Theresa, where, reclining 
ill the glimmering moonlight, Isabella re- 
sumed her explanation. 

“ Metliinks I had already taken yon with 
me unto Colomo, -^sister, Colomo is a lovely 
spot !— but Itiave often described it in your 
hearing, — its ornate architecture,— its stately 
gardens, — its glas^ river. Yes, it is a 
lovely spot ! 

** But fair as it is and was, and deeply as 
Madame de Lomenie had always i^peared to 
prize its beauties, my yovsniimfe now, for the 
first time in my life, indulged in prolonged 
absences from my side. Her health, she 
said, lequired more exercise than the dsHcaOy 
of mine would permit me to share; ati4 
every day she departed, leaving me happy 
in the ciUmness of my solitude, alone— con* 
soling thought! — with Heaven. My Her* 
manoe failed not, however, to lecomm^ me 

voum. 


to the redoubled vigilanoer of my ladles in 
waiting ; and when rile mtumed to i^y ride, 
the joy of our re-union was so greiaf» that I 
always forgot to diide her delay« Some ex- 
pression, some incautious word that feK firom 
her lips, induced me to imagine that she had 
been engaged in an interview with the di^ 
graced Mignardi. She had now always 
some intelligence from Paris to communicate. 
The French court appeare^more and more 
warmly than ever to intereS her attention ; 
and upon one occasion she congratulated me 
that I had no further chance of being buried 
alive in Vienna, for a marriage, riie assured 
me, was already on the tapi$ between the 
Archduke and one of my aunts, Madame 
Adelaide dd France. Another time she 
hintril a hope, that a prince of the Bourbon 
blood would make bis proposals for my hand 
acceptable to my father ; but when I be- 
trayed my anxiety by many an eagov ques- 
tion, she saw cause to repent her frankness,* 
and treated the whole as a chimera. 

" I have told you that I loved solitude ; 
but I did not like to be debarred the happi- 
ness of Madame de Lomcnie's society; neildier 
would it have formed an obstacle to my soli- 
tude, for I loved her as myself. I had no 
thought liidden fi*om Hermancei and I can- 
didly acknowledged my disegment at her 
repeated absence. I implored her to permit 
me to share her rides ; but again she peremp- 
toiily refused my request. Fortunately a 
visit from my dear father duabled me to 
( btain his consent to my desire. The fql- 
^-wing day, four milk-white mules, with 
•crimson- velvet trappings, arrived for our use, 
— a gift from Don PhBip. Full of the ex- 
citement of my cldldisli triumph, I insisted 
upon accompanying Madame de Lomenie 
that very day. Slie attempted, indeed, to 
excuse herself ; but I y ns peremptory, under 
the sanction of my fa&oi^s will. 

‘*I shall never forget that first summer 
ramble through the forest ! So seldom had 
I been thwarted in my inclinations^ that to 
triumph over an obstacle was a rare and 
intoxicating pleasure. My mule, too, the 
gentle and beautiful animal prepared by my 
father for my use, seemed by its animation 
to riiam my pleasure, when my happy laugh 
overpowered the tinkling bells that ornu*]^ 
mented its bridle rein. Hcimance led dm 
Way through a part of the forest I had 
visited, and which was, in fact, untmveflied 
b, Nsda. She ma etill, in xoapuny ^ W 
reoenil' grave and dewl^/ 

aa 1 daniltingly joined hei^ ludding tdjr 
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w3i$t tli6 fatovxUe nderlin I b$d tokem from 
my •qwBittfB hand, ahe gajsed upon my 
joy<m»mdlant until its ondleo became 
i miocted inker own. Ckir way led ue through 
an entangled groTe of bzjghi^leaTed eheetnutfl, 
that shat out the ean*light» or admitted it 
I only in quivering patches that here and 
! there trembled on the moss, or threw a golden 
sefleetion upon the ancient trunks among 
which we wonn^our path. 

^^Bemetimes We crossed a little brawling 
[ livnlet^ that :flew murmuring along, dinging 
! adde the pebbles, as if discontented with the 
lonely obseority of its allotted course ; sotne- 
tiiiies a gravelly ravine, which manifested 
that, in a stormy season, torrents of greater 
importance were destined to the same mis- 
chance. Here and there, impervious masses 
of dark ilex confronted our way, and obliged 
ns to diverge into the green allies cut for the 
use of the royal chase among the woods. 
At length, In the very depths of the forest, 
we approached a spot cleared of its larger 
trees, and only tufted with underwood ; at 
the extremity of which, 1 discerned an em- 
battled stone wall, surrounded by a moat. I 
Insisted upon a nearer inspection, but Madame 
de liOm^nie assured me it would be labour 
lost. ^ *Ti8 but an»ancient half-ruined manor, 
a dismantled eoHeUo* said she, carelessly. 

^^^A ruin,’ I exclaimed,— ^ a thing 1 have 
never seen save upon canvass ! Let us for- 
ward, and discover if aught may he discerned 
through yonder grating.’ 

** Madame de Lom^nie assured me that the 
moat was filled with reptiles and stagnant 
water, and that the exhalations might be‘' 
dangerous : but I was not easily terrified, — 
I had already surmounted one difficulty that 
day, and X resolved upon a second attempt. 

‘ Do not persist, my Isabella, you give 
me pain,* eu&enly exclaimed Hermance ; 
and 1 immediately turned the head of my 
mule towards home. A word of kindness 
disarmed my obstinacy : had she called me 
jprtootss or highness, I should have perse- 
tumA 

^Sut judge of my amaeement when, as 1 
wmshind IMessly, on our return, amid the 
thiekeia of bay and arbutus, I distinctly 
beheld Kaddme de LpmdnSe, who was loUe^ 
Ing at some little distance, take a billet from 
htpr bosom and delivar it to one of our 
emerries. The oolomr rose to my temples 
vmen 1 pemlved him gallop off in the direc- 
tfam cf the moated^ well* ^Am X trified 
withV whispered my proud heart* * Yon- 
der is no mmed caetH and, when time mid 


tide penuit, I will yet gratify my curiosity. 
Ztbcntemvimdral* 

« I soon, however, forgot my passing fancy, 
and my displeasure against Hermance. The 
spring-tide breeres, and the sweet odours and 
sweet sounds incorporated with their fresh- 
ness, played fitfu^ atoupd me, and shook 
the loosened trems upon my cheek, as I 
pricked forward to outstrip the sober pace of 
my povemafOe ; nor were f^y lighter or more 
changeful than my heart 1 was gay in the 
sunshine, pensive in the shad^; alid the deer 
(which we surprised at their evening feed, 
and which at our approach fled wildly over 
the fern, trampling the tufted beds of our 
Parma violets, now alive with fi.ower8 and 
fragrance) were scarcely so sportive or so 
timid as mysejf. 

“ The next day, and the next, we renewed 
OUT rides ; but Hermance took care that they 
should be directed along the banks of the 
river, oi upon the Casalmaggiore route ; and 
it was the very effort she made to appear 
forgetful of the forest, which continually 
lecalled it to my mind. 1 affected, hov^ever, 
an indifference equal to her own ; and one 
day, as we issued from the columned gstcv , 
way of Colomo, 1 turned, as if unpremst; 
ditatedly, into the forbidden track. * It is a 
sultry morning,’ said I, carelessly ; ^the turf 
and the chestnut shades will be delicious.’ 
Hermance had no reasonable excuse to sug- 
gest; and we accordingly re-entered the 
tangled woodlands, and once more startled 
the ring-doves from their secluded nests. 

*^At length, with leisurely negligence, 
approached the memorable spot, when sud- 
de^y putting my mule to speed, I paused 
not until 1 reached the gateway ci the 
moated house. But although my project 
succeeded to the utmost, I found in its ac- 
compl'ishment no reward for my wilfulness. 
The objects around me were IjjUe calculated 
to gratify my curiosity. 1 gazed, and saw 
the long dilapidated fafade of an extensive 
mansion, to which the dosed windows im- 
parted the same melancholy character we 
trace upon the countenances of the blind. 
Tall grass, and taller hemlock, waved through- 
out the spacious courtyard ; but there was 
a nanow path trodden towards the portal, 
showing that the desolate abode was not 
wholly tenantless. 

***lPamier 1 exdalmed to Madame de 
Leminie, who had now reached my side, 
while her mule, pawing the ground, and 
attempting to dislodge the forest flies which 
penetrated his silken net» seemed as vexed 
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incense were still offered upon their Oiltars ; 
but of those of Castel-Avrelino^ some were 
hurled from their pedestals,— others were 
contemptuously mutilated, — and many were 
obscured by the exuberant growth of the 
shrubs, still blossoming beside them in their 
moss*grown vases. The orange-trees of 
your prosperous palace are sha|)ely and 
exotic those of my terrace were guarded 
by long rude thorns of wildness, and had 
intruded the bloom of their unrestrained 
branches among the shafts of Diana’s 
quiver, or the chords of Apollo’s lyre. But 
more, far more than all recording the dcso- 
*lateness of the lonely place, was the tall 
withered stalk of an aloe-ilower, that had 
sprung up amid its rigid palmy leaves, and 
bloomed and perished undiscovered. After 
the darkness of a century, its unavailing 
light had dawned upon the weary wastes of 
a solitude ! 




‘‘As my unwonted step approached a 
bower of rose-acacias, matted with pendent 
blossoms, which terminated the terrace, a 
twittering ilight of goldfinches started from 
its boughs, and the rapid lizards glided like 
shadows into the crevices of the marble 
pavement ; and as I crept stealthily along 
to invade their territories unobserved, I 
heard the murmur of voices from an alley 
sheltered beneath the terrace. ‘1 beseech 
you, madam, to compose yourself,’ said the 
stranger to Hermance, ‘the circumstance 
you thus deplore, is capable of being directed 
to the most flattering results. The Infanta 
flies into our arms, — w-hat more do you 
require V 

“ ‘ That my precious Isabella’s incautious 
candour may not * endanger our ultimate 
success. One word to Don Philip touch- 
ing our secret ncgociations, — and farewell 
France ! ’ — 

“ ‘ Chh^ Comtesse, ma toute aimalle amie ! 
calmes vons!* replied her friend. ‘ Votre 
hqnheur^—cdui de wfre mtyitste ddve — re- 
etame ioua vm eoim, Jttgez si je sonye d 
atandonner des preyefs conptf depuU si long- 
t&ns si je ms sens dispose d renoncer 
ate ddm etpair de vous rendre d cette peorie si 
[chert d imttes-deua* Non! Madame; de- 
sdrmais ne cra^nez tien ; — ahandonnez vous 
dime deafMe pugfiM prqpice d nos vesm ! ’ 

. * “ If my ourioslty had been previously «- 
cited by the mere wall of the castle, judge 
whether this uhiutelligible harangue tended 
to decrease my interest wdmy astonishmeiit. 
1 heard no more i^ for Madame 

. de Lomto|e at that moment reaching the 


terrace, respectfully presented her cbimtry- 
man to my notice as the Comte du Fayel, — 
an officer in the service of my illustrious 
grandfather ; and the courtly stranger, 
resuming all his ingratiating suavity of 
address, began to expr^s his regret that the 
dwelling I deigned to honour with my 
presence, should be so unworthy the dis- 
tinction. ‘I have not presumed,* said lie, 

‘ to seek a fairer abode during my stay in 
Parma ; since I am come hither hut in 
affection for a beloved kinswoman, who has 
been so unfortunate as to provoke the dis- 
pleasure of Don Philip. I will neither 
venture to name my relation in your High- 
ness’s presence, nor to lament her disgrace ; 
since it has not dbbarred me of the long- 
coveted happipess of offering my homage to 
her august charge. — I shall leave Italy con- 
tentedly, since I am enabled to assure the 
noble Princes of Bourbon, that their lilies 
fiourish in its soil, us brightly as in their 
native eartli.’ 

“In looking back upon the powerful im- 
pression made on my mind by my fii-st inter- 
view with Monsieur du Fayel, I find it 
difficult to explain the nature of my delu- 
sion. Was it his adroit flattory, — his 
tisage du grand monde^ or his perfection of 
diction in a language known to me, in its 
purest elegance, only from the lips of my 
mother? — Madame de Lom^nie had long 
since involuntarily Italianized her phrase ; 
— but my mysterious acquaintance still wore 
on his lips the latest polish of Versailles. 

“Do you agree with me, dearest sistei*, 
in estimating Parisian French, as the lan- 
guage par exeellmee of courtly adulation? 
My father’s Spanish intonation alwayn 
breathed to my lieart the spirit of prayer ; 
my nf^f-ive tongue is probably the most 
copious in expressing the intensity of the 
passion ‘ eke neW anima si sente your 
own, Christina, Avhich so Roughly grapples 
with its subject, is assuredly that of philo- 
sophical discussion ; but French is your 
only idiom for polite dissimulation it is 
the very voice of courtesy, — the measured 
cadence of falsehood, the breath of diplo- 
matic deception, the language of promise 
and policy, insinuation and intrigue ! The 
Comte du Fayel was a *migbty master of its 
elegant pliabilities ; and when. I quitted 
Castel-Avrelino, not only had he fully suc- 
ceeded in reconciling me to myself and* to 
Madame de Lomenie, but had imparted a 
character to my caprice which at once 
affixed a confidential seal upon my visit. 
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**Once settled at Colorno, however, and 
uninfluenced by his ready tact of speech, I 
began to regard the subject with bitter un- 
easiness. I had discovered myself to lie the 
object of a plot, to be a tool in the hands 
of some unknown agent. I had reason to 
imagine that he meant me well ; but when 
I remembered liis connexion with the artful 
Mignardi, my mistrust overcame the charm 
of his address. A cloud too had insinuated 
itself between Hermance and my contldence. 
She had acted «to wards me with duplicity, 
and thus diminished my aftection. My 
mind ^Yas in a confusion of 8ur|)rise, and 
regret, and trepidation; I trusted to time 
to develop the mysteiy'. 

‘^Meantime, Madame *de Lomenie ap- 
peared as much distressed and embarrassed 
as myself. She could scarcely compose her- 
self to join in our accustomed studies ; 
music moved her to tears, and her trembling 
hand could no longer guide the pencil ; — the 
vt‘sscl had lost its compass, and was wan- 
dering pilotless amid perilous breakers. At 
times she would gaze upon my face, while 
the tears stole down her own ; at others she 
would pace along the apartment, regardless 
of her ordinary punctilio of ctupictte ; and 
at all hours, and all seasons, she w’as over- 
whelmed with the arrival or despatch of let- 
ters, which only served to aggravate her 
visible agitation. One morning, after the 
receipt and anxious perusal of one of these 
inexplicable billets, Hennance a})])eared more 
. than usually oppressed. It was the mid 
summer ; and a sultry 6*eason, %vhich had 
ah’eady parched the olive grounds and vine- 
yards witli drought. The day had dawned 
Imavily, and the air seemed darkened with 
coming stonns ; when Madame dc Lomenic, 
eitlier unobservant or cai^eloss of its aspect, 
suddenly proposed an excursion into the 
forest. It wa^the flrst time she had alluded 
to the subject since our visit to Castel- 
Avrelino, nor had she even named Monsieur 
du Fayel ; but breaking through her reserve, 
she informed me that he was on the eve of 
his return to Versailles, and awaited only 
hei* commissions and adieu. She proposed 
indeed to make the attempt alone ; but she 
spoke so encouragingly of the state of the 
weatlicr, and so pointedly predicted that no 
rain would fall till after the meridian, that 
1 offered to accompany her, and found the 
proposal gratefully accepted. 

" Experience proved my gimmarOe td be" 
an indifferent augur. Long before we 
reached the castello, single drops of heavy 


rain began to plash upon , the! chestnut 
leaves ; and the air was still and breathless, 
save when a distant deepening murxhur toi^ 
told the approach of the storm. The inter^ 
vals grew shorter, the peals more distinct;^ 
and the pricking ears of the mules pro- 
claimed their instinct of the coming danger ; 
we hastened and hastened, — hut the speed 
of the tempest outstripped our own ; and 
now each livid flash that glared through the 
boughs was followed by an immediate crash, 
— a prolonged roar — as though some mighty 
monster had been wounded by the forked 
arrow' of the heavens. Just as we reached 
the gateway of Castel-Avrelino, one vivid 
sheet of Are seemed to fall upon a lofty pine 
that overhangs the wall. It is still tiiere I 
scathed and leafless ; but I marked not then 
its destiny, — I w'as borne in the arms of the 
Comte du Fayel, senseless and motionless, 
into his desolate, his fatal mansion ! ” 

I HAl’TEK vi. 

1 see a hand thou canst not see 

Which beckons me away, — 

I hear a voice thou canst not hear 

Which says I must not stay. 

Gay. 

I cannot but believe, Christhio, although 
1 know not that the idea presented itself at 
that period to my mind, tliat 1 had been ex- 
pected at Castel-Avrelino, — that the alter- 
native of finding refuge from the storm in 
the dw'clling of the Comte du Fayel had 
suggested Madame de Lomenie's ill-timed 
excursion. She might wish to enable her 
fnend, who, circumstanced ns he was, pre- 
sumed not to seek a presentation at Colorno, 
to convey to my mother’s family a more 
particular account of w} character and de- 
meanour ; — for w'hat other motive could 
urge so bold a measured 

“ By this supposition only can I account 
for the profuse magnificence of the chamber, 
and the elegance of the repast which courted 
my attention as soon as the pauses of the 
storm restored me in soVnc measure to my 
self-possession. The brilliant refinement 
that attended tlie most minute details of 
both, was of an order unknown in Italy; 
and served to impress me with a still deeper 
admiration of Parisian taste. In vain I 
claimed the notice of Hermance for the 
assemblage of costly novelties which ^ at- 
tracted my childish fancy ; still oveKd^e , 
,by*terr6r and emotion, she could not bahiah 
from hei recollection the perils of a^ui 
ride ; nor could the courtly liost wlio 
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presided over this strange admixture of tioned as a gallery; but at either end a 
splendour and ruin^ of desolation andmagrii- cabinet de toilette had been subtracted by a 
fioenoe, restore her to composure by hie temporary partition, from its length. Open- 
req»ectfttl exhortations. Yet the Comte du ing by panelled arches into our sleeping-room, 
Fayel, of all men whom I have ever seen, their massive outer doors appeared secured 
possessed most powerfully that domestic from without by brasen bolts. The stormy 
eloquenoe, that ingratiating and persuasive wind still roared along the corridors ; some- 
bearing which fascinates our better judg- times sharpening to a* scream, sometimes 
ment. My dear father is generally esteemed rocking the dilapidated mansion with its 
one of the most dignified and graceful of our fitful violence ; and as the waving tapestry 
. Italian Princes ; but the Count, wlio nearly bore witness to its intrusive currents, Her- 
approached his age, far excelled Don Philip mande had required a brasiesito be placed on 
j in his mode of address ; and in the present the capacious hearth. Half terrified by the 
I instance he played the part of the humble inclemency of the night, I drew aside one of 
! and devoted host, surprised in his destitute the brocaded draperies, and looked out upon 
retreat, with a cordiality of deferential hos* the state of earth and sky with anxious 
pitality emulating that of Federigo and his scrutiny. 

Falcon. “ The moon was nearly at its full ; yet 

Having conducted !ine to an apartment so frequently was it concealed by the heavy 
ef which the draperies of fawn-coloured clouds hurrying over the heavens, — like 
velvet, and the cornices of matted gold, stragglers hastening to rejoin the mighty 
appeared as litUo in accordance with the tempest ■which had outstripped their speed, — 
mouldering tapestries that garnished the that its uncertain light served but to perplex 
walls, as with the condition of the inhabitants the eye. One moment the marble statues 
of the castle, Madame de Lomenie informed below, blanched into deadly whiteness by its 
me that at so advanced an hour of tlie beams, threw their long, black, cypress-like 
evening, and in the uncertain state of the shadows athwart the terrace ; the next, they 
weather, she coirid not venture to return to appeared to vanish amid the general obscurity 
the villa ; and that having despatched mes- of the garden ; while the huge branclwjs of 
sengers to Colorno, for our attendants and the forest creaked under the furious control 
deshabille f she had accepted hospitality for of the night winds that impelled those 
the night at Castel-Avrelino. Enchanted wandering clouds, and their fleeting shades, 
with the measure, for my life had been one Disheartened and oppressed, I drew towards 
of such deep seclusion that any variation the side of Herinance, who was seated in 
was welcome, I threw myself down on a contemplation of the decaying embers ; and 
fulkeu divan, protesting myself quite unequal seizing a hook from a table covered with tlie 
to the fatigue of a second expedition ; and latest Parisian engravings and* publications, 
tho fitful gusts of wind howling among the I attempted to divert my attention from the 
battlements served to confirm our mutual ominous violence 0 / the weather. Unfortu- 
xesolution. , nately I had selected a new romance full of 

“ Monsieur du Fayel was too intimately tedious discussions upon the arts, and ineta- 
versed in courtly ceremonial to propose a physical examinations into every passing 
further intrusion upon our retirement ; hut thought and feeling of its pevrsonages. The 
the zeal with which his household furthered coarseness of its allusions too disgusted me ; 

, our wishes bore witness to his superintendence, and throwing aside ‘La Nouvelle Hcloise’ 
The supper equipage withdrawn, a couch was as unworthy of a woman’s interest, 1 ap- 
pn^pam for Madaihe de Lom6nie beside my pealed to Hermanee for better amusement, 
own splendid canopy ; and our arrangements ^^Chere Maman!* said 1, ‘this desolate 
having been completed by the ladies of the abode oppresses my heart. Talk to me, — 
wardrobe who bad arrived with the requisite tell me what you think of Monsieur du 
toilet, 1 besought Hennance to permit them Fayel’s inconsistent retreat.’ 
io retire to rest in the anteroom, that we “ ‘ Thed were^ improvident, while we are 
, might pass one happy evening together still in the wolfs den,’ replied Hennance, 
unmolested by etiquette or observation, with a mournfhl smile. ‘How know we 
Delighted with her acquiescence, 1 proj^ted what ears may loiter behind the arras ? ’ 
hy tms first freedom from restraint to com- “ ‘ And is it thus you try to re-assure me,’ 

mence a careful examinatibu of our apart- I replied. ‘ Look round upon this chamber, 
ment. It was lofty, and evidently propor- —^divest It of its modem and incongruous 
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deoorations^-^ffild tell me whether it does not eyes in my turn, but the efibrt waa tinsuo- 
recall to your mind gome manor of a darker cessful ; my mind was stimulated by the 
age, — which the domestic tragedies of the novelty of my position, iny frame waa fevered 
Sforze and Medici have rendered so terrible by the indisposition of the morning ; and 

to our apprehensions ? * instead of falling into my usual sweet foiget- 

** ‘ We are under the protection of a nohle- fulness, I kept starting up to trace the 
man of France, distinguished by the favour figures on the tapestry, — ^grim representations 
of its sovereign,’ answered Madame de of the dying Seneca with his Paulina-— 
Lomenie, without attempting to realize the wounded and ensanguined, — which tlie wind j 
impression I had foretold. * Let me implore and the flickering lamp-light seemed to | 
your Highness to retire to rest, instead of endow with life and motion. There was not 
prolonging a ^ay of anxiety and fatigue, the murmur of the river, as at Colomo, to 
You have constituted me for the niglit your lull me to repose ; nor its familiar sights and 
lady of the robes ; suffer me to ofler my sounds to render wakefulness endurable ; 
assistance.’ hut in their stead I was startled by the 

My attention was now absorbed by tlie flapping of a distant shutter, loosened by the 
awkwardness of the Datha sopranlendente in wind, or by the wind itself varying its 
the duties of her new chaj-ge ; hut as I melancholy voice unto unnumbered cadences, 
indulged in unconstrained laughter at her “I would have given the world for the 
numerous hemes^ the hollow echo of the vast interposition of some living thing to disturb 
solitary chamber seemed to reprove my the weary silence of that vast lonely chamBer; 
levity.” — a dog, — nay ! a cricket on Uie hearth would 

“Dearest Christina!” resumed the Arch- have seemed my friend. I buried my head 

duchess Joseph, after a pause of some minutes’ in my pillow^ to shut out the sensation ; but 

duration, “ hitherto my rclatiojqi has touched the heating of my heart w'as still audible to 
but upon the uneventful details of a life of ray apprcliensions. I lay in this position 
seclusion — s life of Spanish royalty; and I many minutes — I thought them hours — 
thank you for the friendly interest you have agonized w ith a sense of solitude hitherto 
hestow'ed upon my egotism. But I have now unknown ; yet I was ashataed to waken 
something more than interest to seek, dear Madame de Lomenie solely to banish my 
sister, at your hands ; — you must grant me puerile terrors. 

your indulgence, — your faith ; you must “ At length a sound did indeed break the 
enlarge your trust into a solemn assurance spell of that horrible stillness, — hut it was 
that what I am about to relate is neither a only to consummate the agony of my spirit ! 
deception, nor a self-deception. Although — a sound how silver-sweet, — how solemn in 
inheriting with my Spatiish blood, and per- its hell-like modulation ! how far outpaasing 
fecting by an Italian education, a degree of the result of any earthly eflbrt that has since 
piety ‘ ill all things too suiierstitious,’ still greeted my ears ! ” 

Wielieve me I have never indulged in mysticism; “Any earthly effort?” reiterated Maria 

and if I rashly presumed to crave from the Christina. 

Almighty a manifestation of his divine pro- “ Yes ! my sister; continued the Aroh- 
tection, it was wholly without a hope that duchess Joseph, drawing closer to her side, 
niy prayers >%puld be recorded. No! Christina; and gently pressing her hand, while her 
the event of that terrible night was no vision voice subsided to a tremulous whisper I “ yes! 
of a heated fancy, — ^no chimera of an excited it was tlie heavenly announcement of that 
mind; — it was too real; — too truly — too supernatural visitation for w'hich my vain 
horribly real. spirit had presumed to importune the throne 

“Ere we retired to rest, Madame de of grace! — The night-lamp was suddenly 
Lomenie removed to the farther extremity extinguished, but the chamber remained not 
of the chamber, the solitary i>eilleu8e by long in darkness I — From the lofty arch of 
A^ich it was to be enlightened for the night, one of its cabinets there issued a gradual 
She could not sleep, ^she said, if its glare emanation of pale blue light clearer .than 
visited her pillow, which was unshaded save the moonshine, more subdued than the flay ; 
by a moschito gauze ; and the caution was — like the symphonies by which its dawning 
effectual, for very shortly after she had was announced, it was faint at firsts— JsweRfflg 
breathed her usual prayer and tender * htkma fhsmsihly until it fllled Bie chamb^ir^ 
notte,* I called to her and found that she was Awe-struck, but fascinated and eaceitefl 
already sleeping. I attempted to close my beyond description, I half rose from my 
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couch, and fixed my intense gaxe upon the os 1 live and breathe, and address you,— my 
spot whence it appeared to issue; when a words are words of truth; 1 saw aU this 
film suddenly overspread its brilliancy, and plainly, as I now relate it ; nay more ! the 
dpuds of fragrant vapour obscured the arch, mourner who headed the procession turning 
—They dispersed at length; and a bright gravelytowardsme,— displayed your brother's 
and beautiful landscape offered itself to my countenance ! As my woi^s are recorded in 
view \ — heaven, 1 have never looked more distinctly 

^^It was France i 1 could not mistake its upon my husband’s face, than I did that 
features, — its trim vineyards, unlike the night when the anthem ^ Mourn for Isabella! 
wandering vines of Italy, — its corn-fields, its mourn for the bride, — the mother, — for 
gay, joyous peasantry! The strain of a Austria’s Isabella!’ was faintly murmured 
simple chaUimem was heard and a mellow in my .failing ears. — Oh ! myjpister ! forgive 
voice accompanied .the measure in praise of my emotion,” continued tlie Archduchess, 
the pleasures wlxich abound Iac<mdreUe* laying her head upon Christina’s shoulder. 
A group of village maidens seemed to traverse 1 cannot recall that fatal night without a 
the vineyards, strewing the path with lilies, I'enewal of my spirit’s agony,” 
and breathing the tenderest welcome, as a Of ajl the feelings conflicting within the 
veiled figure lightly approached ; — they bosom of Maria Christina, to one alone did 
called her Isabella, — and as she raised her she venture to give utterance. — Compassion, 
veil, my own exact self was revealed in her unfeigned and most aflectionate pity for her 
feaWes; smiling and joyous — but teirihle afflicted sister’s statu of mind, commanded 
in my sight as the confirming evidence of the her earnest condolences and fond expostula- 
truth of the vision. — I shrieked with horror! tions ; for the reality of Isabella’s terrors 
and in an instant the pageant vanished amid was manifested by her deatli-paie brow, — by 
a prolonged murmur of those gracious songs her death-cold liand, — by the silent tears 
of welcome. that stole unobserved over her marble face, — 

** 1 called upon the name of llermance, — by the breath which came and went as if 
she did not reply ; then collecting my failing the struggle of her soul were too ipighty for 
breath, 1. was abdut to spring from my couch endurance. 

and seek her side, when once again music *‘My dear, dear Isabella! console your- 
appeared to hover upon the surrounding air. self,” said she, fondly supporting and caress- 
But the measures were different now ; they ing her. ‘‘ Friends are around you now, — 
were languid, and solemn, and like the sad- no treachery will endanger or afflict you 
ness of a re<][uiem, penetrated my very heart, more. Calm yourself, sister ! you are secure, 
—Again the fleecy vapouw floated around, — happy, beloved, — the idol of a thousand 
again they melted away, and a new scene — hearts, — and better far than all, — ^the beloved 
a scene, how horribly impressive — offered of one exclusive and affianced bosom! Re- 
itself to my recoiling observation ! It was a press this pernicious agitation, and tell me. 
Gothic cathedral, Christina ; majestic as our since the subject even now so deeply moves, 
own St. Stephen’s, — gloomy, and vast, and you, — tell me how you were enabled* to 
dark with the* breath of ages ! — A solemn endure the actual presence of the vision?” 
procession slowly paced^ its mighty aisle, — a I know not ! — all tliat followed was 
solemn chant accompanied its approach ; it vague and void. 1 know not how the night 
afimeral ! — concluded, I only know that ^he daylight 

> Tlie sable banners and escutcheons that \vas shining upon my , face, wlieu I became 
. Ipraced its pomp were emblazoned with the once more conscious of existence* 1 raised 
united heriddries of Austria and Parma, — my tlirobbiug head, and found myself in a 
Ittbelia’s name was mingled with the funeral litter, with Madame de Lomenie weeping by 
anthepi,— Isabella’s style was proclaimed my side ; and when we arrived at Colorno, I 
beside ti^t stately pall ! — A fair child, a girl was removed to my own chamber, where for 
even such a one^ my sister, as sleeps in many, many weel^ a delirious fever confined 
l^yonder bedj — was weeping among the me to my bed,” 

lljsoumers ; she demanded her mother. ^ she And Don Philip, — Bexmance, — the 
^^^^ulred to be comforted 1 — And lu ! import Count?” 

{Wxed by her goxxow, they seized her little My father tendmly and repeatedly visited 
and girding it 4a the vestments of tlu. me during my prolonged indisposition ; and 
gfare, they laid her low; at ^Isabella’s feet, in one of my lutervds of consciousness, 1 
, withiu the vault of her heard Madaw de Lomenie reply to his 
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inquiries by an assumnce that my illness 
proceeded from indiscreet exposure to the 
inclemency of the weather, — from a stonn 
which liad surprised me in the forest. Of 
our sojourn at Castel-Avrelino, as you may 
imagine, she said nothing to Don Philip; 
and as my attendants were all of her own 
selection, nothing transpired concerning our 
visit to the Comte du Fayel.” 

. “But yourself, — Isabella? Surely you 
revealed to the knowledge of your second 
inothef the ^jinexampled event of tliat myste- 
rious night?” 

“ I did indeed, — and oh ! with what emo- 
tions of grief and terror ! But Hermance, . 
after listening attentively to my description, 
treated the whole as 9 vision, — as the first 
symptom of my approacliin^g delirium. Even 
unto myself she insisted upon the storm as 
the origin of my disorder; and at length 
forbade me to renew a disemssion so incon- 
sistent with reason. But she saw that the 
impression was too deeply engraven in my 
heart to be easily effaced.” 

“But Madame de Lomeiiie surely attempted 
hy argument, by religious counsels, to obli- 
terate its influence upon your feelings?” 

“ she foresaw that her mightiest efforis 
would have been vainly exerted. 1 was too 
well assured of own perfect self-possession 
at the memorable moment which had revealed 
the measure of my destinies ; and that }»er- 
• suasion not only retarded iny recovery, hut 
rendered life and health indifl’ereiit in my 
eyes. As soon as an imperfect restoration 
admitted of my reiwoval, we returned to 
Parma, ‘whence all symptoms of contagion 
had disappeAi'ed. The court w as assembled 
for the winter season ; and when we arrived 
lit the Palazzo Ducale, my father conducted 
me ill person to my apai-tments, mingling in 
his affectionate caresses an air of triumph 
and gratqjation. J was deeply penetrated 
by the emotions which, for the first time in 
my presence, disturbed the serenity of his 
lohy brow as he addressed me. 

“ ‘ My Isabella ! * said Don Philip, ‘Heaven 
has furthered my hopes. The preliminaries 
of your union with the heir of the first empire 
in the world are already adjusted. Let me 
be the first,’ he contizraed, kissiiig my re- 
sisting hand, ‘to hail my beloved daughter 
! as the future Empress bf Germany.’ 

“ 1 felt my father’s proud heart beat as he 
fondly held me to his bosom. ‘Pity me, 
sir,’ I whispered, ‘ Pity me ! this dreadfid ‘ 
marriage is my sentence of death V , 

“‘Dearest child!* he replied, ‘do not j 


tarnish the brightness of this happy day, by 
fruitless repining ! My royal, Isabella, 
is pledged for your acquiestjMice, — ^ the 
alliance is now inemtMeV He imprinted a 
second kiss upon my forehead, nor perceived 
that it was already cold and senseless ( — 
when he relinquished his embrace, I fell upon 
the marble floor, devoid of motion or con- 
sciousness. 

“ It was natural that my fatlicr and my 
household should attribute this revulsion to 
the abrupt intelligence of my approaching 
separation from him and home; and ller- 
mance was prompt in bestowing a character 
of sensibility upon my undisguised suffering. 
But when sense and speech w^ere a, gain 
assigned*me, I disdained tliis false interpre- 
tation of my conduct, — this temporizing 
compliance, — and ceased not to declare my 
abhorrence of the projected union, and my 
preference of a cloister in my native country. 

“ Madame de Lotnenie affected to moderate 
my vehemence ; yet the regrets she constantly 
expressed that the Due d’Orleans had been 
unable to make his overtures for my hand 
acceptable to Don Philip, served but to con- 
firm my detestation of Austria, and of 
Austria’s slandered Prince. She told me, 
and it was with tears, that Infr cares for my 
education l)eing now happily ended, she felt 
JierseJf required to admit the claims of her 
own family and her own country upon the 
remnant of her days; and respectfully but 
fii-mly announced her determination of re- 
turning to Paris in the event of my marriage. 
‘But a few months past,’ she added, ‘I 
tnisted .tliat the matrimonial alliance pro- 
jected hetw'een the Archduke Joseph and a 
daughter of France, would have permanently 
sealed the peace of Europe; and then my 
Isabella might haN v been herself restored to 
the beloved home A>f her mother ; and as a 
princess of the Bourbon blood reunited by 
marriage to its royal line, w'ould have graced, 
as she ought, the happy circles of Versailles. 

— ^We have now only to submit to the arbi- 
trary disposal of our destinies-.’ 

“ But, alas ! wlxile I listened to her lamen- 
tations over the menaced tranquillity of 
Europe, it wras — I confess it to my 
honour — iny own peace, — my own * 

— which occupied the cares of my treml 
conscious heart, — which preyed upoi|' 
distempered mind. I breathed, howevi^ 
farther complaining ; I knew how 
mutt or prayers would serve my 
-Don Philip; — I had aaeei^^$ 
word was truly pledged unto the Austrian 
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cabinet, and knowing it to be immutable^ 1 love with our fellows of the du8i»--^with the 
sealed xny lips in silence. vile creatures of his hand 1 — 

** Christina ! from that first moment of I could have loved you all ; — you who 
submission until this, my bosom has never so tenderly welcomed your froward sullen 
known the blessing of tranquillity. 1 en- sister unto her new country ; from yourself, 
dured the adulation, — the compliments of my chosen friend, unto the little Antoinette 
my father’s court, — of your own delegated who springs so fondly into my arms, 1 could 
ministers, who evidently hailed me the most have clierislied you all 'with the kindly ten- 
favoured of mortals. I left Parma, my sis- derness of kindred. My indulgent husband 
ter, — 1 shed my last tears upon my father’s too, who has dealt so forbearingly, so noUy 
cheek, and I knew that they were the last, with my estranged heart, — how warmly 
— - that 1 should never look upon his face could I have returned his generous aifoctiou, 
again. I ’ quitted my fertile Italy, — its had 1 dared to confide myself to the sugges- 
clinging vines, — its caressing accents, — and tions of my own feelings! 

: 1 knew that I should return to it no more. “And my child, Christina ! — when the 
I bore my withered heart into the laud gentle murmurs of its living voice first 
which I knew was soon to close bver my reached my ear, — wlian its soft cheek was 
grave, — into the embraces of a husband first proffered to my lips — then, then 1 felt 
whom I regarded as an enemy, — and 1 bore how lovely life could be ! — and I spake 
it all patiently and uncomplainingly ; 1 felt harshly, and sent it from my presence, lest 
that my life was henceforward a vain thing ! it should win back my softened heart to the 
God had spoken unto my mental car ; and joys of existence ! — Sometimes even now, I 
human words could find no entrance now. watch its little dawning impulses of intelli- 

“ And oh ! Christina, — you who regard gence, and strain it closely, closely within 
love, mere mortal love, as so mighty a sub- my arms, forgetting how soon my sweet task 
jector of the heart, — imagine, if you can, must end, — forgetting that such passionate 
the omnipotent control of fear, — the fear of affection is sin in the sight of Heaven 1 — It 
death, — the fear of judgment ! — Death, must not be, sister! it must not be dare 
which approacheth fto secretly, so silently, not love the precious objects which embellisli 
to every soul that liveth, — to me, and me life; — or yonder dark repulsive vault would 
only, hath foreshown his teiTors. 7’he feet form a home too dreadful to my appreheu- 
of other mortals are betrayed into his pit- sions. 

falls; — blit against my weak, defenceless “Oh I Christina — Christina! — reprove 
bosom, his arm is visibly u])iifted ; — nor mo not, — relax not your endearing caresses ; 

I can I turn aside ray ga^e from the menacing — shun me not as selfish in iny sorrow ; — 

[ aspect of his awful bn>w — from the fearful but fix your thoughts upon the responsibility 
tribunal whither he would hurry my shrink- of a mortal soul, — upon the struggle of a 
ing, trembling soul ! spirit about to abandon its weeds of clay, — 

“ Nor are these spiritual terrors my only , upon the clinging of the reluctant mind unto 
or worst affliction. ‘ The fear of the Lord,’ the dust it hath learned to cherish ! J am 
saith the inscribed word, ‘ is the beginning to die / — I know it ! I am to fix my closing 
of wisdom ;’ and I should i»ot repine if my eyes upon that dear face which, from the 
submission to his will were thus secured, first moment it smiled upon my wretched- 
But it is not iny spirit only which hath ness, hath looked on my faults* with the 
withered beneath the glancii of the super- indulgence of a tender forbearing love ; — 
natural world; it is my heart — my heart upon that fair babe which so delights to 
—my heart of flesh — which, crushed and nestle in my bosom, but which will soon lie 
wound6d by its might, renews from day to by my cold side, uncaressing and uncaressed, 
day my bitter torments. within the grave ! The worm will soon be 

** How can I indulge in those sweet iin- my companion — the winding-sheet my gar- 
pulses of affection which I know -would ment! — cow you, — yon marvel that my 
iJ|^d my struggling spirit unto earth, in its tears are so ready, — my soul so inaccessible 
j^ming hour of departure ? How can 1 pre- to the common pleasures of the world ? ” 

to interpose the frailties of human Christina indeed wondered not ; — but she 
tenderness between my heart and that bright soothed the unhappy sufferer with the most 
eternity whose mheritance 1 would labour ^ devoted gentleness ; and having persuaded 
to win? — Christina ! our God is a jealous her to retire to rest, she sat by her pillow 
^itbd ! ^and will not voiuihscrfe to share our till sleep visited her swollen eyelids. Mean- 
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time her own thoughts were not Inactive. 
“ I will yet,” she whispered, “ restore her to 
happiness^ to my brother’s ardent affection. 
All may yet be well, — if Heaven prosper 
my undertaking ! ” 


CHAFTGE VII. 

The Archduchess Maria Christina's secret 
solution of the mystery unfolded to her bjr 
the Infanta, was prompt and unduubting. 
Treadliery — F rench treachery — instigated 
by the faction which had left no means un- 
tried to impose a daughter of the direct 
Bourbon line upon the young heir to the 
Austrian throne, had not hesitated to use 
measures, both lawful and unlawful, in j 
order to thwart the projected alliance with ! 
Isabella of Parma. She was well aware that 
the recent treaty between Maria Theresa 
and Louis XV. had been effected by means 
scarcely less blamabie : and chiedy through 
the medium of Madame de Pompadour. 

But what a scene of baseness and ingrati- 
tude was thus unfolded to her view ! — how 
cruel a betrayal on the part of the Comtessc 
de Lom^nve I who Ixad profited by her inti- 
mate, acquaintance with the lively imagina- 
tion and enthusiastic devotion of her charge, 
— a charge committed by a dying mother 
into her hands, — in order to assure the 
wretchedness of her future life. — And Isa- 
bella, — the good, the gentle, the lovely 
Isabella ! — what years of misery had been 
already apportioned to her heart by^ this 
wicked deception, — what evils might it not 
still entail upon her devoted head 1 — Indig- 
nant and irritated against the perpetrators of 
so gross an outragv, Christina for a single 
moment resolved to provoke the vengeance 
of the .Empress against their crime. She 
know that Hermaiice, now Comtesse du 
Fayel, held an appointment in the house- 
hold of tne Duchesae de Bourbon ; and that 
the Conte Mignardi and his cold-blooded 
intriguing wife sustained with high honour 
the embassy of Parma at the French court. 
Bui although it had been easy to expose and 
punish their former unsuccessful villany, 
Christina scarcely dai'ed conjecture how far 
the discovery might -implicate the inhabitants 
of Versailles ; and dreading to endanger the 
league of amity whidh had been so dearly 
purchased by the Austrian cabinet, she deter- 
mined to direct her labours solely towards 
the task of undeceiving and re-assuring Hke 
mind of the Archduchess Joseph. 

By a fortunate coincidence it chanced 


that a series of optical delfbiona, aided by 
the magical effect of the musicij glasses, — 
tlien a recent invention, — had been ex- 
hibited for her amusement the preceding 
winter at Prague. The artist, a young 
Saxon, who was said fco be on liis retutit 
from Italy, where he had perfected himself 
under the instructions of the celebrated 
Cagliostro, had been particularly recom- 
mended to the protection of the Prince of 
Saxe-Tescheii, himself a skilful experimen- 
talist in those arts which direct the mightiest 
laws of nature towards pleasing and startling 
lesults. Christina had more than once been 
the spectator of scenes, which aii adept such 
as Cagliostro or Soliropfer would have im- 
posed as*the triumph of the necromantic art. 
She remembered that young Melzer had been 
placed, under Prince Albert’s patronage, as 
master of the laboratory to Count Harrach 
at Vienna ; and without the loss of a single 
hour she despatched a courier requiring his 
immediate attendance at Presburg ; reveal- 
ing the nature of the services sought at his 
bauds in an exact repetition of the delusions 
executed at Castel-Avreliiio; iu order that 
he might provide himself with the machinery 
necessary for his purpose. 

Before noon on tlie following day, Melzer 
had received his audience of final instruction 
from the Archduchess. He had brought 
with him a confidential attendant, and 
readily undertook the task assigned him. 

“ I need scarcely apprize your Imperial 
Highness,” said he, “ that an optical delu- 
sion such as you describe is among the legi- 
timate objects of my art ; and were I not 
apprehensive of trespassing too far on your 
indulgence, 1 could unfold a singular coinci- 
dence — but forgive me, madam! — 1 am 
presuming beyond ihe bounds of your Im- 
perial llighuess’s condescension.” 

By no means,” replied Maria Christina. 

All you can relate on this topic is interest- 
ing to my curiosity.” 

** 1 allude, madam, to a service imposed 
upon me during my boyish attendance upoi;)^ 
the self-styled Count Cagliostro. We were 
sojourning in Piacenza, when a nobleman of 
the country, — Mignardi, unless my memory 
fails me, was his name, — obtained a similar 
exhibition of the skill of my preceptor ; and 
I had a material hand in the performaiitti^?;;^ 
At Castel-Avrelino — at Parma-^in 
royal forest?” exclaimed the Ardiduebm* 
At a half-ruined castle in soma forest, 
madam,” replied the astonished Melzer. 
« Tho delusion was projected fon the divjw- 
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fiion of a lady of the royal suite ; but I 
heard not her name, and imperfectly under- 
stood the language. The 'vv'hole , design 
was^ however, so singularly accordant with 
that hoiagined by your Imperial Highness, 
tJiat— ” 

“ Melzer P’ exclaimed Maria Christina ; 
renew that ^ene, — repeat with scrupu- 
lous exactitude that very representation, — 
and claim two hundred ducats, and my 
gratitude for life, as your reward! — No, 
thanks, sir ! — ^but say, tv/ien can you effect 
the exhibition V* 

** By to-morrow night, madam, unfail- 
ingly.” 

To-morrow be it, then,” replied the 
Archduchess, as she cheerfully left the 
chamber. *"* The gallery connecting with 
4 the eastern turret is already placed at your 
^ disposal ; and such of my household us can 
further our projects, wait your orders.” 

The whole of tliat day, the w'hole of the j 
next, Christina betrayed a joyous flutter of | 
spirit inconceivable to the Infanta, who had 
(anticipated a kinder sympathy from her 
friend. But when the second evening came, 
the spirits of the Aj’chdiichess became sud- 
denly depressed. She complained of mi- 
graim ; and laughingly attributing her 
indisposition to loss of temper, she escaped 
from Isabella’s side to visit the gallery in I 
which Melzer’s half-achieved preparations 
tantalized her eager wishes. The assistant, 
whose services were indispensable to the per- 
fonnance, had been suddenly seized with 
severe illness ; Melzer exhibited, liow^ever, in 
order to appease the Archduchess^ a suffi- 
cient specimen of the perfection of liis 
phantasmagoria, to aggravate lier impa- 
I tieuce a thousand fold. 

I “ Melzer !” said she, “ I have heard that 
j gold is a universal papacea. Let your 
j invalid lend you at all risks his aid to- 
! morrow evening, and he shall receive half 
the sum I have proffered to yourself.” 

, ^ An4 the evening came ; and Maria Chris- 
tina in an irrepressible agitation of mind, 
began her preparations by insinuating their 
intenjblon to Isabella. ‘‘Be calm, dearest 
sister,” elm whispered, “ compose your feel- 
ihgkand attention while 1 reproduce with 
human aid before your eyes, a repetition of 
that which you falsely estimate as an inter- 
> position of Heaven. Seat yourself by ray 
side, Isabella ; suffer me to hold youi’ hand 
within my own j and wjiile^, Princess Lich- 
tenstein thus soothes and. supports you, 
* summon , yojqfr fortitude to en^^ a spec- 


tacle of which the mere physical sources 
shall afterwards he offered to your inspec- 
tion.” 

Isabella, startled and perjdexed, obeyed 
tlie request. As the first bell-like chiming 
of the harmonica struck upon her ear, a 
vivid blush of astonishment overspread her 
face; and when the odorous vapours gave 
place to the smiling landscape-^to its songs, 
— its tri])ping joyous peasantry — its repre- 
sentation of herself, — her amazement and 
agitation -overpowered her ; when the"lilmy 
clouds again interposing, the pageant vanish- 
ed as it came. 

As soon as the emotion of the Infanta had 
in some degree subsided, “My dear sister,” 
said Christina, “ it w^ould he as easy to my 
agents to place before your eyes dhe second 
part of the deception which formerly i)ro- 
duoed so strong an impression upon your 
mind, as this first attempt ; our pi'ei>ara- 
tions to that effect >vait but your orders. J 
am myself, however, unwdliing to sauctioii 
so solemn a reprchoutation in mere levity. 
The rites for the dea«l can scarcely be thus 
portrayed without sacrilege ; and if you will 
j)ermit me, I would rather irect your atten- 
tion tow'ards the apparatus by which , these 
seemingly supematural effects have been 
produced.” 

Isabella, leaning upon Princess Lichten- 
stein, was now introduced to the interior of 
Melzer’s little theatre ; she saw and assisted 
in the spectral representation of herself, by 
means of the portrait finished after Chris- 
tina’s sketch, and a eei-tain disposition of 
convex glasses. With her own hand she 
produced those mystical tones which she had 
so long believed of heavenly origin ; with 
her own hand she kindled those hrasiers 
whose blue glimmering light and intoxi- 
cating perfume she had attributed to en- 
chantment. Melzer and his coadjutor were 
indefatigable in pointing out the facilities 
which similar toys of science afford to the 
artful and interested for subjecting the 
minds of the uninitiated* The Infanta, 
transpoitod beyond herself by these consola- 
tory discoveries, again and again embraced 
her beloved sister, her best of friends,— her 
preserver ; but when Maria Christina called 
upon Melzer to declam the part he had taken 
in the scene of Castel-AvreUno, and when he 
confirmed the authenticity of his recital by 
a thousand local details whicli could not 
^ have been suggested to him by his patroness, 
the Infanta bursting into tears, gave vent to 
the bitterest sorrow. . 
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‘*Hennance,-^wh6tn I so loved and re- 
verenced, — to practise thus upon my weak- 
ness!” she exclaimed, ‘‘what cruelty, — 
what humiliation in the thought!” Then 
warmly expressing her thanks to young 
Melaer, and her gratitude to Heaven for the 
chance which had placed his skill at her dis- 
posal, she took two valuable rings from her 
tingcr, and presented them as tokens of her 
goodwill to the artists. 

Accompanied by her sister and her friend 
Krescentie ^Lichtenstein, the Infanta was 
now about to leave the gallery of ^hich the 
doors had been guarded by the ushers of the 
court, when they were suddenly thrown open, 
and the Archduke was announced. He had 
accompanied the Duktf of Saxe-Tesclien in a 
tour through Moravia ; an^l now on his re- 
turn to Lachsenhurg, was come to claim his 
wife and re-condnct her to Vienna. 

“There are tears on this cheek, my 
Tsahella,” w'hispered Joseph as lie clasped 
her in his anns. “ Yet you promised me, 
Christina, that no sorrow should come near 
her while I left her in your charge !” 

“ Nor lias she deceived you*! Tliese tears 
are team of joy— of i-epeiitance ! — repentance, 
love, that 1 have hitherto so ill-i*epaid the 
tenderness you have lavished iijion your 
frow'ard wife ; — joy, that time may yet he 
accorded me to repair my en*or. Is my love, 
my grateful affection still precious in your 
sight ? — receive it, — accept it, — not as a gift^ 
hut as ilie humble offering <»f ray grati- 
tude.” 

“What miracle is’tliis!” exclaimed the 
Archduke, with (juivering lips and sparklinti; 
eyes. “ Isabella ! do not deceive me, even in 
kindness ; — ^you arts rendering existence too 
precious in my eyes !” 

“ I do not deceive you,” wliispered Isabella, 
again. “ 1 deceived you only wdien I affected 
indiffereucg to your attachment, — coldness 
to your generous devotion. I have not, I 
believe, to 1mm to love, — I have only to 
learn that tlie tenderness of a wife may be 
cherished and acknowledged wdtliont shame.” 

Tile rapture with which these confessions 
were hailed by the Archduke may be easily 
conjectured. Accompanied by Maria Chris- 
tina and her astonished husband, Isabella 
now conducted Joseph to the chamber of 
their sleeping child;* and over its pillow 
renewed with solemn and deep emotion, her 
expressions of contrition for her former 
selfisli estrangement, and assurances of the 
most Unqualified devotion to their affectiens 
for the future. Again her tears of joy' and 


^titude interrapted her Sedtottions ; — and 
this time she wept not a/one I — 

The following day, wheii the depaHure of 
the Archduke and Archduchess Joseph gave 
leisure fur the indulgence of Maria Christina^s 
calmer reflections, she could scarcely realize 
to herself tlie unanticipated success that had 
crowned her efforts. She was well aware 
that in restoring to her beloved brother the 
cheerfulness and tenderness of his wife, she 
shad gifted him with a treasure richer than 
richest Ind could supply ; and she was 
equally persuaded that in re-awakening in 
the bosom of the Infanta a security of life, 
she had only placed wdthin her power of 
1 enjnjunept the blameless and most hallowed 
pleasures of existence. Herself on the eve 
of a journey to Vienna, and confident in the' 
perfect happiness of those who were so dear 
to her, she neither sought nor received tidings 
of Isabella for many days; but contented 
herself with revealing to her husband the 
singular discoveries originating the scene 
that greeted his return to Presburg, and with 
appl^ring hei-self to the completion of the 
portrait, which she Avas anxious to present 
to the Kmpress on her ensuing visit, as a 
memorial of both lier daughters. 

On the sixth morning after tlie departure 
of the Infanta, the Archduchess was occupied 
with Countess Czernin in the repetition of a 
duet from Gluck’s Rinaldo, when her hus- 
l»and suddenly entering the music room, 
gravely requested her to desist from her 
employment. “You will agree with my 
feelings, I am persuaded,” said he, “that the 
sound of music is just now unbecoming in 
the castle. The viaticum is on the point of 
being administered to one of its inmates.” 

“How!” exclaimed Christina, “and I 
knew not that tli.^re was even sickness 
Avithin our gates.” - 

“ The sufferer has not been the less cared 
for on my part ; but 1 was apprehensive of 
alarming you with the intelligence that the 
smallpox appeared upon Mclzer’s young 
pupil, the very day following his interview 
with the Archduchess.” 

“Great Heaven!” shrieked Christina, 
“and our precious Isabella has never had 
the disorder. She spoke to him,— received- 
several objects from his hands, — probably^ 
inhaled his very breath.— Her doom isl eealeil I 
1 have murdered my sister by my rashness,— 
for I knew of his indisposition.” 

* calm, dearest Christina — ** 

/“Teff me,” interrupted the Art^dudiess, 
“tell n'e truly,— have you Halved any 
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from Vienna, «^re yon already aware | 
tbat the Infanta has shown symptoms of tli^ 
contagion?” 

On my honour, no ! I have received no 
single word of intelligence on the subject; 
hut that veiy silence is ominous. Our best 
measure, both for Isabella’s safety and our 
own release from suspense, will be to depart 
instantly for Lachsenburg.” 

Rather for Vienna, — the court was to 
remove, three days since, for the winter/lt 
Then turning towards Countess C/ernin, the 
Archduchess implored her to expedite their 
departure by acliievinof every necessary pre- 
paration, and b^ arranging that the carriages 
should lollow her to the gates of the 9 athcdral. 
“Come with me,” she continued, seiring her 
'husband’s arm. “ Come with me, Albei-t, — 
on foot, — unobserved ; — let our prayers for 
her safety ascend together from the foot of 
the altar.” 

Albert of Saxe-Teschen, scarcely less 
afflicted than his wife, silently conducted her 
down the heights of the Zuckmantel to th(‘ 
Dome Church of the city. Unnoticed, for 
in their private walks at Presburg, ctitfuettc 
exacted tliat they shouhl pass unrecogniMul, 
they bent theii agitated steps to^^ards that 
high altar so a])j)ropriately graced by the 
equestrian bronze statue of St. Martin — as 
the patron of a race of warriors. And oh ! 
how fervently were breathed their ]»rayi*rs 
for his intercession, — with what vows — what 
offerings, did Christina appeal to Heaven for 
mercy upon Iicr suffering sistei ! 

At length, comforted hut still weeping, she 
threw herself into the carriage, recommending 
speed to her attendants ; and notwithstanding 
that, in obedience to her commands, the horses 
scarcely appeared to touch the ground, the 
cloudy mists of a November evening already 
veiled the lofty spire of Si. Stephen’s, as they 
traversed the Rennweg, and approached the 
palace. 

The carriage passed the archway of the 
BurgPlatz; whci'c, pausing at the eastern 
eutraaee leading to the Archduke’s apart- 
ments, the Duke of Saxe-Teschen aliglited 
to obtain some preliminary information. A 
few minutes brought him back to the agonized 
Christina ; but unable to endure the suspense, 
she was already ascending the great stairs 
leaning on her astonished chamberlain. 

“ You must prepare yourself for the worst,” 
said he, tenderly drawing her arm within his 
own. “ Our apprehensions w fatally verified. ‘ 
Three evenly ago, Isabella, on approaching 
the city from Lachsenburg, was seized with 


a shivering fit ; and Van Swieten, who was 
summoned on her arrival at the palace, has 
not since left her side. My dearest Christina, 
our poor sister has given birth to a dead 
infant, and the smallpox has already declared 
itself.” 

“ And my mother !” exclaimed Christina. 
“ 1'he Ein]>refls must surely bo endangered by 
this horrible event ; — she is not like myself 
secured by having passed through tills dread- 
ful disorder.” 

“Marfa Tlieresa will not suffered to 
approach fsabolla’s apartments ; but the 
Archduke, night or day, has not quitted liis 
beloved sufferer.” 

“ Thank Heaven, my arrival will in some 
degree divide his caVes, and alleviate his 
distre*'^ ! ” 

“Nay! dearest Chiistina,” said Albert, 
resisting her entry into the chamber, “,^oii 
are at present nneqn.il to the agitation of 
encountering such a sc ene.” 

“ Ilow, Albert! — I nlio have destroyed 
her — would you have me shrink fiom the 
sjicctaele ot lier affliction ^ — No— no ! let m; 
faithful and untiring services atone for m.\ 
eiror.” 

’fhe ushers now threw o]>en the ♦h'ors of 
the ante-room, as the clashing salute of the 
sentinels without, announced the arriial of 
one of the Imperial family ; and Cliristina, 
having despatched a ehnniherlain to demand 
an interview with Princess Lichtenstun, 
Jiastily traversed the almost deserted chambers. 
“ Oh ! Krcscentie I” she exclaimed, throwing 
herself upon tlie bosoifi of the Princess, who 
advanced weeping to meet her — “ sky ! may 
1 yet presume to hope ? ” 

“ The disorder of lier Imperial Highness is, 
alas ! 2 )ronounced to he of a niost malignant 
kind, — her own enfeebled position is against 
her; and Van Swieten and Jaquin .have, 
from the first moment, appeared desponding.” 

Let it be remembered that at the jieriod 
in question the smdllpox, unmitigated even 
by the art in use among their barbarous 
Turkish neighbours, was held by the Austrians 
as secondary only to the plague. The grand- 
father of the reigning Empress had expii-ed, 
wrapped by ordei of the faculty of his capital, 
in twenty yards of scarlet broadcloth ; and 
the same mode of treatment tenninated the 
existence of eleven members of the Imperial 
family under the disorder, within fifty } ears. 
If not pronounced incurable, it was commonly 
proved to be so. 

Princess Lichtenstein, with many a ma- 
ternal word of preparation to the young 
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ArclidticlieBB, now conducted her into the 
chamber adjoining that of Isabella ; and 
pointing .to the coffin of the little infant, 
whose birth had disastrously coniirmed their 
calamity, she bade her mark how, amid the 
general confusion, it had still been surrounded 
with the paraphernalia that decorates a 
royal hier. “ Let me not look upon its face,** 
said the weeping Christina. It hath proved 
the herald of misfortune.** 

She hushed her light footsteps os slie 
entered the ghamber of her sister, wliich was 
heated to a temperature mortal to the invalid ; 
and as she stole to the couch, a laugh, a 
hoarse horrid laugh greeted her ears. “ It is 
herself,” whispered Krescentie, replying to 
Cliristina’s look of tcrrer. For many hours 
she has been delirious.’* ^ 

Tlie first object that presented itself, was 
the kneeling figure of the Archduke, fixed 
and motionless beside tl\e bed. ’J’here was 
not a tear, — not a struggle upon his youthful 
face. He neither spoke nor murmured ; 
despair seemed to have turned him into 
marble. Not so the .sufferer! Her long 
raven hair was floating loosely round her 
hbouldcrs, — her whole frame was agitated by 
the in^JUse fever of her suppressed distemper; 
she had raised herself from her pillow, and 
was flinging her arms wildly above her head, 
laughing and shrieking by turns. 

Go — go ! — Du Fayel,” she vchcniently 
•exclaimed. “Go, cruel Ilerniance ! you are 
no longer my mother, — 1 disclaim you — I 
am the child of Austria, — the daughter of tlu* 
Empress ! No grave now for Isabella, — no 
reriuiem,-^no emblazoned pall ! I shall livO 
— live — live — to be happy, — to bo beloved. — I 
ft have a child, a husband ; — their prayers will 
preserve me. — No grave now for Isabella.” — 

Maria Christina stood riveted to the spot, 
contemplating this dreadful spectacle. 

“ Is there no hope V* she murmured to 
the venerable Van Swieten, whoso moistened 
eyes were fixed upon the terrible aspect of 
the young Prince, so precious to the vows of 
Germany. 

“ Alas ! madam, how can 1 answer you ?*’ 
said the old man mournfully. ** God is good ! 
— let us trust that he will enable us to do 
our best.** 

From that period, through the day, and 
through the night, MaAa Christina relaxed 
not from her attendance, nor quitted for a 
single hour the chamber of sickness , — the 
chamber of death/ The disease now broke 
out with disfiguring virulence upon the 
person of Isabella ; and as the fever subrided, 
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her consciousness wi^s restewed; but the 
approach of the last agony already oppressed 
her respiration. 

“My husband!** she faltered, fixing her 
languid gaze upon Joseph. “Is it indeed 
you who have watched so tenderly by my 
pillow ? My best beloved ! — how shall I 
thank your kindness ; my breath is spent — 
my sight failing, — I cannot ask you to kiss 
these festering lips, — to press this loathsome 
hand .* — But iny heart springs forth to yours 
to bid you farewell. — I am young to be tom 
from life, — from you whose affection was 
about to render life so dear ; — but my dying 
heart is filled with resignation to God, with 
charity and gratitude for those I leave behind. 

“ My tather^r-Joseph ! — commend me to 
my dear father, and tell him he judged wisely 
for my happiness in the disposal of my des- 
tiny ; hid my brother cherish our Amelia 
for my sake, — and implore the Empress,— 
my tender friend and mother, — ^to recommend 
me in her prayers to Heaven. 

“Cbristinal — Krescentie ! — yo\i will watch 
over my little daughter; — and when the day 
shall come that my husband will try to re- 
call iny parting words, tell him I bade him 
live, — I bade him be happy, — but without 
])anishing from his heart the remembrance 
of the wife of his youth,” 

A time-piece that decorated the chamber, 

— a splendid gift from Louis, to his grand- 
child, wduch had never been wound up since 
its arrival in Vienna, — now, through some 
disorder of its mechanism, repeatedly struck 
the hour. 

“ It is my summons I’* murmured the 
dying Isabella. “ So, — raise mo ; — yet 
more and more. I see you not, my husband, 

— but I feel that you are near me still. — 

Receive me, heav iJy Father! receive me 
to thy mercy !*’ • 

She turned her glassy eye upon the Arch- 
duke, and her gentle spirit was released from 
its polluted human mould. 

Joseph, stung to madness, threw himself 
upon the disfigured corpse ; and as neither 
prayers nor remonstrances could prevail 
upon him to abandon his perilous post, his 
chosen friends, Count Cobenzel and the hero 
Lacy, were admitted by the desire of Maria 
Theresa into the chamber of death, and 
forcibly withdrew him from the body. 

Thus, at the age of twenty-two, perished 
the Infanta of Farina; — thus did a vague 
•prophecy become , accidentally its own fulfil- 
ment Ere the gloomy days ot November 
expired, a solemn procession fiteversed the 

1 
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aisle of the Augustiner church ; wHch 
scarcely three years hcfoi'e, had been glad- 
dened by the marriage vows of the Arch- 
duchess. And the requiem resounded 
through the arched roofs, “ Mourn 

for Isabella, — the bride, — the mother ! 
Mourn for Austria’s Isabella 


It is now several years since I completed 
a tale founded upon Wraxall’s sketch of the 
death of the Archduchess Joseph. On visft-^ 
ing Vienna since that period, 1 was anxious 
to procure some further anecdotes of my 
heroine, — but in vain. Her very name 
appeared forgotten ; and the sole record** of 
her existence which came to my knowledge, 
were her sarcophagus, placed bet^^ecll tlie 
little silver coffins of her two children, in 
the Imperial vault beneath the convent of 
the Capuchins, — and a very singular panel 
in one of the saloons of Schiinhninn, which 
mprescuts the nuptial ceremonies of the 
Emperor Joseph. The portrait of the In- 


fanta painted hy Maria Christina is in the 
possession of the Archduke Charles, who has 
inherited the immense wealth of All>ert of 
Saxe-Teschen. It is remarkable that al- 
though Joseph continued to his last hour to 
cherish the memory of Isabella, and to wear 
her picture concealed within his watch, he 
exhibited from the moment of her death a 
rooted antipathy to Christina, who had been 
her bosom friend. Upon this liint, J have 
assigned a cause, purely imaginary, for the 
inelancliply of the Infanta; but 1 lia\e in 
other respects followed the memoiis of tlic 
times, particularly those of Wraxall ; who 
relates several touching expressions used b\ 
Isabella, — her predictions concerning her 
own death and their accomplishment, — tin* 
irregular striking of tlie clock and her 
gloomy inference. He mentions lier indeed 
by her baptismal name of JsMzaheth ; wliieh, 
in a Sjianish court, naturally became 
belJa» 1 have antedated bj a year or two 
the marriage of the Archduchess Christina. 


THE LEGEND OF "THE BIG FLUKE, " 

AND 

THE TALE OF "THE BOSS BEII WRECKER.** 

BY MAURICE O’CONNELL, ESQ., M.P. 


There^s notliing moiv for me to see about 
Killarney,” was my reflection, as I sat alone 
in one of the drawing-rooms at Finn’s Hotel, 
on tlie third evening of my fourth sojourn in 
that town. “ GlengarifF is as familiar to my 
eyes as Bond Street — Gougoiie Ban a’ 1 have 
visited nearly a dozen times ; and how am 1 
to occupy the remainder of my time?” As 
I spoke, my eye fell upon a Dublin iiew’s- 
paper of a week old, which had in vain, 
morning and evening, wooed my attention 
since my arrival at Killarney. 

’ In a moment my plans were laid : I had, 
in idea, made a decided hit. But the time 
is not yet come to unfold my whole scheme ; 
to forward which I instantly summoned the<. 
head waiter of Finn’s, to consult him on 
the means of reaching the route I pro- 


posed. A public conveyance w'-ould, I w^as 
told, take me to Colinsw^edi, within fourteen 
miles of iny destination ; hut 1 had n horse, 
and the “Valentia Steam” todk no four- 
footed passenger above the size of a pointer. 
Here w’e w^re at what Dennis Donovan called 
‘‘an ainplush but, after considering a few' 
minutes, he solved the difficulty by saying-— 
“ Sure, tlicre’s Jack Begley come in just now 
on a return car from Tralee, and is going 
liome to Cahir in tlie nioniing ; and, if your 
honour will he up early enough, Jack’s just 
the l>est guide you could have : but you must 
he up early, for he’s going express, and your 
honour’s luggage can go by the Jingle.” 
To this an'ongement there could he no objec- 
tion ; and, accordingly, six o’clock the next 
morning found me clear of the town of 
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Killaiiiey, oti tlio road *‘to the Wert,” with 
. the aforesaid Jack Begley” shambling along 
by my side, at a pace which kept my pony 
ill a smartish trot. Begley was evidently 
well-known along the road; scarcely a 
])easant passed without changing a word 
with him, and two or three gentlemen, whom 
we met on tlicir way into Killamey, drew 
bridle and detained him for a few minutes 
in conversation, doubtless as to the name and 
fjuality of the ‘^stranger”— a point on which ' 
Begley* con 1(^ afford them no information, 
tlaclv himself was such a character as one 
could not hope to meet, except in Breland, 
and particularly in that part thereof through 
whieli I was now journeying. He had been 
desn-ibed to me by his pitron the waiter as — 

‘‘ Not a fool — htt a Icxrid of <tn ape — a sort- of 
half natural like, plazc your honour.” And 
his whole appearhnee stamped him as belong- 
ing to the “ Davie Gellatley” school ; with- 
out the poetry, but with more of utility than 
that hero of his kind. Jack’s head was, as 
is usual among the class to which he belongs, 
of more than usual magnitude, and covered 
with a tangled mass of bait, which had 
evidently never known any comb save tlic 
fingers the owner, by which its re(^esses 
were ever and anon disturbed, as a pmludc 
to liis answers to my iiuinerous questions, 
llis eyes seemed as if they had been selected 
at random from amongst the refuse of Nature’s 
workshop ; but, though not quite as bright 
as diamonds, still one of them could boast of 
being decorated with a pearl. His ]>erson 
was short and thickset, and his bare legs 
bore token of the frequency of bis journeys,* 
no less by the marks of scars and scratches, 

. •than by the strong development of the 
various muscles. He was comfortiibly dressctl 
in a sailor’s jacket, waistcoat and trousers of 
]»ilot cloth, the latter roUed up nearly to his 
knees, and had jauntily stuck on one side of 
his mop of hair, a low-crowned tarpaulin hat, 
much the worse for wear, and bearing the 
-words ‘‘New Grove” in white letters on its 
front. Of course he w’ore no slioes— he never 
had, he told me, but when he went to the 
doming school^ and then they humt his feet 
so that he sold* them for a “quarter of 
tohaccy.” 

My carpet bag was strapped upon his 
shoulders ; and, when t considered that, in 
addition thereunto, lie carried in his hands 
two parcels, one containing “six pounds oi 
powder for the young ^tlemin,” aiid the 
other, “ some stuff for the doctor,” ^ speed 
with which he got along was to me matter 
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of sdme surprise. As deepa^ tvas not a 
paramount object with me, I walked a cop- * 
sidorahle portion of the way by hie side, and ^ 
endeavoured to draw him out ; but into any 
thing like connected conversation 1 could not 
lead him. He paused after each remark of^ 
mine — ^glanced at me out of the corner of his 
eye— and then, after a pause of some seconds, 
the reply would he bolted forth, as if ejected 
by some projectile machinery within the 
^man. 

He was no sailor, he said, l>iit vrore sailors’ 
clotlics, because “ all the gintlomin did — and 
, wdien the Liberator, God bless liim, ordered 
the clothes for him this year, he wouldn’t be 
out of the fashion.” lie got a suit^f clothes 
every yeir for rumiing messages, and his 
honour gave him some check sliirts, and the 
1 gintlemiTi wove all very good to liim. His 
hat was a present from one of the sailors of j 
“the Gat,” as he pronounced the word 
Yacht ; and then he paused — and asking my 
honour’s leave to light the dudheen, he pro- 
ceeded to iiurol the trouser below his right 
knee, and produced from among its folds a 
short pipe jajianiied by constant use, and a 
piece of to!)acco wrapt up in a dirty paper, 
.wbiclj, taking out the tobacco, be threw from 
him us lie turned into a cabin to £11 and 
light its companion the pipe. 1 have almost 
a Mahometan propensitj' for picking up 
pieces of waste paper ; and, on examining 
this, I found that it was an acknowledgment 
from one of the employes of the provincial 
l)ank at Tralee, of tlic lodgement of two 
hundred pounds, ])er J. B. “to tho credit of 
Messrs Parry and Grant of Coliiisween,” and 
hearing date only the preceding morning. I 
bad just finished my inspection, when my 
guide issued from the cabin with hia steamer 
at full work, and, glancing at the paper, 
clapped his liand .hurriedly to the place 
whence he had extracted it, and then broke 
out with — 

“ Sure your honour will give me tliat hack, 
and not ruin a ])oor hoy entirely.” 

“Why, Jack,” said 1, “how came you by 
this?” 

“Sure I got it at Tralee, sir,” was the 
answer, “when 1 lodged the money.” 

“ And who,” I asked, “ was fool enough to 
trust you witli such a sum ?” 

“ Faith, thin, you’re the only gintlemin I 
ever see w-ould call thim fools, when they 
bates the country for ’cuteness ; and sure it’s 
•nte they always sinds wdth their money# and 
nivirlosta penny before — but now, tliat I 
^ii^t the resate — and hasn’t lost that yet, 
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for I know you’ll give it back* sir ; for Pll 
be kilt if 1 come without ii| and I hope your 
honour won’t say f told yoh ; for the never 
a more I’d be sint wid de inoney if vuu 
did.” 

His speech being rewarded by the reatora* 
tion of the paper, Jack trudged along os 
before, solacing iiimself wiUi the pipe, and 
answering my further questions as concisely 
as possible, as if fatigued by his oratorical 
exertion. We passed the gate of Gi-cnagh ; 
then the bridge and demesne of Beaufort ; 
next the scat of M‘Gillicuddy of tlie Reekh ; 
and thence made our way witJiout halting 
through Killorglein. 

For some short distance, aftei leaving iiie 
last named village, u binall stream luns hy 
the side of the road, into the channel of 
which ray companion stepped, and paddled 
deliberately along its courso 21 s long as it 
ootit&nued parallel with the road, looking all 
the tuna hltenfcly at the stream, as if seeking 
sometiun^ beneath its waters. At first I 
csoncluded that ho did so foi the }mrpos(' ot 
cooling his foci J but when, as he left the 
channel, he exclaimed, “ Well, 1 ’ve done 
that many a time, and luw er been one of ’em 
yet,” I was tempted to ask him ^’vhat he 
sought for, and was answered with — Why, 
a j/lu^ey (Aiiglice, flounder,) to he sure, sir.” 

And why should you seek one then* 
said I ; it seems a mo«>t unlikely place to 
find them in.” “ 0, sir, did ye never licai 
what the fluke did tliere to St. Patrick V* 
« No— hut I should like to hear it now,” 

Jock Begley began: — Why, sure, sir, 
when St. Pati'ick was going on by here to 
Iveragh^ he stopped at the sthrame here, to 
I wash lus face ; and, at that time, they bay 
tli^ sthrame was full of fish, and jdenty of 
flukes above all, and the only place in Ire- 
land that they were to bo found. And that 
time the flukes had their mouths straight, 
like anothei fihli, and not all as one as now . 
Well, sir, when St. Patiick was dune wash- 
ing his-sUf, he kuik dowm to take a dhrluk : 
and who should be in the water, jubt under 
him, but a big villain of a fluke — as big as 
a turbot. And when he see St. Patrick 
kneeling ^own, and seen his long beard, that 
was all full of dust from tho road, he begins 
to laugh ; and, says he, * That’s the queerest 
ould man ever 1 see and be calls a pnrccl 
of the foolish young flukes about liim. 
‘ See how Pll frighten this ould chap,’ says 
he ; and, when St. IPatrlck Tvas Just touch-'’ 
ing the wather— and he mighty thrusty — 
tho blackguard of a fluke hit him a slap in 


the lips with his tail that made his mouth 
bleed, an’ splashed him all over wid de 
watur ; and wid that, all the young flukes 
began to laugh, and put up their heads, and 
make crooked mouths at the Saint. ^ Which 
of ye’se done this?’ says he, ‘’Twab I,’ 
buys the big fluke, putting up his head, and 
winking liis eye, and putting out his tongue, 
and twisting his mouth twice worse than tho 
rest — and tliey all screeched laughing, so 
that you’d hoar tliim from this to Finn’s. 
‘Well,’ says the Saint to the big flifke, ‘ for 
that same thing,’ stiyb he, ‘ 1^11 change you 
into a stono ; and you shan ’t be in the wa- 
tliur for evermore. Come, step out hcie, 
my lad,’ says he ; and with that, sir, tho 
hig fluke steps ashore, and walks up t<* ihe 
top of the hill here ; and there the y '•.ly he 
is — God ha\e us all !” — pointing to laigc 
Ikit blah of stone wdiich lay on tlic road side. 
‘‘Well, sir, when the little flukes seen what 
lid])pcn(d, they began to ciy, and roai, and 
ax tile SaintV 2 >aidon ; and ‘ Yt pool fools,’ l 
'ays b% ‘ J ’ll })uidon yese ; but the ne-vei a 
fish l»ut a fluke shall be seen in this livci* 
foi oeimoie; and yc, and all jii dnldei, 
shall lia\e ciookeil months,’ says he ; anti, 
buie enough, hii, the divil anotlu? kind of 
hbh was cvei seen hero, and all the fliikis m 
Ireland have crooked inoiithb ; iind J was 
looking for one in the river to show your 
honour; but, though I look ever^ time I 
come 1)>, tho never a fluke did I see thci(‘ 
>ct, and I suppose I looked there nlxundied 
limes if I dnl onevt ; and tliat’s the whole 
story about it — about tho fluke and St. 
Patrick ; an ^ the sorrow a wind of a lie in 
it, but toulJ it jiifat ns T hurd it. And 
there’s Lough Cona, jdase yir honour.” #- 
I looked, and saw, at tho distance of per- 
liajib a fjuartei of a mile, nearly encircled by 
hills, (except to tlic westward, whence lUshed 
a rapid stream, that, winding ^beneath the 
rising ground on which we stood, sought its 
termination in the adjacent bay,) a lake ot 
considerable size; unruffled by a bret^ze, and 
shining like a mirror beneath the now nearly 
meridian sun. As J gazed, a small boat 
broke the placid surface, the rowers suddenly 
rested on their oars, and the notes of a bugle 
were heard, jiealing forth the fine old mar- 
tial air of ‘‘ O’SiillivTan’s March,” while 
wood, and rook, and mountain, wero filled 
with the thronging echoes. The buglo 
ceased, the echoes faded gradually into 
silence, the oars again glimmered in the 
water ; and, as the boat shot behind one of 
the steep headlands which project into the 
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lake, Begley exclaimed, " Well, wo ’ll get a sptc of all Lord Headly h^s done to try and 
salmon at Wales’s, any way; for the civilize them ; a power of money lie hi^ 1^ , 
men have been fishing, and Jack Gansey out here; hut he can’t cur® them entirolyi 
wouldn ’t be playing the bugle, onjy the}*' ’re But they ai*e not as bad as they were in the 
done. So, if you come on, sir, we ’ll he at times I have heard tell of, when it was 
the place as soon as them.” ijcarcc safe to travel through the Glen; Jor 

Charming as was the prospect before me, you were either forced into a quarr^ or 
T yet felt that a slice of the fresh Cona sal- maj^he beaten for sport, and robbed to pay 
mon was not to be despised, particularly as them for their trouble. • The worst they do 
it was probable that I should be entertained now is to. plunder a wi-eck ; for they say 
not merely mth music, but with the tradi- that the sea gives them that, and that they 
tioiis *of the neighbourhood, by my old have a right tc it : and a good property it 
acquaintance, Gansey ; and, aodbrdingly, w-as to them before the light-houses* 'were 
]mshing on, we crossed the river by a built on the Skelligs ; for then there used t«>.* 
singularly inconvenient bridge, some sliort be as many as three ijhips ashore at once 
difttaiieo from wliich we came in view of a after a gale, with, maybe, all hands 
smig, slated tenement, which my guide told drowned^ but I never knew uny cf ’em 
me -was ‘^Wales’s.” *A short lime brought long tlie lietter for money made Way, j 
mo to the door, over whk;h a gilt lettered for it went as it came.” ' 

board infoi-med me, that Wm. Wales was ‘‘And badly got it was,” said I, (wishing, 
licensed to sell wine, spirits, beer, and if posssible, to lure Gansey into a story, of 
tohacw.” Around stood several loiterers — which 1 knew his stock was large;) “for, I 
the boatmen of whom Begley had spoken— r feuppose,they used to hoist false lights to draw 
Vuitouing to the music of Ganacy’s pipes, and the vessels into the breiikers, and murder 
awaiting “their allowance” from the land- such' of the crews as ej-e^ped to shore, that 
lord. Begley wa.s mot with/ivo or six hun- they might not give ii^fohaation.” 
dred thousand welcomes from each of the ‘“No, sir,” replied Gansey; “they never 
jiarty. Young Gansey, recognising me on murdered any one, nor did they show false 
my djrproach, civilly touched his lint, and lights but once ; and that time, the man that 

took charge of my horse. ITis father replied did it suffered for it ; so tlmt none of them 

to my iuq\iiries after his health, by saying ever tried it again.” 

he was “ Well, and glad to sec 7»<3 so.” “ IJow did that happen, Gansey ? I eilioiild 

A^ofa hmo — lie is stone blind. And, while like to hear it,” said I, 

the woman of the house proceeded to make “ If you prefer it to a tune on the pipes, 

preparations for my entertainment, I had sir, sure it’s aisy for me to tell it ; and 

time to look about me, and examine this faith, I’m bothered with playing the pipes 

earavansera of the desert, in the keeper of all the morning, ^nd so — (thank' you, air 

which I found a jolly native of Lincolnshire — yo^H health, sir f that’s a good tumbler 

— thro^vn like a w^if upon the sandy shores, of punch, and will put the life in 'me for the 

and amusing with his English accent, and story;)— and so, sir, here’s all I know 

edifying by his English habits of order, about the 

cleanliness, and regularity, the wild natives “ross ' lii wancjpSR. 

of Glen Bogh. “ Y our honour,’* continued Gansey, (whose 

• ' phraseology I shall follow as nearly as my 

memory and the few notes I made at the 
“ Rather a wild-looking country, lliis moment w'Ul allow me,) “ must.observe, tliat 
Glen Beh seeihs to he,” said I, as, returning the hay, along which the Iverogh road will 
from a short excursion, I seated myself by take you presently, is Dingle Bay — until it 
Mrs. Wales’s wcll-fumished table. comes just below us here, where there’s 

“Yes, sir,” , replied Gansey, to wliom I sand-banks running out on each side, and 
addressed myself, and whom I found seated only a nasty narrow channel for vessels— 
in the comet of the little parlour, in a pos- that it’s only possible to get up at particular 
ture of peculiar attention, his head ere\it, the times of the tide, and up tins you get into 
face turned towards me, and his sightless eyes ‘ Castlemaine harbour.’ There are three 
fixed in the direetioii from which my voioe rivers running into this h^bour— the 
proceeded, as if he literally^listened through Maine, the Sounc, and the Carra ; and tt^e 
them. “ Yes, sir, the country Is wild*look* tho w riven, I’m told, that cause the sand- 
ing : and the people are wild enough too, in banks and things that makes the upper part 
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of the bay dangerous to vessels. The pro- And, when they came down, there was the 
montory on this side is called Ross Boh, and strand all covered over with pieces of WTock ; 
H*s upon it that most of the vessels that are and they begun gatliering them together, 
wrecked run ; for, generally, masters of and thej> found the bodies of. nine or ten 
ships know nothing of this part of the men, all dead ; and, a little distance higher 
coast ; and often, when they could get up llie beach than the rest, there was a big 
easily enough through the channel into dog, lying by what seemed to bo the body of 
Castlomaino harbour, they *U be lost for a man ; but, when they came to him, they 
want of" knowing whore safety is to be found the life was in him yet ; and he was 
found. Well, sir, long ago, when this brought up to the house. And they went 
country w-ns a deal wilder than it is now, on Hearching about till they got all they 
and had but two or three families living in could, for the neighbours came down jioon ; 
it, there was one Cournane that lield a lot and they'hrought tlieir gatherings up to the 
of ground doum by Boss Beh ; and all this house with them, and found the man that 
place here was waste and barren, and he was saved there quite well, only his ann 
had in a manner the whole of the lower that was broken — which they got a know- 
parts hereabout ; for tliere was no one to ledgeablc man in tlie neighbourhood to set ; 
use it but lie, the other tenants living up and then they learned *'all about the ship and 
the Glen ; and, indeed, there were not many crew. The maur that was saved was tiic 
of them, and few resorting to these parts, captain of her, and was coming homo from 
hut people that would he on their keeping, the West Indies with iiim and sugar, and a 
and cattle stealers, smugglers, and such good deal of dollars and other things, when 
like ; so that Cournane, as 1 was saying, they were driven into Dingle Bay by stress 
had this whole place to himself, he and his of weather. And they could not get into 
family, and lived down near the sea, where Dingle or any where, but went ashore under 
he had a long low house, and ns many flat Ross Bell ; and had only time to get out the 
stones obliged to he laid on the thatch, to boats when she went to pieces — being old, 
keep it from blowing away, ns would have and crazy, and heavy laden — and the boats 
slated it twice over. lie had two sons liv- w'ere swamped before they got far frOtfi the 
ing with him, and ihe wife and children of wreck, and only the captain saved, that was 
his eldest son, that was off out of the coun- brought ashore by the big dog when the 
tiy, (on account of something that happened rest were drowned. He was owner as well 
at the fair of Killoyliii a year or two before as captain, and was nearly ruined, he said, 
the time I’m talking of,) and his two by the loss, but still thankful for his life 
daughters, and tlieir husbands and children ; being saved ; and a very nice man all that 
so that the house was pretty full ; but they saw him said he was. Well, of course, lie 
were snug people, and had plenty of eveiy could not go awiiy very soon, on account of 
thing' — besides what they got now and then lus broken anii, but stopped a good while at 
from a wreck ; though, indeed, Cournane Coumuiie’s, and was treatiMl with the best 
wasn ’t craving in that w’ay, hut would let they had, until he was cured ; and tlicn one 
any of the peojde that might be saved take night w hen they were sitting round the lire 
what they wished or wanted, and w'ould talking, ho told Cournane that he would he 
share with tlie other tenants ; so that he for going away the next morning, or as soon 
had the good word and good wish of all who as he could get a horse and guide. ; and he 
knew him. Well, sir, it was winter time, began to thank him for his kindness and all 
and had been blowing hard from the west- ' like this. ‘ Well, Captain,’ says Cournane, 
wajrd of nortli for some days, until, at last, (Captain lOllick, they said his name was,) 
it blew up into a regular gale of wind, and ‘ if you go away this way, you ’ll go away a 
was Mowing all night ; and, just about the jioor man,’ says he ; ‘ and woudn’t it be 
going away of night, Cournane and his better for you to stop here with us, and take 
family were' awakened with hearing three share of wliat wc have— and we ’ll always 
or four guns fired from the sea, and seeming give you tlie best of it — ^'than to be 
to come nearer every report. ‘ God help all going away seeking your fortune agahi ; 
h poor souls in distress at say to-night J’ says maybe to lose it all again, when you had it 
Tim — (that*was his name, sir) — Got up, just made — and perhaps not to save the life 
boya/ ^says he, * and we’ll go and see if either, so well you did now?’ With that 
i me oak help the cratures.’ And they got Ihe captain turned, and looked at him for a 
I up and put on them, and down they went, little; and— ‘It’s few would make the offer, 
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Tim,’ says he ; ^ and I thank you for it an 
much as if I took it ; but 1 have a wife and 
children that 'don’t know where I am, and 
to woi^ for them b my duty. 1 have a 
little left stiH, and, with that and my own 
work, we’ll do well enough, pbse God.’ 

* Then, sir,’ says Tim, ^ if it’s go you wiU, 
God forbid I should keep what’s your wife’s, 
and your children’s, from them. Here,’ 
says he, opening tho chest, and showing 
big bag, ‘ here is what dollars and^ money 
was saved ffom the WTeck ; they’re all 
yours, we know, from Avhat we heard you 
say ; and, if we could give you hack the 
goods, we would too ; but this you must 
take with you, when ^ou go — and God 
s(md you luck with it, wliei'ever you go !’ 
And, ‘ Amen,’ says all the family, but one. 
Well, the captain \vas twice aa thankful as 
he was before — and promised he’d never 
forget it ; and forgave them the rum, and 
sugar, and the goods. And, says he — 
‘That’s more than my own countiymcn 
would do for me, if 1 w'as wn-eeked on their 
coast ; but it’s trjing to get the vessel 
w'recked, they’d be.’ And so they asked 
«vhat liL meant; and he tohl them how, 
wlieii he w^as mate of a vessel, they were in. 
a gale of wind, off the coast of Cornwall, 
and saw another ship’s light, as they 
thought, befoiu them, and steered after it ; 
and the shij) went ashore ; and he and some 
of the hands got into a small boat, and 'ivcrc 
drifted ashore, a long way off ; and how', 
next morning, w^hen tliqy tried to get oppo- 
site where, the vessel was wrecked, they • 
found that all of their comrades that got 
ashore alive were murdered, and all the 
*vreck plundered ; and they'd have been 
murdered, toO;, but that there was a magis- 
trate with some soldiers down on the Leach 
that saved them ; and they found tliat the 
light was n% ship’s light, but only an old 
horse that the peojde got, and tied a lantern 
to his tail, and spancelled him, and drove 
him along shore ; and it w^as a way they 
had in that country. And many other 
stories he told them. And the next day^ he 
went away ; and, for a long time, they used 
to hear from him, now and then, and get 
presents from him, and hear he w^as getting 
on well ; but, at last, tliey did not hear of 
him for a long time, and thought he was 
lost. AlH>ut that very time, there came a 
couple of bad seasons together; and Cour- 
iiane’s crops were scant, and a blast came 
over his cattle, and many of them died,' and 
more were drownded or difted, and things 


were getting bad with liim ; and just that 
minute the landlord took to raise his rent ; 
and, every way, he was going down in the 
world. There was a daughter’s husband of 
his, that lived with him, a black-minded 
kind of man, that was the only one that 
didn’t say “Amen,” when he wished Cap- 
tain Killick luck with the money, and was 
never rightly satisfied with an^ thing, 
but he would he always complaining and 
grumbling, until the neighbours called him 
‘ Shawn Grovvnuith,’ which means ‘ grumb- 
ling Jack and he grumbled twice us much 
at that — and, of course, the more ho 
grumbled, the more they took delight in 
calling it IR) him. This fellow’ would never 
let Courn ane alone, since he gave the dollars 
back to the captain ; and used be saying, 
he ’d want them some time or other, and be 
sorry for parting witli them. And now 
when the trouble came, you may be sure he 
didn ’t spare him, hut worried the life fairly 
out of the poor man. It was the month of 
March, just coming on Lady day ; and if 
Coiimane hadn’t the rent ready to the 
minute, he Avas to be served witli notice, 
and, of course, would be turned out without 
any mercy. And, as he was sitting one 
day, thinking on wdiat he would do, this 
Grumbling Jack begins to bullyrag him 
again about the money he gave the captain 
hack, and telling him how’ comfortable he 
would he now, if he had kept it ; and, at 
last, the poor man says, ‘Well, IcaA^e me 
alone, Jack,’ says he ; ‘ the money’s gone, 
and 1 w ish 1 had it hack in any way, if 
’twas only to stop your mouth ; but I fear 
there’s not much cliaucc of that. I wish 
that captain would send us as much as 
w'ould pay the rent i.oy Avay, and w^e *d for- 
give him the rest,’ says he. ‘I’m ofeard 
you ’ll wait long enough till Ae sends you tho 
money,’ says Grumbling Jack : ‘but sure he 
taught you how you’d have a chance of get- 
ting some, if you ’ve only courage to try.’ 

‘ What do you mean, man ?’ says Cournane. 

‘ What I mean is plain enough,’ says Jack, 

‘ and it’s long enough ago you ’d do it, if 
you weren’t a fool. There’s two largo 
vessels come into the bay this morning ; and 
now' the equipoctials are blovving, and , 
they ’ll be obliged to run up the bay ; and, 
if wo tie a lanthom to your ould horse and,, 
spancel him, and turn him out, the w'ay ilio 
captain said, each of them will tliink it^Biybo 
light uhoord the other that he sees; and 
we’ll have them both in the thrap before 
morning, or one of them at least ; and then 
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^6 ’ll have a chance of getting more than 
you gave to that captain, like a big fooL’ 

^ God foigive you, Jack V says the old man* 
‘Is it a murderer you want to make me?* 
says he. * Sure, isn’t it better than to be a 
begga^?’ says Jack ; * and what murder is 
it to tie a lanthorn to an ould horse’s tail, 
that would be spancellcd and turned to 
graze? — but ’twould be ten thousand mur- 
ders to lose the farm, and the stock, and 
be turned out to beg the world wide.* And 
he went on till the old man Avas fairly 
bothere'd : — and — f Let me alone,’ says he, 

‘ and hould that tongue of yours that never 
had a pleasant Avord on it yet ; and T 
charge you never to presume to tilk of the 
likes to me again.’ And so he Avent aw'ay ; 
and says Jack to himself, ‘He didn’t tell 
me not to do it — only I don’t know Avhat 
, to do for a lanthom* — and away he went, 
poking about, mighty serious; but, as it 
was always the way with liim, it Avas 
nothing good that he was thinking about, 
but quite, the contrary. I 

“Well, sir, t})at very evening it came on to | 
blow pretty frosh, and Ixjforc dark it w'as a 
regular liuiTicane; and the family avciv 
sitting down eating the potatoes, when all ( f 
a sudden Couniane missed Grumbling Jack, 
and he asked where he Avas; (for he Avas 
always sure to be first in at meals, and to cat 
more than any two of the others, though all 
the time he’d be talking and abusing the very 
potatoes he’d be putting into his mouth — and 
signs by, they never throve with him, for 
he was always a yalJoAv, hungry-looking 
wretch ;) but no one knew any thing about 
him, till one of the cliildcr said they saw him 
riding the ould horse off to the priest’s that 
day, but wouldn’t tell what he Avanted, only 
said maybe he Avouldn’t be home until late, 
and not to he waiting for him ; and so they 
thought no more about it, but ate their sup- 
per and Avent to bed ; for the night was so 
bad they thought, of cour.se, that Jack would 
stop out at the street* near the chapel — all 
but ould Tim, that was uneasy in hia mind 
when he remembered AAdiat they had been 
talking about in the morning, and couldn’t, 
sleep. And so he sat up by the fire smoking 
by himself, and all the rest of them snoring 
about him, until it was getting into the 
* morning, and the gale was just at its height, 
when there came some one to the door and 
tried the latch ; and when Avhoever it Avafs 
found that it was fastened within — for they 

* Any assemblage of oabins is tbus called, particu- 
larly if there be a whisky-house among them. 


put a spade again’ it when they went to bed 
—•they put their shoulders to it and broke 
the ould door off the hinges ; and in they 
came, two men dressed like sailors, and all 
wet and tired ; and, when the first of them 
saw ould Tim, he calls out ‘Father!’ and 
catches him round the neck, and hegins 
screeching and roaring till he woke the 
whole family ; and he fell to kissing the old 
man as if it Avere a purty girl he had, instead 
of an ould fellow, with a goat’s-skin oheig on 
hbn, and the dudthreent jamnfed fast in his 
mouth — for he didn’t get time to ijake it out, 
but Avas half choked with the smoke heforQ 
he could get loose; and when he did, ‘Is 
that my son, l*at?T-and Avhat brings you 
here now, and dressed that way V says lie. 
— ‘ I’m your son, Pat, and Fm dressed tliiJ 
way, because I’m second mate ’hoard a ship, 
AAdth one Captain Killick, if you know him ; 
and that’s Avhat brought mo here; and nil 
liands must come down to the shore with m(‘, 
for fear any thing Avould happen ; for sIu’m 
in the bay to-night/ With that, all 
up ; and, Avhile they were putting on them, 
Pat said a few Avords to his wife and children, 
and then away they set down to the slioro 
•togetbev. It Avas bloAving har»ler every 
minute, and they could scarcely get aloug ; 
l)ut, by dint of creeping, they made a little 
way, and, just as they got out of the shelter 
of the garden ditch, ‘Sail, ho!’ says the 
other sailor that came Avitli Pat ; ‘ I sec her 
light off here, just on a line Avith the gap, 
and she seems to be standing to the north- 
ward,’ says he. So, Avheu he pointed it out, 
— ^‘God forgive us, that light’s on the top of 
the Cliff,’ says ould Tim ; and then his niuK( 
misgave him about Gnimbling Jack, and 
‘ For tlic love of God, boys, run that way, a 
couple of ye, and see what it is,’ says he. 
Just then it moderated a little between tivo 
squalls, and a couple of the ^ounger men 
made for the light, and the second sailor 
with them ; and tlie rest went straight doAvii 
towards the shore ; and, as they went along, 
they saw the light begin to move very fast 
all of a sudden, and then it went out all at 
once ; and then, as if in a minute, the storm 
ceased, and the clouds dispersed, and it be- 
came quite lightsome like, with the gray of 
the morning. ‘ I’m thinking that light was 
there for no good,’ says Pat ; * it must have 
been something more than common, or the 
gale wouldn’t stop so soon after it went out ; 
but *here, we’re on the beach/ And, sure 
enoug h, when they got down, they saw t he 
t Short pipe. 
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ship a short diartanoe from thiem, just standing 
off the land ; and^ as the Weatto Ms mode- 
rating every minute, made a good tack 
off into the bay, and the day ciime on 
calm and beautiful ; and there she lay, and 
they watohing her for some thne, until the 
young men that went after the light came 
down to them, looking mightily grave, 
entirely. ‘What ails ye, boysl’ saj’^s ould 
Tim ; ‘ and what’s come of the light V ^ Oh’ 
then, that was the bad light for some people,’ 
says one of tfee lads. * What do you mean V 
says they, all at once. ‘ Come this way, and 
you’U see,’ says he— and they did, and sure 
enough when they come round a corner of 
the rock, there, at the bottom of one of the 
highest cliffs, was the caild horse lying dead, 
■with the lanthorn the pries(j used to have to 
take out at night with liim, when he was 
I going to a sick call, tied to liis tail, and 
Grumbling Jack lying near him, all smabhod 
to pieces, and the life just in him enough for 
him to be able to speak. And his story was 
soon told : — He went to the priest’s to bor- 
row the lanlhom, pretending he wanted to 
fetch the doctor man to some of tlie family, 
and tied it round the ould horse’s tail, and 
was driving him along the cliff, spancelled, 
for a false light to the vessels ; and when he 
heard the boys that were sent to see what it 
was, speaking, he got frightened, and took off 
the spancel, and got on the horse to galloj) 
‘ away ; but the ould horse was blind, and 
took him over the cliff ; and he died in about 
half an hour, screeching for the priest ; and 
they say his ghost is sSen every stormy night 
driving d headless horse along that very cliff. 
And he was the only one that ever set up a 
false light at Ross iHoh — ant that’s how he 
suffered for it. And wasn’t it curious, sir, 
how Pat came in just at that minute — fur 
he’d been put ashore in the morning with 


the other man, that was &om KilloyUn, to 
go see his family ; and they loitered on their 
way from Coonunna to Ross Beh, and so 
they came in so late 

“ But the rest of the family, and Captain 
Killick — ^what became of them?” said L 

“Oh, sir, all I heard more, was just the 
end of the diildren’s story — that * tliey lived 
as happy as the day was long and if they 
didn’t, that you and I may t — It’s dry work 
this story-telling — will I play you a tnne 
now, sir?” 

“ Take this first, Gansey said I, hand- 
ing liim a second tumbler of punch ; having 
consumed which, he was commencing to tune 
liis pipes, when intemipted by tlie driving 
up of the “Valcntia steam,” as the outside 
car conveying goods and passengers between 
Killamey and Cahirsiveen is denominated. 
Finding that Gansey and liis son were pro- 
ceeding to the latter place in this vehicle, in 
order to assist at some mcTry-making, I 
determined also to travel by it ; and, mounting 
Begley on iny j>ony,took iny place accordingly, 
much to the delight of Jack Scannell, the 
driver, who having, liitherto, had no cargo 
more profitable to him than my heavier 
luggage, with which he could hold no con- 
verse, and from which lie could expect no 
payment of ‘driver’s fees,’ had hitherto 
entered this as a blank day, so fai* as his 
private purse was concerned. We proceeded 
from Wales’s for about a mile, towards tlie 
foot of a conical hill covered with thriving 
plantations, belonging to, and planted by the 
present Lord Ileadly ; then turned to the 
left along the banks of the rivei- “ Beh,” from 
which the glen and promontory derive their 
names; crossing which, a couple of miles 
higher up, by a newly erected bridge, I found 
myself, for the fir i* time, fairly within the 
precincts of Ivcragli. 


BLANCHE DELAHERE. 


BY sots. JOHNSTONE. 


CHAPTER I. 

Blanche, Countess op Delahekb, was “ the 
accident of an accident and one exceedingly 
mortifying and provoking to the noble lady 
whose pure Norman stock she seemed sent* 
into the world as if on pnipoee to taint with 
the admixture of her plebeian blood. 


The father of Blanche Geot^ana Yates 
Delamere, Iiad been the only surviving regfre- 
sentative, almost the only living relative, and 
the sole heir to the long accumulating honOma 
of a very ancient and still wealthy fimiily,now 
rep^resented by Marguerite Blanche Rade- 
gunde Hilda, Countess of Delamei^ a Peeress 
in her own right. 
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two hours after the scene described above, — 
“what a kippage my lady was in ! and what 
a ruinpus up stairs ! Mr. (xeorge off like the 
whirlwind, as if the deuce were after him, 
while it is only the chaplain to fetch him 
back ; and Miss Yates, poor thing, crying 
and packing her bandbox. Can’t say why 
the lad should put out liis eyes to a pretty 
girl, or sing dumb when he has a parable 
to put forth to lier, because the old ’un is as 
proud as Lucifer’s bride.” 

“ It vci^ ’dacious, thougli, of -a poor 
Methodist’s daughter to go for to think of 
being a ‘1113' lady,’” remarked the elder 
houBeriiaid. 

“ But they say she won’t or would not 
liave him ; and I’m sure she alwray^s i*uns 
out of his as if the red ^ hull were after 
her, when she sees him in the Chestnut 
Aveiim', for I see’d that inysel’,” added the 
younger girl. 

i “Poll! all make believe of \ou skittish 
I ladies, Miss Mdlly,” replied the footman, 

I archly : “run that you may bo jiursiied and 
I caught beliind the hush.” 
j Well, if 1 were a young 'gentleman, or a 
' 3’oung lord,” said the .youngest and prettiest 
of the UoAiscuiaids, “ I wrquld follow m3' own 
faiic3'’, and marry ever a pretty girl I liked, 
w'liatcver my grandmother said, though wdth 
never a shift” — she corrected herself liastil3' 
— “ rliamse to her hack.” 

• “ Oh He, Miss Betty,” interrupted the foot- 
man, smiling wickedly' and archly ; and the 
3'oii ng and really pure-minded girl blushed at 
a supposed breach of delicacy' ; -while Miss 
Molly", aflfectcdly pushing the town-bred* 
valet, cried, “Go, you naughty fellow' !” 

» “I mean I would ‘rather marry for love 
than money, any day,” added the y’^oung 
girl. 

“ Bravo ! ” cried Harry, in honour of tliis 
generous sentimt^nt from a very pretty' girl. 
“And make pretty Miss Yates ‘ my lady,’ 
rather than ever a one of that skinny’’, dun. 
Lady Honoria, iny lady w*ishcs to tie iny 
Lord George to ; and she is an old puss too.” 
There w'as liere a side-glance at Miss Molly', 
head broom of the chambers in Val Cnicis 
Abbey ; and Harry laughed and Betty 
giggled. 

“ Had she but a few drops of good blood 
in her veins, our Georgb might do worse,” 
continued the free and easy gentleman’s 
gentleman. 

“ Blood here, blood there,” said the pro- 
vincial under-cook, “the blood without the 
suet won’t make the dumplin’. And Mr. 


Jervis Yates, her uncle, is as rich as Cruises ; 
and a-coining 0' more, by them factories of 
his’n.” 

“ And neither chick nor child but herself 
among the Yateses; and were she once a 
‘my lady,’ never a poor soul of his kin 
w’uuld handle a stiver of the fortune tlie 
nigger is grinding out o’ the faces 0’ the 
poor,” said the laundress, who had great 
local knowledge of the district in %vhich Mr. 
Yates W'as Hourishing. 

“ Ay, ay,” added the north-country- under- 
cook, “ ilka one lards the fat pig’s tail. But 
I ixjckon if Lord George got Jervis Yates* 
forten, they- might keep a deceiiter table 
for poor servants, and no ha’ the house- 
keeper’s longnoscfor ever a-jwking in tlic drip- 
ping can ; so I says — Amen to the match !” 

“ Sup])Ose, ladies, we drink to the good 
luck of the match,” cried the gallant Harry. 

“ But, gracious, not in more of that 
nasty, heavy, fat ale,” said Betty. 

“ A pitcher of stingo is drink for a 
8 f|uire,” cried the under-cook and brew-er of 
the Ahhc3'. 

“Faugh!” rejoined the refined Harry, 
])roducing a bottle of old and choice 
claret ; and the happy marriage of “ our 
George and Miss Yates,” was toasted by 
“the ladies” in the best vintage of the 
Countess’s cellar. 

Before this revel was concluded below 
stairs, the Countess had conferred above 
w'ith her cha})lain. Afterwards she con- 
sulted with her woman, and finally her 
pillow; and the result w-a.s, that Margaret 
should, as a measure of prudence and 
safety', remain at the Abbe3', while her 
lover was to be sent to London till his 
college term. 

Tlie Countess rep uted the hasty explana- 
tion into w'liich her tamper (she said her feel- 
ings') had hurried her. But George w'as still 
a boy-, whom the first glimpse of the world, 
of good society, and of well-born women, and 
even elegant women of pleasure, w'ould show 
his folly and had taste ; and the “ audacious 
hussy” must be taught her duty, “What 
is Mr. Geoi-ge hut a child ? ” said the lady’s 
maid. “ Heaven bless him ! a mere child. 
A 'uooman of seventeen is more than a match 
for a of nineteen, at any time, let alone 
one having the arts of our sly Miss Mar- 
garet.” 

Tlie hopes of the Countess — if it were 
possible to believe that she calculated upon 
the pleasures and seductions of the capital 
leading her grandson to forget his plebeian 
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but viriaie^fittengtheiiiag attttcbxueiit^wm 
fully aceompliflhed. Gwige Delamere, liber- 
ally supplied with money, and surrounded 
by temptations, plunged into the vicious ex- 
cesses of young men of his rank ; and, among 
her other sufferings and mortifications, Mar> 
garet had sodn tine misery of hearing the 
chaplain and his patroness discuss the gay 
follies of the high-spirited youth, who vindi- 
cated the blood of the Delameres on the turf, 
at tho gaming-table, and in every fasliiouable 
haunt. His letters to Margaret, which it 
had cost her such agony of apprehension to 
receive, became shorter and more rare ; and 
alarm for the detection of the correspondence 
was lost in a feeling tenfold m,ore bitter, 
when few letters came. Those few were, 
indeed, ever kind — or she tried to think so- 
ever delicate ; and Margaret felt that all hope 
was not lost, tliat his heart could not be 
wholly changed, while he spared her those 
details of the fashionable scenes in which he 
was engaged, which he dutifully related to 
his grandmother, especially when he wanted 
a fresh remittance. 

The agony of the Indian tied to the stake 
could not be niore exquisite than the torture 
of the poor girl, compelled to control her 
feelings, and read and re-read these epistles 
to her conscious tormentor. 

If, as wc have said, the object of the Coun- 
tess of Delamere had been to wean her heir 
from his ignoble attachment, by plunging 
him into scenes of dissipation, it w'as amply 
fulfilled. Before he was of age, the Honour- 
able George had been three times ‘‘ ruined,” 
and twice had his debts paid. If his incensed 
noble grandame ventured to remonstrate 
agidnst his profligacy and extravagance, the 
ready and careless apology was, that, in 
refusing to consent to his union with Mar- 
garet Yates, she had sacrificed the happiness 
of his life to her heartless pride, and he cared 
not what came next. Such observations 
rendered the Countess doubly indignant ; and 
for some months she had broken off all in- 
tercourse with her heir. 

Poor Margaret was now to experience 
another stage of misery, when six weeks 
passed, and no tidings of any sort came from 
her lover; And when his former cruel 
letters ” would have been comparative bliss 
to the torturing anxiety, the yearning sus- 
pense of her present condition, ^fo one in 
the Abbey now knew much of the prodigal 
heir of Delamere, save, perhaps, the steward 
and the lower servanito. He hi&d beenr on 
the Continent ; he was said to have gone to 


the Greek Iri^s. The newspapers, gently 
ministering to the tuft-hunting propensities 
of John Bull, who takes such a devouring 
interest in the movements of the Fashionable 
World, represented the Honourable George 
Delamere as now in London, now at Melton 
Mowbray, now here, now there ; and Harry, 
the oracle of the servants’-hall, avouched 
that the chap had some spunk in him after 
all — showed blood.” 

The second table discussed the affair more 
respectfully and gravely ; and the Countess 
Marguerite and the chaplain held daily 
synods and councils on the gloomy prospects 
of the House of Delamere, 

“A dashing affair,” announced to the 
housemaids by Mtteter Harry, about this 
time, deeply incensed the Countess, and also 
created an immense sensation in the Fashion- 
able World. The Honourable George had, 
one night, by mistake, cai’ifjed off a brilliant 
foreign singer in the first blaze of her fame, 
who was claimed as wife by some other 
foreigner, who, at least, appropriated her 
salar^r in the character of husband. In tlie 
first heat of sorrow and anger, the old Coun- 
tess paused upon tlie propriety of yielding to 
the wishes of the headstrong youth-, before 
he had utterly mined the hcaltli and prin- 
ciples of the representative of the Delameres, 
painful and deplorable as the contemplated 
sacrifice was. Wliat was her unfeigned as- 
tonishment, hei' glowing indignation, to hear 
the humble pastor, summoned to her august 
presence, emphatically declare, that, although 
he never would force liis daughters inclina- 
^tions, yet so far a» legitimate paternal influ- 
ence might go, it should ho the duty of his 
life to warn Margaret against the misery and 
degradation of an alliance with George Dehi- 
roere, until he was a changed man. He 
added, “that he trusted to his daughter’s 
good principles and strength of mind enabling 
her soon to eradicate every trace of her mis- 
placed and unhappy attachment.” Tlie 
silent though hitter tears of Margaret gave 
but faint confirmation of these hopes of her 
father. This night he carried her with him 
to his humble home— the mortified and angry 
Countess felt, as if in triumph. 

That insolent, beggarly, puritanical 
parson,” said she to^lier chaplain, “ has pride 
enough for a cardinal. Will not even my 
coronet content his ambition for his off- 
spring?’* And the name of father and 
daughter were forbidden ever to be again 
mentioned within the walls of the Abbey. 
Whatever might have been the effect of this 
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dreadful visHatloti on the health of the 
pastor, it is certain that he did not long sur- 
vive it. He died of a fever, caught in visit- 
ing a poor parishioner; and his orphan 
daughter was transferred to the care of her 
wealthy uncle, Mr, Jervis Yates. 

Meanwhile, the rebellious heir was once 
more forgiven and taken into favour - and 
all his debts, whether of honour or dishonour, 
were once again discharged. As his opposi- 
tion to ^very matrimonial overture continued 
ns resolute a* ever, and his name,* at this 
time, was too much up to make him, witlioiit 
going through some intermediate state; of 
penance and purification, an acceptable 
match in the great but ]»oor aristocratic 
family, to one of whose five mamageahle 
daughters his grandmother •wished him to 
throw the handkerchief, it was settled that 
lie should, for a time, sojourn in the East, as 
an attache to an old family friend, lately 
appointed ambassador to the Poite. 

Chance led George Delamere, immediately 
before liis departure, to attend the county 
races, where again chance introduced him to 
his old acquaintance, Mr. Jervis Yates — a 
coarse and unpolished link in the electi-ic 
chain df*his fondest and purest associations. 

Could slie love me still, all unworthy as T 
am ? ” was liis painful yet tender thought ; 
and he felt that Margaret could I The acci- 
,deutal invitutiou of Mr. Jervis Yates was 
gladly accepted ; and where much love was, 
there came full forgiveness. How willing 
was Margaret to listen tp those half apologies, 
and half, and indeed very slight explanations^ 
and to believe that seductive example, and 
^the snares of the wicked and deceitful w^orld, 
had, for a transitory moment, only for a 
moment, led him astray, who protested, and 
truly protested, that, in liis wildest aheiTa- 
tions, ho had never ceased to love her I — 
and hoiv bkst the gradation of her softening 
feelings, from the proud, silent indignation 
with which the neglected girl met him, through 
the silent, weeping regretsthat such tilings liad 
been — into ftill reconcilement and renewal 
of love and confidence — ^into a dream almost 
as ecstatic as that of the few untroubled 
moments of their early passion ! 

There was now no high-principled and 
ivise fatlier to oppose the warnings of wisdom 
and duty to the wishes of the lovera. In 
the East, Mr. Delamere felt that he diould 
he spared the sound of the fa^onahle world’s 
dread and withering laugh, still so appalling 
to him; and Margaret gladly saw how^8he 
might for years escape the more dread pre* 


scnce of that awful lady who had been as the 
Nightmare of lier young existence^ 

The only individual wholly delighted With 
the hurried marriage, was, perhaps, Mr. 
Jervis Yates, whose ambition was gratified 
at his niece becoming a Countess in prospect, 
upon any term s. It was in his carriage tliat the 
fugitives repaired to Scotland ; it was he who 
doubled the allowance to the now Honourable 
Mrs. George Delamere, of the i>alcry £1500 ■ 
a-year, withdrawn from her grandson by the 
Countess, in the first impulse of impotent 
fury; and it was also Mr. Jervis Yates against ' 
whom the fond and meekly-enduring young 
wife could feel, rather than perceive, that the 
stomach her aristocratii; partner rose, even 
while he accepted the low-born man’s benefits. 

CHAPTER III. 

The disobedient exiles Jiad been for nearly 
two years in Syria — for Delamere had 
speedily disengaged himself from his diplo- 
matic appointment — when Mr. Yates wrote, 
that the serious illness of tlxe Countess 
opened a near prospect to the brilliant sac- 
cession. The tidings came too late. Dcla- 
mere, an altered and a sadder man, was, ert' 
they readied him, daily watdiing either by 
an infant’^ cradle, or by a solitary gra>‘c 
under the Cedars of Lebanon — a grave, 
whither devoted afFertion for liimself had 
hurried the gentle and endearing creature, 
who, in teadiing him to love, had first taught 
him all tlie charm, and now all the misery 
and nothingness of life. Mrs. Delamere, in 
attending on her husband under an attack of 
the plague, when friends, attendants, and 
even physicians had abandoned them, sub- 
sequently sank under the frightful malady, 
from which her husband recovered ; having, 
as he felt, paid hoik life for liis. Their in- 
fant had been received into the family of the 
nearest European Consul, and Delamere 
abandoned himself to solitude and sorrow. 
Yet was not this time misspent. 

It was during this melancholy period, 
that, in perusing the journals of liis wife — so 
full, from earliest girlhood, of liimself— and 
the familiar letters and private papers of her 
father, that the liigh-born Delamere obtained 
the first perception of a "virtue which trans- 
cended all his previous ideas. The high- 
minded integrity, and simple, self-sustaining 
^gnity of the humble pastor ; the gentle 
forbearance, the unfailing tenderness*^ pure 
emanations of the unbounded love of her he 
hadnotlearuedfuUytoap;pieciateuntilshewa8 
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for ever gone-^cawe to hlixi now like heavenly 
revelations. How unworthy had he been of 
so noble, so ilhappreciated a creature ! yet 
how wretched to have lost her I How low 
seemed now the standard of the false world’s 
morality, its honours, and its ambitions, 
compared witli that placed before him in the 
writings of his humble, Christian father-in- 
law! He soon began to suspect that his 
dislike or antipathy to Mr. Jervis Yates 
might be the effect of aristocratic ]>rojudicc ; 
for was not he the brother of this meek- 
minded and high-hearted man ? — and, in the 
sudden recoil of his feelings, he appointed 
Mr. Yates of Bellevue Park, and his own 
friend, the Consul, the guardians of the 
rights and person of his infant heiltess. 

The birth of the infant Blanche had been 
duly and dutifully intimated to the Countess, 
her august great-grandmother, who deigned 
no reply. Her only congratulation had been 
an angry remark to her chaplain upon the 
“impudence and presumption of bestowing 
one of the favonriie female names of the 
Delameres upon Miss Yates’ hase-bt>rn brat,” 
while she threw him the letter. That ])ru- 
dent and excellent person knew better than 
tliat the child w as base-bom ; 1)nt he had no 
desire to cause his patroness another of those 
ambiguous fainting-fits, which might have 
proved fatal to his hoj)es of the ^ood living, 
for which, through a dozen years, he had 
sorely laboured. 

It was from the newspapers, soon after- 
wrards, that the Countess first learned that 
“ the bane of her life and of her house,” as she 
termed poor Margaret, was no more 
“ Dead or alive, I should never have acknow- 
ledged that intriguing and ungi'ateful minion 
as his wife ; nor the offspring of a clandestine 
Scotiisli marriage as the heiress of Delamere,” 
was her funereal lament. 

Her hopes of the re-appearing glory of 
“her house” revived wdtli the death of Mar- 
garet. Delamere was not yet twenty-three — 
and widowers of twenty-three, in all ranks, 
and however afflicted, are generally found 
consolable. Yet strange reports came home 
about his habits ; nor were those who knew 
him best, surprised to hear that the way w'ard 
and eccentric heir of the Delameres — a man 
of violent passions and enthusiastic feelings 
-—had, upon the death of his wife, and his 
own narrow escape from death, become 
devout, if not a gloomy ascetic, buried for life 
in one of the monasteries of Sinai. It was 
in vain that his grandmother repeatedly 
wote, urging his return j in vain employed 


the inffuence of the ambassador, and, finally, 
of the Sublime Porte^ to drive the rebel to 
England, and to “his duty to his religion and 
his house.” 

Mr. Jervis Yates indirectly co-operated in 
urging the same measure ; for, though the 
old lady, surrounded by cha])lain, surgeon, 
steward, “ own maid,” housekeeper, and cook, 
all alike deeply interested in her preservation, 
seemed to bear a channed life, it was medi- 
cally if not morally certain, that she must 
p«a8s oft‘*suddenly at last, and pc»*haps shortly; 
and therefore wise in her heir to be near the 
spot. Bellevue Park w'as quite at the com- 
mand of Mr. Delamere. 

"'The Countess despatched one letter, which 
she did not show ev-eii to her chaplain. It 
excited the deepest indignation in her grand- 
son, though it ccuitained the magnificent 
offer, the rich bribe, of instantly surrendering 
all the honours and emoluments of her station 
to her heir, upon terms specified. “ Heartless 
woman — Cold-blooded aristocrat ! ” was the 
exclamation t»f the gloomy Delamere, to his 
friend, the wife of the Consul. “And she 
w’ould actually strip herself of all those 
baubles and^istinctions she j>ri/es so highly, 
to gain her unworthy end ! Her hatred and 
l)rqjudice have depraved her natural feelings, 
as well as perverted her moral sense. Would 
she have ino dishonour the memory of my 
wife, and bastardize my child ; nay bribe 
me, by free license in vice, to tlie line of 
conduct which her idiotic pride exacts V* 

He replied to tlic offer of the Countess 
rashly and i-esentfully, though sorrowfully ; 
uiid, in answer to one insinuation!, stated, 
“that all tlxe honours of Englisli nolnlity 
could not wean him from a lonely grave in 
Syria ; nor all the Powers of Hell keep him 
from England, if the honour of his wife’s 
memory, and the rights of birth of her child, 
made his appearance needful there.” The 
rage of the Countess, on the receipt of this 
letter, u as unbounded. The measure of her 
hatred of her contumacious heir at last fairly 
exceeded that wdiich she had entertained 
toAvards his submissive wife. 

Failing the infant Blanche, tlie honours 
of tlie lofty and far- descended Delameres 
reverted to a little hoy still at school in a 
remote town in Ireland, whither his mother, 
the poor widow of ^ a Captain Delaifiere,” 
had retired from motives of economy. The 
degree of kindred was so distant, that only 
a herald or genealogical lawyer could have 
clearly I'eckoned it, but with the mother of the 
boy a communication was ^Distantly opened. 
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grave in Syria was not long solitary ; 
and indurated as the feelings of the Countess 
seemed, in the first revulsion and angiiisli of 
her heart for the lf)ss of the last of her 
family — of him wlio had been once the idol of 
her hopes — sentiiuents resembling tenderness 
sprang up, and the claims of the infant 
IJlanchc might have been favourably con- 
sidered, save for the impertinent interference 
of the child’s guardian and low-born relative, 
Jervis Yates, Esq., of Bellevue Park. 

“Do 1 not r(‘meml)er this paltry' \Ycaver, 
when a lout of* a hoy, deeming it an honotir 
to run through the muddy lanes to oj)cn the 
gates for tlie lowest of my menials,” said 
the haughty dame ; “ while the boor, liis 
sire, held the jdougli on Jiis own fields, in 
better ordered times than these : times when 
every churl knew at least his proper place.” 

'Phe question of legitimacy or illegitimacy — 
liciress or not heiress — now assumed a very 
grave aspect ; and soon Lancashire, the 
West Riding, and County Palatine, were 
fairly divided into two hitter factions — 
of legitimists ami illegitimists, aristocrats 
and democrats, Blanclmtea aud Marg^imHtcs, 
Strange it was, that some of thefpleheians 
declared loudly against the side of Mr. «Tctvjs 
Yates ; V^iile a few of the patricians pro- 
nounced the always eccentric Countess now 
fairly mad. But these persons were of the 
new order wliom she contemptuously denomi- 
I nated '‘^Pitt's Pecn^' or Peg Nicohon's 
Knights^'** and only one degree better in 
birfcli and station tluiu “Jerry Yates” hiiu- 
eclf. , 

Several years had been spent in the contest, 

I and immense sums of money lost on both 
sides ; hut the suit^ stiU proceeded briskly 
*aii^ hopefully. The. litigants were admirably 
pitted — the pride of purse, and much real 
respectability of character and good sense, 
how’ever alloyed by pitiful ambition on the” 
one liaud, and textremo obstinacy, ignorance, 
and aristocratic hauteur on the other. 

The innocent object of this legal battle 
meanwhile still lived in happy ignorance 
ill Syi'ia, in the charge of the lady of the 
Consul, to whom her dying fatlier had com- 
mitted her, and who had cherislied her oi;ph.%]i 
cliildhood with maternal tendejness. It was 
not until tlic seventh year of the great suit, 
that, by the judgment of the Chancellor, the 
little girl in Syria was declared the legiti- 
mate child of the Hon. George Delamere, 
and consequently presumptive heiress to the 
Countess, his grandmother. 

The Countess appealed to her peers*— she 


wrote to Q,ueen Charlotte mih her own liand. 
She tried to stir and warm the blood of tho 
Howards, the Cavendishes, and Stanleys, 
and of whatever, as she said, was still woi’thy 
of the name of tiahh in England, to ^empa- 
thize with her wrongs — and in vain. 

“Little cared I for the decision of that 
l>etifogging, pitiful fellow, Bpiaing from the 
dregs of the people, who now cames the 
Great Seal of England,” cried the frantic 
lady; — “but I did hope there was still 
enough of manhood and chivalry left among 
the Peers of England, to have protected a 
lielpless and insulted woman, one of them- 
selves : — but no ! there is neither faitli nor 
honour among them. I shake them off. 
The i)ersoif' of Marguerite Delamere shall 
never more darken the doors of St. James's 
Palace. From a Hanoverian Couri, I or 
Mine had little to expect. But to this insult 
to a lonely, childless woman, the Jast of a 
brave and noble race, the few real, though 
degenerate Peers of England have consented 1 
What had I to look for from the descendants 
of Castlemaine and Nelly Gywnii ?” In her 
l)lind anger, the Countess vowed never again 
I to stir iicyond her park walls. England 
she excommunicated, together irith its de- 
generate l^cerage. A happy diversion of 
feelings which tended to madness, was con- 
trived by (lie *chaplain, who siigge.sted that, 
since tlie law had declared Blanche lier 
heii’css, she was entitled to claim the cai-e 
and education of tho child — even as her 
nearest rclaliv^e ; and she soon became as 
.much excited in thwarting Mr. Jervis Yates 
411 this aflair, as in vituperating the degenerate 
I^ceragc. 

Scarcely had the mansion and numerous 
miJl-huildings of that gentleman ceased to 
blaze in honour , of h-,, legal victory, when 
he was compelled to surrender the Countess 
Blanche, a» his domestics had been instructed 
to call her, to the care of her grandmother, 
as the Court of Chancery directed. Blanche 
had, therefore, not been many months in 
England, when, in a carriage on wliich tlio 
arms of the Delamcres an<i Yateses were 
learnedly quartered, and, with a corUgc that 
might have sufficed for a iirinccss of the blood, 
the rich mamifacturer, attended by his law- 
ageut and counsel, conducted the bewildered 
cliild to her ancestral home in Val Cruoiii 
Abbey. The party was received in fonn by 
the Countess, in the grand saloon or hall. 
Slu 5 was attended hy her whole houseliold, 
from tlie chaplain downwards — all the men- 
servants, being duly marshalled, with a few 
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mutes and supertumeraries from the stables 
and gardens to swell the pageant. The 
ceremony of surrender and reception was 
gone through with great pomp and solmnity, 
to the especial T^ondeiment of Hasean, the 
Arab attendant of the fair cliild. 

It was to the hand, of this wild, swarthy, 
picturesque-looking person, her father’s atten- 
dant In tile Desert, and her own guide across 
the seas, that the little Blanche clung but 
the miore closely when desired to approach 
the lady named her grandmamma. It was 
round the neck of the kneeling Arab that 
she wrapped her anns in incontroHahJe 
sorrow, imploring him “to take her home — 
])ack to her omi home.” 

Though no one, save Mr. Jervis Yates, 
knew one word of that plaintive, wailing 
speech, the spectators were affected by the 
deep grief of tlie child. Mr. Yates, whose 
sense of propriety, and of the lofty presence 
in which he stood, began to be scandalised 
at tiiia scene of violent sorrow between 
persons so dissimilar in condition as a future 
Countess of Delamere and an Arab servant, 
at length interfered, somewhat abruptly, to 
end that prolonged weeping fareivcll, at which 
the old lady star^, haughty and vacant; 
while the child, unaccustomed to contradic- 
tion or control, looked angrily and defyingly 
towards her plebeian uncle, and resolutely 
maintained her place by Hassan’s side. 

Dr. Hayle}'^, the soft-voiced chaplain, 
whispered to Ills lady. Her features relaxed ; 
tile looked more graciously to the indignant 
little girl, fancying she perceived a small, 
rearing of the swan-like neck, an indescrib^ 
able proud turn of the aristocratic head, as 
Blanche looked poutingly and scornfully 
towards Mr. Jervis Yates. 

The blood of the Delameres ” w^as as- 
suredly mounting in tUs small and degenerate 
specimen of the race, and her ladyship hailed 
the sign. The chaplain and the lady whis- 
pered again ; and then the reverend personage, 
stepped forward, and in a veiy bland voice 
and courteous manner, informed the child 
that her kind grandmamma, the Countess of 
Delamere, would receive Hassan into the 
household until she should become mom 
familiarized with her new home. It was in 
the speaking eye of the Arab, that Blanche 
read the meaning of this speech, even before 
he interpreted it to her in French, and as 
rapidly and eagerly utteTed his own thanks. 
The delighted chil4 Instantly eomprehend^g 
what she had gained, and from whom, sprung 
as of impnlse towards hm* noble relative, 


gracefully kissed her hand% and pressed them 
to her forehead and kissed them again. The 
stately lady was taken by surprise. She 
was almost afiected. 

“ What a lovely, graceful creature, ^d 
how very like ! ” was the whisper of the 
housekeeper. 

Tlie Countess, recollecting herself, drew 
up, saying coldly, “Enough, child;” and 
she bowed Mr. Yates and his counsel off, 
and gave orders that “ Lady Blanche Dela- 
mere” should be conducted to tho nursery 
apartments prepared for heir. Tho words, 
the title, (albeit one of mere courtesy,) spoken 
in the hearing of his lawyers, half appeased 
the resentment of Mr. Jervis Yates, who 
shook hands with his grandniece, and, bowing 
profoundly, backed out of the Presence, and 
for years saw no more of his intended 
heiress. 

The little Blanche, ou the iiiHiDuation of 
the chaplain, who, as usual, dined tete-a-tete 
wdth the Countess, was sent for after tlur 
dessert had been })]aced on the table. Her 
costume was singular, and her ways even 
more <Hdd” than her eastern dress. Her 
imperfcot^nglisli, and wild glances of shy- 
ness, of proud defiance, or of keen scrutiny, 
were pronounced boldness or sullenftess. His 
Reverence judged better and more kindly; 
and good-naturedly ventured to impute the 
child’s shyness to her strange position ; and 
advised that she should be let alone ; w^hile 
his noble patroness maunderingly bew.iiled 
her own hard fate in being plagued with 
such a charge, and the desolate condition of 
the house of Delamere. 

A plate of dates served in the desseri, 
attracted the regard of Blanche. She fixed 
her eyes passionately upon them, burst into 
tears, and threw herself upon the carpet in 
an agony of sorrow. The chaplain hastened 
*tu present her with some of the fruit, and 
she pressed fondly to her lipL and bosom tlie 
memorials of her home in the Desert. She 
was, by his caresses and signs, induced to 
eat ; and she soon smiled to him, and forgot 
her grief. The Countess stared at the child 
I in an amusing state of perplexity. There 
was the creature she had wrested from the 
hands of Mr. Jervis Yates, ^ her grandson’s 
child, decked out like a stage-player, and 
unable to sit upon a chair, like a Christian 
child, or to speak a word of English,^ yet, 
alasi the he^ss of her house I 

There was a tingular mixture of refined 
awkwardness and free, natural grace, in the 
looks, and motkms^ and attitudes of the child 






BLANCHE HELAMERE. 


159 


of the Desert; yet, it must be owned, 
Blanche was indeed, at this time, much more 
like a young: gipsy than a well-bom English 
girl. Tlie chaplain found amusement in 
watching her pi'oceedings ; while she, in 
turn, seemed to drink in, with her searching, 
lustrous eyes, tlie conversation which 
maintained about herself and her parents. 

Before lights had been ordered, the win- 
dows of the small dining-room used by the 
Countess when alone, were thrown open, at 
her desire, to admit the peifume of the tube- 
roses, and other plants, arranged in the ter- 
]*ace which ran along this fi^ont of tlie Abbey, 
the Dclameres beings as she always observed 
wJien repeating the same order, cpicui’es in 
flower-scents.” 

“And this little lady disjjlays the heredi- 
tary taste,” the chaplain ventured to remark, 
as Blanche, recognising the flowers of her 
Syrian home, dai*ted out upon the terrace, 
kissed their petals, addressed them, fondly 
ilifted about among them, like a butterfly, 
enjoying their beauty and odour, and finally 
sung to them a wdld and low, but ])eautifiil 
strain, in some tongue, the Doctor said, “ un- 
known at Cambridge.” The stately lady w'as 
somowhaij mollified. She had baffled Mr. Yates. 
Good digestion had waited on appetite ; and 
a few glasses of old Madeira, medically 
ordered, and strictly administered by tlie 
chaplain, had attended on both. He again, 
ill the regular course of his duty, as physician 
ill ordinary, ashody-curer and 6oul-prosi*rver, 
filled her glass. 

“ 1 am almost sure I have had my proper 
quantity already, Doctor.” Tlic chaplain 
protested, and solicited her attention to 
jjlanche 

“Well, really, it is not an ungraceful, 
though foreign-looking, little creatui*e— but 
i all English children have now got a sad 
foreign air, and wear trousers:-^ and if those 
Yateses can' be kept aloof — which must 
1 ) 0.1 

“Shall be!” reiterated the emphatic 
chaplain. 

“If she is properly trained, and never 
hear nor surmise one word of what is low in 
her descent— for which I i^aU issue imme- 
diate orders — who knows, my excellent 
fiiend, but that the Providence who has ever 
graciously watched over toy illustrious ixce, 
may even from this insignificant girl rear up 
anew the desolate house of Delamere ! The 
> throne of Great Britain will, in all hum^n 
probability, one d^ be filled by a girh 
goodly as was the. family of noble sons 


which my queen and my friend, Cliaidotte of 
Strelitz, bore to England. Shall 1 then 
repine, when the royal house is thus left 
desolate, while mine may again be raised 
from the dust ? But, alas, tliat it should be 
by such means ! The child shall, ho'vi^ever, 
never know any thing of her origin, not 
even of the unhappy person who gave her 
birth ; yet w'hat, my dear friend, can cure 

that fatal taint ? ^You guess, my excellent 

friend, that a double-Delamerc, like myself, 
must have faith in blood.” 

“ And that the pure and noble will over- 
come the mean,” replied the chaplain, who 
really suffered daily niaityrdom from the 
twaddle of his pati*oness ; though, with a 
steady ey;^ to the expected rectory, he bore 
all with exemplary philosophy. “ Your 
ladyship’s usual acuteness perceived how 
the little lady bore herself, ivlien that person, 
Mr. Jmds Yates, interfered with her: one 
spark shows the flint as well as a thousand. 
But -what is the cliild about ? ” The doctor 
hastened to the window. The crescent moon 
had risen in her brightness, and \ras shedding 
silvciy radiance on the ancestral toAvers and 
woods of the little heiress. This fair orb 
Avas yet another dear Mend met in a strange 
land ; and, turning from the flowers, Blanche 
Avas gracefully kissing her hand, and bending 
in adoration to the Ciueen of Heaven. 

“ It is worship,” ^Ifcid the chaplain, smil- 
ingly. 

“ My Heavens ! is the child an idolater 
also?” cried the lady, falling back, quite 
shocked, in her pile of cushions. The clergy- 
man was not half so mucli alarmed for tlie 
orthodoxy of Blanche ; and AA’hen the giii 
clapped her hands, and the Arab sprang to 
her side from the gardens, and both together 
talked, gesticulated, pointed with rapture 
to the moon ; and when the. child drew the 
chaplain to the Avindow, and, in broken 
Englisli and with joyous looks, shoived him 
the blessed planet, and attempted to say, 
“ She shines in Syria too,” he could not help 
thinking her very like her beautiful mother 
— tliat poor Mai'garot Avhose sufferings from 
their joint patroness he had so often pitied, 
and whom he could almost have mamed 
Jiimself, provided he had first got the 
rectory." 

He signed to Hassan to bo gone, shut this 
window, led the child to her grandmother, 
and, Avith a little pious fraud, or perhaps two 
frauds, pretended to inteipret to tlie old lady 
the flattering and kind things which Blauahe 
had said in Arabic, (a language of whi<^ he 
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knew not a word,) of her dear, grand, children admitted to weed in the gardens of 
princess grandmamma,” and of her own love the Abbey, hinted to the chaplain that the 
and gratitude. The humour of the Countess little wretch liad, she feared, naturally the 
became so gracious, that he even ventured to same democratic taint with which old Yates 
sound her upon keeping up some sort of pru- had, at one time, neai’ly vitiated the mind of 
dent connexion between her heiress and the her unhappy grandson, by unaccountable 
enormoudly-rich nmnufacturer. But on this and most abominable interpretations of Scrip- 
topic he soon sang dumb, marvelling withal, tui*e, to which the Church gave, slie was sure, 
well as he understood her, at the incredible no sanction: — such as, tliat to lion our the 
folly of the woman, who said, vehemently king meant to honour the law, and such like 
and bitterly, “ His money perish with him, , seditious and Radical trash. 

— sordid dog ! The very air of the nortli of The chaplain — always, however, “Through 

England is polluted with these filthy factories, the grace of God and the noBlc exainjde of 
Some one,” she continued, glancing rather his patroness,” — hoped the best for the child, 
Buppiciously and scornfully at her chaplain, whom ho probably loved, and to whom he 
“has had the impertinence to inform my was uuifonnly indulgent and attentive. Tt 
woman, Martin, that this very fellow derives was a trial to Blenchc, as well as to the 
more profit from his dirty cotton concerns Countess, when, after a very severe winter, 
than the whole revenues of the Delamcre the old incumbent died, the long-expected 
estates. It is a lie ! — a base lie ! But, if it living became vacant, and he de])arte(J. At 
W'ere true, who shall presume to weigh filthy fii*st, he spoke of remaining and appointing 
lucre against tlie honour of an ancient race — a curate ; but then came his strong sense of 
against the rich blood of princes ? ” sjnritual duty in these awd'ul times, lie w as. 

The child was staring, w’ith her search- in truth, heartily tired of the w'cary wo of 
ing, soul-beaming eyes, upon the excited lad^". attending upon and studying the caprices of 
“f^nd her away — out of my sight!” she a w’eak and violent woman ; hut, though he 
exclaimed ; “ she is like her mother ! ” And wished to recover Ids freedom, ho also w^anted 
the chaplain himself hurried Blanche aw^ay. to retain his influence. 

Another affrjiy arose. The child would not The jueiy of the Countess, it is to he feared, 
sleep with only her newly-appointed nurhc languished after her chajdain’s departure, 
in her chamber ; she ^demanded Hassan. and the education of Blanche stood wholly 
She wept, and stoi-medjand stamped, like a still. lie was always looking out for a 
little fury ; and the Arab, wdio had scarcely chaplain and tutor, but none j»ropcr to the 
been paHed from her for one day of her liigli and double office <‘ould he found ; so 
slmrt life, seemed equaUy resolute to main- he still paid his patroness frefpient and long 
tain his post in her apartment. There was visits, for the aJvairlage of lier soul, and of 
a compromise, and he slept as usually at her ‘ the mind of her heiress. The arrival of Dr. 
chamber door. Hayley, or “ Madam Grandmamma’s Re- 

These early difficulties were gradually sur- ligion,” as Blanche named him, \vaH ever , 
mounted. !l^th Hassan and his charge he- welcome to the Countess, as an event in the 
came favourites with the household, and were dreary monotony of her elevated and dull 
tolerated by the Countess. The pcace-mak- existence ; for she was now becoming as 
ing chaplain w’as the steady friend of both ; indolent in body as enfeebled in mind ; and 
and Uierc were suspicions that he w’as even there wras ever something to ^he discussed 
the secret correspondent of Mr. Jervis Yates, relating to the dignity of the Dclamcres, 
who had, if not livings in his gift, then whicli no one could understand or appreciate 
money in his purse. Blandie, in a few so well as “ the good Doctor.” 
months, made considerable progress in the Blanche alone, of that grand, cheerless, 
English language, though very little in the monotonous, and heartless, aristocratic liousc- 
Church Catfchlsm ; and w^hen she either hold, was happier than she knew. Many 
kissed hands to the Moon, crossed herself, or ’ loved or seemed to love her, and all flattered 
called on Allah, her spiritual instructor was her and bent to her will. The imperative 
charitable, and had no more doubts of the orders of “ Madam* my grandmamma,” (as 
ultimate Christianity of an Englidi Countess, the child tenned the Countess,) under pain 
than of her aristocratic feelings springing up of dire displeasure, and the penalty of instant 
in due time. Her grandmother, on perceiv- d^missal, had prohibited the slightest mention 
ing her readiness to cultivate the friendship or the story of her mother’s ignoble birth ; 
of all Borts of people, ahd especially of the yet, by some means, Blanche divined much 
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of tlic trutli ; and nature had already con- 
stituted her the warm champion of her 
jdebeian mother. Tlie interdict of the Coun- 
tess could liot extend to the Arab, who freely 
indulged the little girl’s tender curiosity about 
her parents, and kept alive in her mind that 
beloved Syrian home, to which she skimmed 
back, flying through the air, in those rap- 
turous dreams which she recounted to Ilassan, 
and sometimes to the chaplain ; her beaming 
eyes and lively gestures telling more than 
half tli^* story. So excited did she become 
in relating he* dreams, that the nurse-maid 
sometimes lialf fancied the little idolater and 
her wild attendant held intercourse, by means 
of broomsticks, with the pagan lauds they so 
glowingly described. 

Want of the society of children was the 
most severe of the present privations of 
llbinchc. The little, shoeless, merry urchins, 
ill their smock-frocks, avIio weeded in the 
garden, or scared away the birds, had been 
formally tnhooed to the heiress, for reasons 
she could not he made to understand. The 
meaning of such English words asifo/«j, vulgar, 
plehckm, were to her as incomprehensible as 
“Madam Grandma’s” lectures on gules and 
argent, griffins and wiverns ; nor could she 
be made to understand why she must not go 
lieyond the park walls, and run about the 
village green at play with the other children, 
on whom she looked so wistfully as ofh'ii as 
a distant glimpse of them or their sports 
could he obtained. 

“Take me to the village — tell me of in^" 
own mamma,” were the only wislics tluit 
could not ^ he complied with ; though thej 
personal attendants of the Lady Blanche, if 
not judiciously kin^? were attentive and 
indulgent and all ere studious to gratify j 
the wishes of the only young creature that 
for twenty years had gladdened the dreary 
residence with the music of childliood’s speech 
and joyous Hughter, and with the sweetness 
of childhood’s smiles — of her, moreover, who 
was the future lady of all, and wliose young 
and warm heai-t it was their interest thus 
early to impress and attach. 

Through the glades and wood-paths of tlie 
wide domain, Blanche might gallop her pony 
at will, Hassan running by her i|ide ; but 
then came those impassable gates, guarded 
within by cross old .Jodge-keepers, and 
assailed without liy teniiic giants and ogr^s, , 
under the appalling names of Sm%%g and the 
Weavers, On the other point, Blanche was 
more successful. If the Emperor of Austria 
could not prevent his grandson, the young 
VoL. III. 


Napoleon, from hearing tlie wondrous and 
interdicted tale of his father, it was not to j 
he expected that the Countess of Delamere j 
could prevent her heiress from learning some- j 
thing of her beautiful and gentle but low- : 
born mother. ; 

Notwithstanding the edict wdiich cut off , 
the child from all congenial society, and her j 
still imperfect knowledge of the 'language, i 
it Avas indeed wonderful how'^much know- ' 
ledge she had accpiired and stored for future ' 
rumination during her first year in England, j 
A scanty acquaintance Avith the language — ; 
more ajq)arent, liOAv’ever, than real — some- i 
times betrayed her into ludicrous blunders . 
and mistakes. She seemed to attach to } 
particular jwords the meaning giv^eii to them 
by deaf and dumb persons, AH'ho ATry often : 
apply the true instead of the proper or the , 
mnreutiondl Avord. Wliere another child j 
Avould, even at her age, have softened the I 
AA'Ord vglg into plain — or a lie into a false- 
hood, or a jih — Blanche unconsciously spoke 
the true Avord. Many of her ideas Avere as 
odd and savage, or anti-civilized ns her words. 
Instead of prizing the society of the little 
gentlefolks avIio Avere occasionally pennitted ; 
to come from some of the neighbouring seats I 
to visit and play Avith her, she still sought ' 
the tabooed Jioers and weeders. They Avero . 
moi*e Imng, she Avould say, and more funng, j 
and ran and jumped better, and sbe loved | 
them more. This native, innate vulgarity i 
Avas studiously concealed from the Countess, ■ 
Avho, in the frequeiit passiofaate caprices an<l ! 
headstrong fits of tlic mismanaged oliild, Avas j 
pleased to see the blood of the Delameres 
“ assert itself.” • 


eUAPTKU IV. j 

The Countesss Delamere, aa’Iio liad never j 
Avholly recovered tlwj insulting decision <>f , 
the Peers, Avas noAV often confined to her | 
winter suite of apartments ; while the Lady i 
Blanche, almost nine years old, reigned, wdtb ' 
Hassan as her vizier, supreme from the 
stables to the attics of the Abbey — from tbe • 
laundry to the conservatory. Ilei* ignorance • 
of language fortunately rendered the patois j 
of nearly all the under domestics to her an ; 
unknown tongue. 

One day, when Blanclic had been aboA'^e a 1 
year in the Abbey,' she Acaa’ to the apartment ' 
of the Countess, exclaiming, “ Madam 1 
^Grandma, your Religion is coming ; I saw | 
^his carriage in the aA'enue. I am so happy I j 
I shall diue Avith you to-day ; and. pray do , 

No. 68. i 


1G2 


THE EDIHBTIRGH TALES. 


order the poacher for dinner* Your Religion 
likes game — I have often heard him say so—* 
and 1 udsh to eat a hit of a poacher myself ; 
in Syria we never had any.” 

My Religion, child,” interrupted the old 
lady, “ coming up the avenue in a carriage ! 
What do you mean ? And to order a poacher 
for dinner ! — you mean a pheasant^ I presume. 
But you never will learn your mother tongue 
— I moan pure English,” caught up the lady, 
who fancied she had made a slip in using 
the word mother. “ I fajicy you mean that 
Dr. Hayley is coming — my former chaplain 
— who, though a worthy minister of religion, 
is not my Religion.” 

Blanche was not convinced. What, 
then, is it ? — ^this ? ” She touched the large 
gilt prayer-book, which now formed a part 
of tlie customaiy garniture of the dressing- 
room. 

The Countess slightly frowned, 

“ Or this ? ” And Blanche touched reve- 
rently the sacred, crimson-velvet hassock. 

“ My Heavens ! such deplorable igno- 
rance ! ” exclaimed the petrified Countess ; 

something must be done with tliis heathen 
child.” 

“Oh, then, these are only W'hat you do 
religion with — ^not your religion its ownsclf — 
1 understand. I knew a lady at home^ in 
Syria, who had so beautiful a Religion I a 
string of beads as long as so, and a little 
Jesus of gold. But do, good madam, my 
grandma, order the jooacAtr for dinner — the 
poacher the keepers shot last night.” 

“ My Heavens, child ! the fellow is surely 
not shot dead ! Good God ! to what the 
guilt and audacity of the lower orders arc 
driving persons of condition, in defending 
their property ! But where is Martin — where 
your maid, young lady ? — and wl^, with so 
little ceremony, do you intruoe on iny 
privacy uncalled ? ” 

The nurse-maid tapped, entered, curtsied, 
and looked very demure. 

“ You are come just in time for a very 
naughty child, Mrs. Martin,” continued the 
old lady, as the nurse-maid stood curtsying 
on, and frightened as to the consequences of 
her pursuit of her fugitive charge. “Pray, 
is that wretched man — one of the Watertons 
of MiUhurst, is he not?— is he seriously 
hurt?” 

“Smartly winged, my lady, aud richly 
deserving it, the desperate villain ! to go to 
clamber into the preserves, in spite of youi* 
ladyship’s strict orders about the game, 
every feather of it; though your ladyship’s 


housekeeper, in distributing the flannels last 
Christmas, gave his mother as nice a petti- 
coat — three full widths — as any of your 
ladyship’s servants need wish for their own 
wear. Well, ho won’t clamber over my 
lady’s park pales in haste again, ungrateful 
vagabond ; so please come away now, Lady 
Blanche ; hut tell her ladyship flrst how you 
ran off in spite of me.” 

“I did,” said Blanche, gravely, and without 
once looking at her nurse, who stood dangling 
the young runaway’s bonnet. * 

“ Then, madam, a poacher is a man, I 
shall remember to tell Hassan that — not a 
bird — not a beast,” said Blanche. 

“ Surely, child ; a worthless, lawless 
wretch, who breaks, into niy preserves to kill 
and destroy the game — my hares and my 
XJheasants ! ” 

“ And you liirc the keepers to 
poachers wlien they shoot birds ? ” 

“ Surely, child,” said the instructive grand- 
mother ; “ but not quite that. I, and persons 
of my rank and condition, have gamekeeprs 
to jn-otect our game, and not merely to shoot 
poachers,^* It was a distinction too nice for 
Blanciie. 

“ And weaversy too, grandma ? do the 
keepers shoot weavers? Did I ever see one, 
Martin ? Is it a bird or a wild beast ? ” 

“ The child is an absolute fool,” exclaimed 
the vexed lady, fearful that even th(‘ rich 
blood of the Delameres had not quickened 
the plebeian puddle of tlio Yateses. “A 
weaver is a sort of a man, certainly — a low 
kind of man — one 'of the lower orders, and 
wild enough probably.” 

Blanche was wrapt in musing. Tlicre 
were other “chimeras dire,” of which sho 
had heard in the nursery, besides poachm's 
and weaverSy — and of which there were no 
pictures in her little books of natural history. 

“ And Swing she said at Iciigtli. “But 
I fancy he is a flery-dragon, or perhaps a 
giant.” 

“ To fly away with naughty little ladies,” 
said the simpering nurse, who had probably 
used the dreaded name to subdue lier charge 
to the wholesome terrors of the nursery. 

“ My Heavens ! what shocking ignorance 
andper^rted knowledge !” cried the alarmed 
noble grandmother,, “Where can the child 
have heard of all those disagreeable and 
horrid things? This must be looked into. 
She is almost nine years, and can read, and 
has been carefully taught ker prayers and 
catechism.” 

“ Oh, yes ! exclaimed the little girl, 
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eagerly ; and I have a sonl : liave the lower 
orders souls, grandma ? Your Religion takes 
care of your ladyship’s soul, Martin says. 
Does any one take care of the poachers' 
souls ? ” 

“Truly, child, you get too deep for me, 
and iiot a little impertinent,” said the Coun- 
tess, haughtily, while her secret thought was, 
“Here is the blood of the puritan with a 
vengeance.” 

The command was given — " Take the 
Lady Blanche, to her nursery, Mrs. Martin.” 

“ If madam my grandma don't tell me, I 
don’t care,” cried the angry and excited 
child. “Plenty of people will tell me what 
Swing is. “ Am not I a girl of quality and 
fortune, Martin?” 

“ To he sure you are. Lady Blanche,” 
replied the nurse, in a caressing tone ; yet 
as if .afraid that stair- walls might have ears. 
“ J'bougli a voiy young lady, you will he 
unstress of all, and a generous one too : hut 
my lady, though a dead old lady, may 
hold out a long while yet. But here comes 
tilt* Boctor ; now, do behave handsome. 
Lady Blanche, and credit your nurse.” 

Blanche, always glad to meet her grand- 
mother’ ri smiling, bland, and comely Reli- 
gion, and doubly so now to learn that his 
])ocket contained something to be exhibited 
;it dessert, forgot Swing and weavers, and all 
sorts of fearful and nondescript English 
animals; nnd, with unusual patience, suf- 
fered herself to he equipped for her daily 
walk in the park, attended by Martin and 
followed by her own footman, Master Ilariy. 

The gatSs, the impassable gates, wore at 
all times the point of attraction for the 
Walkers ; and this autumn evening, “ my 
Jjady” being secitred at table for at least two 
hours, the gate next the village was the 
favouriio rendezvous, for there news might 
be obtained of the desperate skirmish of the 
former night, between the poachers and the 
gamekeepers. Several men were believed 
to be wounded in the affray, and severe 
wounds had been inflicted on the keepers ; 
hut only one delinquent had been left in the 
hands of the captors, the unfortunate Wa- 
terton. 

The pale face of this man's wife, who sat 
on a curb-stone without^ the gate, a child in 
her arms and two at her knees, was the first 
object that met Blanche and her attend- 
ants who slowly approached. The woman 
sprang up and forward — a gleam of sad 
pleasure shooting, for an instant, a<rrofi8 her 
meagre features. 


*‘01i, Mrs. Martin, how happy am I to 
have mpt with you ! The cruel gate-keeper 
will not admit mo, though I hoped, that if 
1 could see you, you would speak to the 
housekeeper, to plead with my lady for 
poor Tom.” 

“ Soli ! indeed, admit you, Mrs. Water- 
ton ! It i.s move than his place is worth, or 
mine either, to admit any such, or yet to 
speak of bo ungrateful a law-breaker, to the 
best and kindest of ladies, who does so mucli 
for the poor every Christmas. Hares 
and pheasants, forsooth! Why, it is not 
often we have any thing better than rabbits, 
or ham-door fowls, at the second table. 
Good breaj and cheese, or bacon and suet 
dumpling, were likelier food for your family, 
good woman.” And the ignorant and 
“pampered menial,” though not an ill- 
natured woman, tossed her head in scorn. 

“ Had I that same, or far worse for 
them!” returned the mournful woman. — 
“Alas, al.as! it is little the likes of you 
know of us, or what we have, or what we 
want. Yet, %vould that he who is lying in 
Stoke-Delamerc jail, a maimed and bleeding 
object, had left us to beg or starve, rathci- 
than have brought this ruin and misery on 
himself and us !” The j oor mother 
stnigglcd with her tears, but the children 
wept aloud. 

“ To offend my lady, who is so kind, and 
so pailicnlar about tlio game!” continued 
the nurse, less severely, 

“ And break down the walls,” said the 
footman. 

“ And destroy^ the park pales,” growled 
the gate-keeper. 

“ Alack, alack ! w'hat knovr T of your 
laws, hut that they pi*eB8 hard on poor 
folks?” sighed the woman; “but if you, 
dear Mrs. Martin, ylk) ‘lavc so much to say 
with my lady and the housekeeper, would 
but speak a good word for that poor fellow. 
’Tis his very first offence, nnd indeed we 
were starving ; and he is come of the good 
old stock of the Watertons, who have for 
two hundred years, they tell me, been under 
lior ladyship ; and, were he only to get out, 
we wovdd go to the far-off Potteries or Facto- 
ries, or any where, and never more trouble 
my lady’s game, or any living thing it was, 
her pleasure to favour, were it but a stoat 
or a weasel.” 

“Mine dadda, mine dadda!” sobbed a 
Baby, like a chorus, to his mother's petition. 

“ Don'i weep, little boy,” cried the Lady 
Blanche, thrusting , her caressing hands 
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through ihc bars of the gate — had a 
father once, too, but he died. When I am 
a big lady, I jrill not allow the keepers to 
shoot at your father ; for I know now a 
poacher is not like a partridge or a pheasant. 

I A poacher is a man^ and has a soul. Don ’t 
I cry, ma’am, pray. Tell me what to say to 
Madam, the great Countess. I am the little 
Countess myself, and yonder is Hassan, my 
Arab friend.’^ 

She clapped her hands, and her familiar 
was by her side. She addressed him in 
thdr native speech, with lively emotion, 
frequently with eager gestures pointing to 
the woman and the children. His eyes 
flashed fire, and his gestures, as he threw^ 
his clasped hands over his head*,' were pas- 
sionate and violent. 

“I have told Hassan, my friend, tliat 
poachers are men,’* said the animated little 
lady, turning to the poacher’s wife, whom 
the Christian keepers shoot in England if 
they take a bird to the tent for the children’s 
supper. He says Allah will be very angry 
with them ; for they are wicked men, and 
liiadam, my grandmamma, a bad old woman, 
for making her people shoot your baby’s 
father for taking a few flying birds.” 

*‘Fie, fie, ipy lady ! — how you do talk !” 

I said the nurse-maid, dragging away the 
child. 

will talk,” replied Blanche, i*esisting 
firmly. “ Tell me what to pray and ask for 
I yon, ma*am, and Hassan will do it too ; and 
! I shall make grandmamma’s Religion do it 
[ for the children.” 

“ Her Religion ! dear child ! dear, kind- 
hearted, lovely child!” returned the poor wo- 
man ; ‘‘ for, lady-bom though ye be, you have 
your dear mother’s heart in your bosom. — 
Say to my lady, that a whole pooy family — 
five miserable creatuvjes^ though! still her 
fellow-creatures — cry td her for mercy to 
him Avho has offended only from too tender 
love for us. — Oh, Mrs. Martin, you can 
better tell my sad story to this dear, good 
child.” 

A "A pretty story indeed! — Aren’t you 
ashamed of yourself, to keep up such a con- 
fabble with low villagers, Lady Blanche, 
and saying , such things of my lady, your 
own grandmamma, and dragging Mister 
Harry and myself after you to the gates, 
which is more than our places are worth?” 

“.Woman, that’s a Ik I” returned the im- 
perious little Countesi^ whose sincerity and 
frank-dealing were much more unimpeachable 
tltau her choice of words. “You led me to 


the gate ; but I won’t tell — Tam cunning— 
Hassan says I must be cunning among you 
Christian dogs.” The footman and house- 
maid exchanged meaning looks. 

“ Is not money good for something to all 
you Christians?” continued Blandie, ad- 
dressing her maid. 

“ Surely, my lady,” returned the nurse- 
maid, forcing a smile ; *^good for every thing 
in the whole world.” 

“ And I have a great deal of money, 
ma’am,<^’ i^ejoined Blanche, qddressmg the. 
poacher’s wife, — “a great mint of money, 
wliich my plebeian cousin, Mr. Jerry Yates, 
will give me when I marry. I heard so 
yesterday from Betty Thompson, in the 
laundry ; arid I vril? be sure to give you and 
tlie cliUdren plenty of it then. But, if you 
know "where my vulgar cousin lives, you 
may go to him, and say it will be best to 
give you some now. Please tell liim the 
Lady Blanche, the Little Countess, orders 
him to give 3^011 some of the mint of inone}' 
he has to give her wlien she marries.” 

’J'he whole group smiled at tlie mimic 
dignity "with which the Little Countess 
issued her commands, interpreting them, at 
the same time, to Hassan. The Arab better 
knew the Christian world ; and the scene 
closed b}” the nurse being ordered to sur- 
render to tlie poacher’s wife the one bright 
sovereign which she kept for the Lady 
Blanche, to give to the church collection on 
some approaching holida3\ Her attempt to 
kiss the hahy, at parting, through tlie bars 
of the gate, fairly upset the nurse, follow- 
ing as it ^d, so soon on the compulsory 
levy. 

“ Marry", come up !' kiss and fondle such 
like chits ! 1 should not wonder if they gave 
her the itch ! Fellow-creatures, indeed ! to 
the Countess of Delamere, a peeress in her 
own right ! In good sooth, there is some- 
thing in gentle blood, and in Churl’s blood, 
too. Mister Harry, as my lady says ; and it 
tells in an instance that shall be nameless — 
and her eyes dropped on Blanche. 

“ You mean me,” cried the quick child, her 
eyes fiashing, “You mean motlieris 
blood. I have heard the Great Countess 
talk of that ere now to her ReligioD, when 
she fancied 1 did not understand her ; hut I 
did. , I am cunning since 1 was a Christian. 
I said not a word .to her ; but fr<Hn you 1 
won’t bear it. Hassan sayi^ my own mother 
was never a great Countess^ and my own 
friends in Syria say that she is on angel in 
heaven ; thougb^ when 1 went to Madam 
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my ^rfmdtnfimni&’Sy 1 must not spo&lc of lior* 
J think of her, though, and say my prayers 
to her. I am not a fool, and I hate you all, 
cruel Christians ! I love only Hassan, my 
father’s friend.” 

Goodness gracious ! Lady Blanclie ! my 
lady i” screamed the alarmed nurse. Did 1 
mean! could 1 mean? — Mister Hany, could 
I mean any thing so disrespectful as my 
Lady Blanche fancies, of her mamma V* 

Do 'lot lie to me more,” said the indig- 
nant little gii'1,' taking the hand of her Arab 
friend, and walking on. 

“ Here is a kettle of fish ! Was ever such 
a little vixen? But I don’t know whether 
to tell the housekeeper of all this or not. — 
Yes, I daresay it will he wisest to sing dumb 
— a close mouth catches no flies.’ ” 

Mister Ilariy’s judgment sanctioned the 
]>riident resolution “ Better keep all from 
tlic ears of ‘ the. old uns.’ ” 

It was with lively joy that tlie Lady 
Blanche embraced ^^grandmamma’s Re- 
ligioil,” when admitted to the dessert. He 
had heard of her diverting mistake about 
the poacher, and began to joke with her 
about it ; but Blanche became very grave, 
and spoke low and earnestly — ^‘ETassan 
says, ’tis wicked to shoot men so — Allah 
will be angry with Madam my grandmamma, 
when the poor woman weeps, and the little 
hiibcs cry to Him, because their father was 
put ill the prison for seeking their food, 
Avhen they >vere hungry.” 

“ Hush, my dear !” whispered the peace- 
making Doctor; and he diverted the dis- 
course ; and Blanche had a hundred (j^ues- 
tions to ask him,%ll tr^asui'cd up against the 
tilnc he should arrive, — doubts of her own 
and Hassan’s, aiid mostly turning on ^‘tbe 
lower orders,” to whidi class her mother had 
belonged, and on people of mem blood, and 
the poor. Blanche owned that, after due 
rumination, she w^as persuaded they had 
souls; for, only yesterday, she had heard 
the groom, who was breaking the colt, say 
to the old deaf man, who brought sand to 
the maids in his donkey-cart, “ Damn your 
old soul i get out of the way ! ” and gave 
him a shai^ cut with his whip. Dr. Hayley 
smiled at the soundness of her logic. 

«Is that groom a Cljufistian ? ” inquired 
Blanche. 

‘‘ That act and speedi did not show him 
to be such, at all events,” was the reply. 

*‘ls the Bible all true?” was the next 
grave query. Luckily the old Countess was 
nodding in her easy chair. . 


All true and all good,” was the solemn 
reply. 

“Then, I fancy, the Christians do not 
believe it, nor care for it ; and are all like 
the Great Countess, my grandmamma, and 
my vulgar cousin, Mr. Jerry Yates.” 

“Hush, hush! Well, but how do you 
think so ? ” 

“Oh, I have been reading the Liblc so 
much since you were here last., and making 
the Quaker laundress read it for me ; and 1 
don’t think it will ever make me a Christian 
like grandmamma. It is so much the otlier 
way.” 

“The other way,’! was a peculiar and 
significant phrase with Lady Blanche, with 
her still limited English vocabulary ; but 
Dr. Hayley had an understanding of what 
she meant; and, as the Countess showed 
symptoms of wakening, he produced the 
pretty little volumes of coloured plates of 
animals, which he had brought for her. Tlie 
Lady Blanche did not now weep over dates, 
or kiss the flowers which resembled those of 
Syria ; yet it w'as with lively joy she recog- 
nised tlie gazelle and the dromedary. At the 
camel, she paused some seconds, and then 
addresseil the learned Doctor. 

“Madam my grandmamma is rich — is 
she not, sir?” 

“Certainly, my dear — who properly can 
be called rich, as w'ell as illustrious and 
honourable, if not my noble patroness the 
Countess of Delamere ? ” 

“Grandmamma, you have no camels in 
,your park — there are plenty of them at 
in Syria : — and they are so large — so huge 
— bigger than two bullocks.” 

“1 have seen camels, child,” said the 
Countess, peevishly. 

“ Then, madam, do you know how hard it 
will be for you to get to heaven ?” 

“ Doctor, is this cliild merely impertinent, 
or a fool ? ” The question was difficult to 
answer, 

“ The Bible says — I can show it you my- 
self — * It is carier for a camel to pass through 
the eye of a needle than for a rich man to 
enter into the kingdom of heaven.’ But 
Hassan don’t think the CJiristians believe 
one word about that heaven of theirs, they 
love this earth" so well. But, were I you, 
and so old a lady, I should give away all 
my money, grandmamma, that I might get 
to that happy place, whei*e my omt mother 
is an angel, for she was poor and good,”^ 

“ Good God ! How that strange child 
talks !” exclaimed the excited lady, , “One 
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might fancy the puritan, her grandAither, 
spoke through her lips; my nerves-— my 
hiurasBed spirits— cannot stand such shocks — 
take her away instantly.” 

A worse riiock awaited the noble lady. 
The aknn hell of the Abbey suddenly broke 
os the stem silence which ever brooded over 
the domain. The report of hre^anns was 
heard in quick succession. 

^ *Tls the Radicals, my lady !” exclaimed 
^ my lady’s woman,” entering, and becoming 
hysterical. 

“*Tis the poachers!” cried the house- 
keeper, wlio followed in haste. 

‘^’Tis Swing himiKlf!” announced tlie 
butler. ^'What, Doctor, 8baV be done! 
The left wing is on fire — we must save the 
papers, the paintings^ and plate : 1 have sent 
for a party of dragoons.” 

The housekeeper fainted — the waiting- 
maid ecreamed — and the Arab rushed in, 
and snatched away the Lady Blanclie. 


CHAPTER V. 

* * apd hU SateUites. 

The inmates of the Abbey of the Holy Cross 
were now in confusion worse confounded. 
Jn the conflagration of a great house, as at 
the end of a battle, the general maxim is, 
Smtw peut; and when the Uttle Lady 
Blanche, having struggled out of the arms 
of her Arab rescuer, flew back to her grand- 
mother, she found that noble dame aban- 
doned by all her servants, and in something 
like eat^eptic rigour, from which it was^ 
difficult to rouse her faculties. 

‘‘ Haste, haste, my lady grandma !” cried 
the little girl, clasping her arms fondly about 
the rigid, motionless lady ; I will carry 
you; Hassan will cany you. Oh! come, 
my own father’d mother — come with us— 
with Hassan !” A myriad of broken, con- 
fhsed, and distracted thoughts flariied, as in 
a nightmare dream, across the brain of the 
perturbed lady. She was in the psycholo- 
gksai state of the little tipsy old woman in 
thq ballad who doubted of her own identity. 
Was she indeed Maiguerite Blanche Rade- 
gnflde HBda, Countess of Dclamere, sole 
t^rdsentaiive of an illustrious line— left 
al^e, deserted by ^her people,” end her 
mansion in flames ever her head, from the 
torch of villanous asid ungrateful incen- 
diaries! And was this England ? 

The Arab gave no time for rumination W 
parley ; and a more inu^maiMriouB handing 
down the great staircase than his could not 


well be tnmgined. In the open air, the dis- 
cordant voicea of the people and the glare of 
the torches acted upon the senses of the 
Countess, and partially restored them. She 
was hurried— dragged across the lawn, and 
flung upon a bench under a solitary and mag- 
nifloent beech tree;, whence she might undis- 
turbed contemplate the progress of the con- 
flagration. 

^^It might better have become the last 
Delamere to have perished in the^ ashes of 
the olfl nest,” said &e reviving lady ; “ but 
God’s will be done !” 

** Oh, don’t be sorry, dear grandmamma,” 
replied her only companion, venturing to 
caress her aged relative with more freedom 
than at any previous time of their inter- 
course. ‘‘IW. will soon put out the fire, 
and you will get hack to your own warm 
room again— never fear that. lict me put 
my shawl round your feet.” And, as the 
little girl knelt to perform this act of atten- 
tion, the aged Countess, under the influence 
of one of those electric touches which sooner 
or later come to all, suddenly kissed the 
affectionate and intelligent creature minis- 
tering to her comfort ; and Blanche, though 
she had often endured her grandmother’s 
formal salute, felt that tliis was the first 
jnotherly kiss that had ever been given to 
her. She repeatedly kissed her grand- 
mother’s hand ; and, looking up with her 
mother’s sweet eyes, which glowed through 
tears, she exclaimed— Grandmamma, you 
love Blanche? Do you? Not so well as 
Mrs. Simpson at 'the laundry loves little 
Lucy. Oh, she is so happy that poor diild ! 
But some little you love^. Ah, when 1 
feared you sliould be burned alive, poor old 
grandma ! how 1 loved you then — when w^e 
came back for you I But now 

Did you indeed return for me ? Do you 
indeed love grandmamma, i^landie? You 
are a strange, a very strange child. .... 
Who else caxes for me?” added the lady, 
sorrowfully but haughtily, lecailing in full 
force her lonely situation, as the deserter, 
J^r. Hayley, approached in haste. ‘^^ Aiy 
l^le, base poltroons, fled — leaving their 
too generotii^ too easy mistress to the protec- 
tion of a foreign meninl# and the kindness of 
a child. My fri^pds — those who had called 
themselves such 

^ Madam, you wrong your servants,” in- 
terrupted the Doctor, <^a^ the most dented 
and frithful, though Ihe humblest of your 
&iends. 1 bad flown for aid to convey 
you to a ^lace of safety.” The good Doctor 
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said noiUiig of sundry of cash 

and papers in his own a^rtment, and pow 
hastily secured about his person; yet his 
statement was substantially true* 

find,” he continued, have been 
anticipated. The flames are happily com- 
pletely subdued. To the main building there 
never was any danger,— thanks to the 
courage of a young hero, or rather to the 
knowledge and self-possession of a young 
philosopher, who has tb-night earned the 
gratitude of, every friend of your ladyship 
and the family,” 

It is Fred.,” cried Blanche, exultingly. 

He is the gardener’s and Mrs. Simpson’s 
nephew, Lucy’s cousin, and a scholar — not 
a gentleman. Oh, he tis so clever and so 
good, and they are all so proud of him! 
lie is the friend of nassan,''and knows our 
language very well. I love him very much 
myself, .... Oh, here he comes I” — and 
Blanche sprang towards the youth, who was 
eagerly advancing, bareheaded, and blackened 
in the face. 

You are safe, Lady Blanche 1” said tlie 
lad, eagerly. 

“ Yes. yes ; come, Fred., to grandmamma.” 
And slie dragged the youtli forward, who, 
on recognising the august and awful Coun- 
tess, was modestly shrinking back. 

‘‘ Ah, this is your ladyship’s young cham- 
pion against the Fire-king,” said Dr. Hay- 
•ley, affecting gaiety. "Though he does 
bear sable tokens of the combat, permit me 
to present Mr. Frederick Leighton to your 
ladysliip.” The Couiltbss saw a handsome, 
slight buy, with a pale and interesting, though* 
now a shockingly begrimed face. An expres- 
•sion of mildness and benignity, and a smile of 
smgttlar sweetness — at least as his eyes fell 
upon the triumphant little lady who held 
his hand— were more remarkable than the 
features t^mselves. The Countess was 
moved, ana most gracious. 

"The family of Delainere,this young lady 
and myself, are, 1 understand, greatly in- 
debted to you, sir; and a Delamere never 
forgets a servlice,— nor yet injury.” She 
extended her hand. The ahaihed :^th 
muttered some words of adknow]e4^eut, 
hnd bowed most deferentially upon the gra- 
cious hand of the lad}^ for he literally fell 
fainting at her feet. 

" Poor boy ! his feelings have o^em)zne 
him ; he is unused to a Pioasnee like ours.” 

Dr. Hayley had mom serious fears. 
" The poor fellow has, 1 fear, sustained some 
severe personal injuiy while on the ^of of 


the steward’s wing. Where? tady Blanche, 
is Hassan ? — he is a skilful leeclu^^ 

Lady Blanche ran screaming across the 
lawn towards her Arab friend and, as 
the Countess was now surrounded by " her 
people,” steward, butler, , housekeeper, own 
maid, and own footman, all alike respectfully 
eloquent, in protestations of attachment, and 
explanations of the accident; and as the 
bench and the sward around her became 
I literally cushioned, clothed, and carpeted for 
her comfort, as if by enchantment no one 
longer regarded the Arsb, the lieiress, or the 
I fainting hoy. 

" Take him to my own nursery ; we will 
watch him ourselves, Hassan— his arm, you 
say, is broken? — only broken — boys don’t 
die of broken arms — Fred, shall not die !”— 
And the Lady Blanche heroically cut away 
the sleeve of the boy’s shirt, and his blood- 
clotted hair ; and, under the directions of the 
Arab, who was indeed no contemptible sur- 
geon, performed the besprinkling duties 
necessary in such cases. 

She then flew hack to poor " Madam 
Grandma,” who, now leaning an Uie arm of 
Dr. Hayley, was contemplating the ravages 
•of the fire, so happily arrested by the in- 
telligence, courage, and activity of Frederick 
Leighton. 

" He is a noble boy,” said the Countess, 
unusually excited ; and I have long 
marked Mm. It is the privilege of English 
nobility to patronize and to reward talent in 
the lower orders. I shall write to the com- 
mander-in-chief ; or, should he prefer the 
Church, I have livings in my gift. And 
Blanche is a good child, too,” added riie, as 
the girl burst to her through the phalo^ of 
servants. 

" And he is living, grandmother ! Fred. is. 
1 put water on hh^ fac|9, and he would not 
live ; I held smelling salts to him, and Has- 
san gave him a good shake, and he would 
not live. And then 1 wept, and* kissed him, 
and kissed him, and he lived ! — He opened 
his eyes so wide, so— aiid said, ‘ How good, 
Lady Blanche !* ” 

Dr. Hayley smiled, but made his usual 
significant gesture of silence. 

The features of the Countess were assum- 
ing that peevidh, perplexed look, cafled forth 
by the odd ways of her grandchild, when 
Blanche, who had a savage’s acuteness in all 
her senses, called out *— ■" Hark ! I hear the 
' tramp of horses.” This was disputed for 
seme nunutes, until the more disflnet beat of 
the horses^ &et, mid the flash of toirdheB in 
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I the woods, provsd that the troops sent for 
I were approaching. ‘ . v 

Heaven i**^|^lated the Coun- 
tess. “ Browne, Mr. Grimshaw,” (she 
addressed her head-hutler and her steward,) 
“ is the ruffian named Stoing^ the villanous 
incendiary, , secured ? I rfiould wish the 
military to find that my household is not 
altogether inadequate to the defence of my 
propbrty.** Mr. Browne was half afraid to 
tell that there was no ti*ace of any strange' 
incendiary ; and yet tliat both ho and Dr. 
Hayley, and indeed every one whom the 
care of their own goods and chattels had 
given leisure for observation, had noticed 
some very suspicious circumstances attending 
tile fire. It had broken out in the steward’s 
business-room; and, what was remarkable, 
while the funiiture and building timber 
were nearly unharmed, a mass of valuable 
and important papers had been consumed, 
and .even thick account-hooks destroyed, 
though kept in stone and iron repositories. 
What of them the flames had spared, water 
had wasted ; and all was one heap of inex- 
tricable ConAision. 

The steward wrung his hands in despair. 
He was ruined ! for ever ruined ! The* 
scene was overacted ; and Dr. Hayley, 
mmembering the hint he had received from 
Frederick Leighton, coolly bade the worthy 
man be composed, for the butler should 
maintain vigilant watch over the half-burned 
promises, until the affair could be probed to 
the bottom by the proper functionaries, who 
might, perhaps, And it necessary to call iii 
the assistance of some of tlie keen-sighted 
gentlemen of Bow Street. It was long after- 
wards universally alleged by the servants, 
that Mr. Grimshaw had started and changed 
colour at this hint. 

“ Bow Street officers, thief-takers ! rum- 
maging the dwelling of my noble and 
honoured mistress, under the direction of a 
common county magistrate — of probably 
Jervis Yates — taking the deposition of the 
Countess of Delamore 1 May the old eyes of 
the faithful follower of her house be spared 
by death from that sight 1” 

^‘Ay, indeed. Doctor, how should you 
talk Street officers and Jervis Yates 

nmBa^ing family mpositories — taking 
my deposition^about the base, low wretches, 
who presumptuously have fir^ the mansion 
of the Delamfres 1 — But the military gentle- 
men approach. I charge you, Browne, that 
all fitting attentioA and hospitality be diown 
to our brave defrndefe> hie Majesty’s troops. 


The eeminaiiudhig officer will, no doubt, wait 
upon me for his further orders— I mean for 
the necessary explafuatkois.” 

^^And leave to me, niy lady, to the most 
devoted and now the oldest servant of your 
house, to look after Smftg, while Mr. Browne 
attends to his duties in-doors,” said the 
steward. “If your ladyship should catch 
cold in the night air, or sufler from this ex- 
citement : — but, no ! True Delamere ! ever 
tile more calm and self-possessed as^danger 
rises higher ! — 1 tliink 1 mey venture to 
show your ladysliip this diabolical scrawl of 
the monster Swing, wTitten in characters of 
blood — sealed with tlie death’s-head and 
cross-bones of the Irish Papist, O’Connell — 
threatening my destruction for my fidelity 
to ‘that brimstone harridan,’ as they wick- 
edly and blasphemously term a certain noble 
lady I” 

“Good Heavens! Grimshaw— iny poor, 
faithful Grimshaw — to be thus menaced !” 

“Alas, madam! I was fool enough to 
fancy, that my own poor i)Iace and ray few 
ricks at the Grange only wem threatened, 
while destruction hovered round the honour- 
ed dwelling of my noble mistress.” 

“ Let that epistle be preserved f6r the in- 
spection of the magistrates,” said Dr, Hayley, 
autlioritatively. 

“ Perish the thought, sir ! ” cried tlie 
steward, instantly tearing the precious docu- 
ment into a hundred pieces, in his viiluous 
fuiy. 

“ Not, save at the price of my blood, shall 
any eye rest upon the contumelious epithets 
applied to luy thrice-honoured and honour- 
able lady, by these bloodthirsty monsters; 
and, least of all, to the eyes of Mr. Jervis 
Yates. For myself, I w'elcome tlie ruin and 
personal distress that may spare Lady Dela- 
mcre a moment’s pain.” 

“Ay, indeed, doctor! — supli language 
going through all the Jacohinal journals, as 
ajiplied to me ! — ^Let the vile scrawl never be 
seen again !” 

“Incorrigible fooll” thought the, vexed 
and angry ex-chaplain, as he impatiently 
waited the arrival of the dragoons,— “ Fawn- 
ing rascal, if not black, designing villain !” 

“Don’t you he so sorry, pray, for Mr. 
Grimshaw,” said Lady Blanche, addressing 
herself to the consolation of her grandmother. 
“He won’t be rtdned* I have heard Mr. 
Browne and the houseke^v say, many’s the 
lime, he had feathered his nest well, and had 
made very pretty puslriiigB.*’ 

In spite of “the august presence,” there 
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was a suppressed titter among the uninter* 
estod bystanders; while the steward gave 
one blighting side-glance at the little girl, 
whom li^er grandmo^er commanded to silence, 
as malapert. 

What could stay the military lately heard, 
and expected now for several minutes 1 Had 
sume one, in league with tlie incendiaries, 
led them from the two miles long and now 
neglected avenue, which led from the Stokd 
J3elaii\ere gate ? Were they, man and horse, 
over the crags into tlie river? Wo such 
thing. But, after having really l)een within 
the Park, they had been told the fire was got 
und('i', and recalled to suppress a riot in the 
borough, where a lawless mob had set fire 
to the jail, and rescued the wounded poacher, 
W atcrtoii. 'J'hat duty performed, they now 
came gallantly on, at a brisk trot ; and, as 
I they emerged from the avenue, and were 
, loyally received by the elicev of the spcc- 
I tjitors, which was returned till the echoes of 
the old Abbey rang again ; and, as the nume- 
rous torches held by the sciwants flashed on 
plifmed helmet, and glittering sabre and 
haniess, tlie bosom of the ancient lady swelled 
with proud and long-forgotten emotions. 
Here vats a shadowing of the gallantry, the 
gorgeousness, and the inspiring dangers of 
the olden time. Just so might the Abbey of 
the Holy Cross have looked on that ever- 
memorable night W’hen it enjoyed the never- 
‘to-bc-forgotten glory and felicity of sheltering 
the fugitive royal Charles and a band of 
gallant cavaliers. Such os now looked the 
young and handsome lieutenant of hussars, 
who, gracefully dismounting, stood un- 
helmeted, bending lowly before the lady of 
%he mansion, at the grand entrance to 
the saloon, might the royal Charles have 
looked. 

'J'he gorgeous dream had an abrupt 
awakening tliere were here men and things, 
intinisive, vulgar realities, which had no 
prototypes in the glorious days with which 
the Countess pampered her fancy. 

“The Colonel,” said the officer, “with 
his most respectful compliments, charged me, 
madam^ to express Ills deep regret that im- 
portant affairs in anotiier part of the county, 
at this disturbed time, have prev^ted him 
from taking this duty (p person. 1 may be 
inexperienced in such delicate afiairs ; but I 
walk by this gentleman’s wisdom/’ — and 
he turned round. — “ Mr. Jervis Yates, 
madam, one of your intelligent and well- ^ 
affected county magistrsites, who volunteewd 
this duty. I am happy, however, to find ^ 


that your ladyship requires none of my 
services — that the affair is over.” 

“Noi* those of Mr. Yates’s either, sir,” 
returned the Countess, drawing haughtily up, 
as the bustling and somewhat consequential 
magistrate, who had thrown his bridle to his 
old acquaintance Hassan, hastily advanced* 
“ My own household are perfectly adequate 
to the defence of my life and property ; if 
not, my attendants must be augmented.” 

“ Don’t you consider it rather curious, my 
lady,” said Yates, “that the fire should have 
done so much damage in the steward’s busi- 
ness-room, without spreading farther? 

Ha ! my noble little cousin. Lady Blanche ! 
hovr d’ye rflo, my dear ? ” 

“Madam grandma, may I shake hands with 
my plebeian couslnV* asked Blanche ; but the 
Countess moved off. “ Pray* sir, did the poor 
poacher’s wife come to you from me, to get 
some of that money to bu^f food, which you are 
to give me when I make a great match with 
a grandee, and make you uncle to an Earl ? ” 
Mr. Jervis Yates smiled, the undigested 
plebeian notwithstanding. “This frank young 
ladj’'. Lieutenant Wynne,” said he, “ is my 
little cousin. Lady Blanche Delamere, ayoung 
lady not yet perfect in her tEnglish, though 
otherwise, it seems, abundantly precocious. — 
Thinking of marriage, the great act in the 
woman’s drama, already, Blanche, my dear ? 
Ah, ha ! a touch of old Mother Eve in all 
bloods, Doctor.” 

I intend to marry Fred, myself, if he 
will have mo,” continued the frank-spoken 
little maiden ; “ and every body, except 
grandma and the Doctor, tells me I am a 
young lady of title, and a great heiress, and 
may do just as 1 please : and I wiU, too.” 

The young officer smiled, and bowed ap- 
probation. 

“Very pretty, my little lady/’ returned 
the merry magistrate. “Any thing, you 
mean, becoming your duty, and your er^ted 
rank and station.” And ho winked — yes ! 
Mr. Jervis Yates made some sort of slight 
motion of intelligence with his left eye, ae or 
towards Marguerite, twentieth Countess of 
Delamere, whom the naivete or pertness of 
her grandchild, and tJiis fresh audacity, 
appeared to have frozen to stone. ^ 

“ But to business ! ” cried the ac^ve 
magistrate. Here am no ordinary matters 
for investigation.” And, in defiance of ' the 
remonstrances of tlie stewdM, Mr. Yates 
^weAt on, till midnight^ pluiuged foity 
deep in examinations and depoeitioiis ; and, 
with all Ilia acuteness, was so effectually 
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baffled, that he nothing for Ina 
save a very seYere cold. 

The distingqished email prty in the 
dining-room, nieii^nwhile, parf^ok o£ xefrefih- 
ments ; and the ten troopre and their 
sergeant in the servants^ kali, joyously 
regaled themselves ; while Blanche and 
H^san remained wiA their patient. 

The Countess sulkily, though silently, 
resented the smallness of the military party 
sent to her assistance, though this was but one 
of the many mortifications to which ehe was 
tibia night doomed ; for the jovial troopers 
did' not consider themselves half qualified to 
pronounce upon the quality of the far-famed 
double ale of the Abbey of the Holy Cross, 
when a mounted messenger brougnt a sum- 
mons to their’ commander, from a neigh- 
bouring magistrate, to come promptly to tlie 
defence of another place threatened by the 
Stoke Delamere rioters ; nor could the indig- 
nation of the Countess be disguised, when 
the commanding officer-— himself a scion of 
Norman nobility— hastened their departure 
from her almost untasted hospitalities, to the 
protecUon of some trumpery cotton-factories, 
a few miles down the vi^ey, respectfully 
stating, that he was bound instantly to 
obey the orders jof tbic civil magistrate, of 
Mr. Jervis Yates. 

It was long past her usual hour on that 
memorable night before the Countess was 
undressed, put to bed, and had received her 
Madeira-whey from her faithful Martin. 

Is Lady Blanche in bed ? You tell me 
the poor boy’s arm is properly set, and that 
magistrate person gone with Ms followers.” 

<< Yq 9 , my lady ; and 1 trust in a gracious 
Providence, my lady, that the prayers of 
your faith&l servants, my lady, may prevent 
the gout—” 

There must he family-prayers, thanks- 
giving, in the hall to-moirow, at twelve 
precisely,” interrupted the Countess, **for 
my signal deliverance from this most guilty 
l^d horrible attempt. Let the servants be 
warned, and see that the stat^ apartments 
axe in order. Doubtless there will be distin- 
guisihed visitero at the Abbey to-morrow. 
Many wiU sympathise with me in this 
calamity. 0 MartiD, what will society — 
what ruined, unhappy England come to, 
between poachers and weavers 1 Well might 
the immoriid Pitt exclaim in hfs dying hour, 
^0 my coxmtfy I my country ! ^ ” 

The afiticted Cbuntess ewsUowed the final 
gulp of her wine-whey, and tacked up 
for the night, to digest her gmii and chagrin 


in swan-down blankets and satin coverlets, 

^der a coroneted pa&opy.^ ‘ 


OHAFTSR VI. 

Oases of OonsHence* 

The consequences of that fire were many 
and various, which, to her dying day. Lady 
Delamere persisted in attributing to that 
omnipresent, and, it would seem to some 
imaginations, that omniscient miscreant 
Swing. In ilie first place, it brought an 
influx of the provincial nobility and gentry 
— from the Lord Lieutenant, the Right 
Honourable the Earl of Fanfaronade, and 
his Countess, downwards — with congratula- 
tions, condolences, friendly ofPers of service, 
and of leagues *for mutual protection ; and 
with the expression of warm sympathy in 
this undoubted conspiracy against the aristo- 
cracy, and extravagant praises of the high 
spirit displayed by the noble sufierer. Its 
future consequences were, inextricably- 
ravelled accounts, numerous petty prosecu- 
tions of tenantiy, an expensive chancery 
suit, long afterwaids instituted by the heirs 
of Mr. Grimshaw against Blanche < Countess 
of Delamere, and the loss uf large unascer- 
tained balances of repts. 

Awkward or impertinent as Blanche had 
latterly been on tlie previous night, the 
marks of her instinctive attachment to her 
deserted grandmother wem not forgotten hy 
that lady ; and on the day yf general gratu- 
lation, Lady Blanche behaved so well, and 
was 80 much commended by * the noble 
visiters, for improved growth and appearance, 
propossessing manners^ and a decided reseuk- 
blance to the Delamere family, that she had 
never before been so high in favour. A 
proper governess was forthwith to be engaged 
for her, on the recommendation of the noble 
governess of an ** illustrious ^^personage 
the Arab was to be sent home to lus own 
country; Blanche was to have her hair 
turned up, wear longer petticoats, and be 
confirmed^ along with some junior branches 
of the neighbouring noble families. 

The Countess, in the plenitude of hex 
exultation, also declared that she had re- 
solved to provide for Frederick Leighton, 
either in tfa^ army or the church, whichever 
was found most suited to his genius. With 
this last piece of inteUigenoe, which she had 
picked up with her usual quickness, the 
Lady Blanche flew back to ^e bedside of 
the patient, whom the Countess had herself 
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condeicendad to tbit thot morning, tiioiigh 
Blanche had been prohibited the indulgence. 

Be a Boldier, Fred., if you cannot be a 
great man. Do not, HaiBan eays, be a priest 
— ^to do religion, and flatter, mid imbibe, and 
play cards all day with old women like 
grandmamma,” was the earnest exhortation 
of Lady Blanche. 

1 would rather be a scholar,” said the 
mild youth. But do, Lady Blanche, leave^ 
me ; the Countess will be so displeased with 
you foi: being here against her orders.” 

“ Then you don*t like me near you, Fred.; 
you like Lucy better ; you do not love me to 
be with you, to watch you, and give you 
drink.” The boy sighed, and turned away 
his head. 

‘‘ I wish you loved me as 1 love you, Fred. ; 
but you won’t look at me^then 1 don’t care 
for you either.*’ The Lady Blanche walked 
off, in disdain, and in sorrowful anger. She 
sought Hassan, to tell liim of her causes of 
grief ; but found she could not now teU him 
that Fred, did not love her ; so slie proposed 
that they should have a gallop to the Stoke 
Delamere gate, to hear of the rescued poacher. 
It was long past her ordinary hour of exercise, 
but sbe resolved to go ; and the Arab never 
baulked her in any wild wish, though in 
! violation of all established rules. Blanche 
stole, back to her nursery for her riding- whip, 

I which happened to be there, and also to be 
* friends with Fred., if he asked her ; for a 
quarrel of above five minutes with any one 
i^e loved, and, above all, with him, lay like 
a dead-weight on the liuart of our heroine. 

Aunt Simpson, frmn the laundry, was with 
him, and little Lucy— -the pretty, fair, and 
•fairy Lucy, — wasprattlingto him, and holding 
his hand. The heiress stole back unperceived, 
silently mounted her pony, and soon far out- 
rode even the fleet pace of Hassan. 

When he overtook her, he found her 
stretched, & If dead, in the patli, beside what 
he believed a poacher’s great-coat and a dark 
lantern, which had probably startled the 
pony. The wmid, at this sight, seemed a 
blank to riie Arab. ^&e had, however, re- 
covered long before he got her home, and 
merely said she was sle^y-Hbe ^uld like 
to sleep. The greatest alam aa4 distress 
pervad^ the establishment. The xieal conse- 
quence of the little heiress had never been 
felt till now. It might now have 
thought that the Countess had no object in 
existence save her grauddflld, fbr wiMe 
preservation lieaven and earth were 
The family surgeons, three in numb«r^iihe 


Fanfaronade family surgeon— the “very able” 
medical friend of Mr. Jervis Yates^ were all 
in turn eagerly welcomed. The||r learned 
fears, diverted from the brain, $n^y zest^ 
on “ injury to the spine.” 

Perfect inaction, a constantly recumbent 
posture, was the cruel sentence, after long 
consultations, pronounced upon the lively, 
restless, and quick-spirited girl ; and rigidly 
was it enforced by the entire honseliold. In 
the accession of the Lady Blanche, eveiy one 
placed hopes, and no one knew what might 
befall to pkee and perquisite under the 
regime of the unknown Irish boy and his 
motlier. 

The Countess, horrified by the idea of the 
death of "liar lieiress, or of her possible de- 
formity — deformity which might prove an 
obstacle to her marriage — to the greatest of 
earthly interests, the lineal transmission of 
the family honours— yielded to, or anticipated 
her every wish. Her early kind friend, 
Mrs. Simpson, was, at her desire, pema- 
nently placed in her apartments, as her 
principal attendant. The pretty, gentle, 
little Lucy was engaged as her playmate ; 
and Frederick Leighton, until he waa sent 
to the University, was her daily reader and 
master of design ; Dr. Hayley taking long 
spells of the same duty. 

Hassan alone, tlie wild Arab, faneied it 
cruelty, perhaps designing cruelty of tlm 
Franks, to fasten his companion, his wild 
gazelle, his graceful antelope, all day long, 
Ukc a dried mummy, to a board. He be- 
came more and more moody and dissatisfied 
— ^lie was not fitted for an in-door attendant ; 
and, though the Lady Blanche affectionately 
received his daily visits, their inter^urse 
began to be less happy. Her mtellect 
was rapidly expanuiug — new thoughts and 
images were with her rapidjy accumulating, 
while the mind of* the Arab was as com- 
pletely stereotyped as that oi the Englisli 
CkuntesB. As his influence with the hope of 
the house appeared to declms, Mrs. Martin 
became saucy to him, and Mr. Browne surly ; 
and, on several occasions, the fiery Hass^ 
had half drawn his dagger, and u|M)n one he 
used it. Blanche clung to him still ; and it 
was, perhaps, fortunate that the desire to 
part came on his own side. During atedioiis 
and severe winter, which nearly precluded 
out-door pursuits, now his only plesauie ui 
Skgland, Hassan was seized the heme- 
riekness— with tiiat indescribable, langnish- 
,ing dedm, that unappeasi^ yean^ for 
}ioine and kindred, to which medidne has 
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given a naine> though nature alone affords 
the remedy. He was Anally sent homi» with 
liberal presents, and an annuity which, in 
his own country, made Hassan a sort of 
chief. 

It was not until the eve of his departui'e, 
that the Arab secretly conunitted to his 
young mistress a sacred trust, which he had 
cherij^ed with Mahommedan fidelity, — 
namely, every scrap of the writings which 
had been in her father’s possession at his 
death; among which, were her mother’s 
diary and daily con*espondence while a girl, 
the reader of the Countess ; and that good 
graVidfather’s letters, of whom Mi*s. Simpson 
delighted to tell her, that virtuous pastor of 
Stoke Delamere. Her grandfatlier’s daily 
familiar notes of counsel and direction for 
his daughter’s studies and conduct, and the 
open, affectionate, and cordial, and often play- 
ful interchange of mind and heart between 
father and daughter, were now all in her pos- 
session. What precious treasures, as Blanche 
came to consider them ! One sealed packet 
was addressed, ^^To my daughter, Blanche 
Georgiana, to l>e read when she shall be 
seventeen.” Blanche pressed it to her lips. 

Though occupied by these parting ^s, 
the Lady Blanche wept a long day for the 
loss of the giver, her “ Arab friend,” who, 
in exchange for a lock of her hair, had be- 
stowed upon her the precious amulet brought 
trdm Mecca by his grandsire. From mingled 
sentiment and superstition, Blanche secretly 
wore this charm in an armlet, till old 
dnough to smile at the fond folly, and, 
alas! to sigh at the discovery that it was 
one. 

The Lady Blanche was soon left yet more 
to her own resources. Frederick Leighton 
was away at his college, and Lucy with an 
aunt in Chester, who wished to adopt her ; Dr. 
Hayley was at his living, and the Countess 
gouty, rheumatic, feeble, peevish, and repin- 
ing. The fiat of the physicians still heift 
Blanche recumbent, allowing her only a 
couple of hours a-day for carriage exercise. 
It Was a trying discipline for one with health 
so goody and aitoal qnrits so high, and whose 
former existende had been nearly that ^^of a 
dweller out of doors.^’ Reclining, she could 
now work, eing,'diaw> play with and arrange 
thofiowers heaped upon ^d around her 
bed, or her couch, or fiobr, on which ahe 
was condemned to lie extended ibr hours. 
But soon her bunness^ her pursuit, her en- < 
grossing pleasure or pasaioii, was reading, 
followed in a very irregulai!^ and desultory 


manner, but with entiiusiastic ardour, incom- 
prehensible to all around her, except Frederick 
Ldghton. ** Save for books,” was her speech 
to him in aftertimes, 1 should, under medi- 
cal torture, have ^coine a maniac or an 
idiot : blessinge be with them, my preservers! 
my comforters !” 

Of ‘‘Mr. I^Vederick” so flattering were 
the accounts of his tutors to Dr. Hayley, 
that the Countess resolved to have him yet 
Archbishop of Canterbury 4 but he was first 
to be constituted, when qualified for the 
important office, her domestic chaplain and 
private secretary. In the meanwhile, he 
was employed, at every recess, in directing 
or rather sharing the studies of the alleged 
invalid, Lady Blanche, and as her language- 
master. In general literature she had, he 
said, far outstrfpped him, which was pro- 
bably true ; for she had read lovingly in the 
light of her mother’s often gay and girlish, 
but heart-inspired criticism, oud of her 
grandfatlier’s profound and eloquent com- 
mentaries on those favoured works which 
were at first, on this account, the volumes 
most fondly cherished by his young descen- 
dant. In this weary, sad, but most impor- 
tant interval, when the habits of lier mind 
were strongly and rapidly forming, Blanche 
owed much to her humble friend Mrs, Simp- 
son. This matron was a Quakeress, well 
and solidly, though plainly educated, who 
had been thrust beyond the pale by the 
Friends for a love-match, which, however, 
she had not yet, when past middle age, 
repented. On being left a young and desti- 
"tute widow, her exquisite skill as a«laundrcss 
and sempstress had recommended her, spite of 
dissent, to the housekeeper at the Abbey ; and 
for many years she had reigned matron para- 
mount of lawn and linen, and independent 
mistress of the romantic and comfortable 
residence within the Park, a cottage om^c 
called** the Laundry,” She had moreover 
been, strange as was the fact in a great 
house, universally beloved and esteemed. 
There were some, things remarkable in her 
history — she had saved money, and refused 
several offers of marriage from persons of 
consideration in the Countess’s establishment ; 
and while duly performing her appointed 
business, she had cultivated her mind. It 
was, however, her ^motherly kindness of 
manner, and perhaps her pretty tales and 
ballads, that first won the. heart of Blanche; 
aiid ceiWnly neither her acquired knowledge, 
nwyet her high moral principles or singular 
reli^ous opimons. These, indeed, she kept 
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to herself, and let her life and conversation 
declare them. 

In iliis humble matron Blanche found a 
friend to vrhom she could conununicate her 
doubts and intrust her distresses, and A\’ith 
whom she could even converse about her 
books and her projects for the future. Ko 
one could manage the Lady Blanche, the 
petted, wayward, capricious heiress, save the 
Quakeress; and, with her, Blanche, affec-. 
tionate and docile, required very little 
management. 

^ I obey my grandmother because it is my 
duty, and I will not grieve her, and my good 
Dr. Hush-l^ never exacts oMience,” said 
she one day to her young tutor, now become 
Mr. Frederick Leighton ; but I obey ma 
honne ** — her caressing name for her humble 
friend — " because I defer to her clear judg- 
ment and sti'ong intellect, and know that 
slie loves me for myself, and to do right for 
its own sake ; and ^because it gives me such 
pleasure — oh! such heartfelt pleasure — to 
comply with the wishes of those I love — of 
those whom my compliance can render 
happy. . , . They are not many.” 

'J'his was spoken iu a melancholy tone — 
melancholy for one so young and so much 
tile darling of fortune ; one naturally so 
gay, so aifectionate — to whose feet, to do 
homage to whose charms and high endow- | 
ments, all that was noble, or great, or illus- 
trious in the world of England, would yet ! 
be gathered. So dreamed t^e silent listener 
during a long pause, lasting till Kollin, the 
study of the day, was resumed on the sug- 
gestion oL the pupil. Lady Blanche was* 
now almost hfteen, but she looked at least 
three years older. In her long recumbetK^ 
she had grown rapidly; and her always 
animated features had taken a higher and 
more refined and thoughtful expression. 

“ Deep, humid eyes, surmounted by a brow 
of lofty thought,” liad been a descriptive 
flight of Mr. Fied.’B, the truth of which Dr. 
Ilayley was unable to challenge, tliough he 
scarce approved its wann to§e. 

A maiden lady, a visiter to the Abbey, 
commissioned for the purpose of scrutiny, 
had written a more muute account of the 
personalities of the great helress-hepniitess, 
to Lady Blande,. the married daughter of 
Lord Fanfaronade ; a distinguiriied kader of 
fashion, and a very clever, brilliant woman, 
only half of the world, but who was, sdU 
quite willing to use a little sisterly d^lohuu^. 
for tlie advantage of her second and fhvonrite 
brother in tlie way of matrimony. , — 


With this broths she sat in her^fressing- 
room in May-Fair, ready to go only letter 
and watch in hand. 

‘‘‘Just entered sweet sixteen -r but looks 
nineteen — a decidedly fine figure; partly 
lost by a careless slouching gait.* Wel^ 
tliat is BtUl quite regicdiable under good 
treatment, and, 1 dare say, caused by &ose 
abominable spine-doctors and their strappings. 
My belief is, that Blanche, who, three years 
since, w'as as firm and elastic as a young 
fawn, has no more spine than 1 have, or, at 
any rate, than she should have, being an 
inch taller, and that encourages this nonsense 
to gratify an indolent habit of sauntering, 
and reading poetry and romances, under cover 
of study, ^ath this Abelard, whom her foolish 
grandmother has chosen to give her — with 
tile usual consequences, no doubt of it — ^if my 
good-nature and your good fortune, your v&y 
good fortune, Horatio, shall not preyent them/' 

The lady read on. “ A certain curious 

awkward elegance, or rustic gracefulness of 
manners, is conspicuous ; yet she is quite 
unformed. No discretion-^ less retenu than 
a child of seven years old. She will laugh 
at nothing perceptible to other people, like a 
mad creature ; and they tell me she Is as 
easily moved to tears, though ^ fortunately, 
are not favoui'ed with any displays of sensi- 
bility. Save for her long protracted vale- 
tudinary state, the young lady might have 
been masculine or hoydenish ; now she, 
inclines to the lackadaisical. They speak 
here of her candour ; I can witness for her 
hmsquerie. She can be positively, downright 
ill-bred. Her admirers say she has vciy 
generous and warm feelings. We see noticing 
of them. If she has a heart, keeps it 
to herself. She has been remarked from 
childhood for obstinacy, and liability to 
bursts of passion, especially with those she 
loves ; and she has iihbibed some most extra- 
ordinary religious opinions, which is no 
wonder, considering her origin among Mahom- 
medans, Jews, aud Catholics, and that her 
spiritual director, or sole director in her 
grandmothers family, is not really Dr. 
Hayley, but an old Quakeress or Moravian, 
her Jfotiter-confesBor. 

“ 1 have been,” continued this useful 
correspondent, “at your request, sounding 
the Countess about allowing Lady Bkinobe. 
to visit you in London ; but the old lady 
wiU not let her go into the world in any 
#hape until she is confirmed ; and to lids 
cere$aony tlie strai^e, obstinate, and impious 
will not submit.” 
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^*Well, what think you of all lhis> 
Horatio ? I have shown you the veiy worst 
of iV* said Lady Blande, folding up the let- 
ter ; "ft very, very fine fortune, and more 
in expectancy— a fine person-^ no trail of 
younger brothers aitd siste^ ; and, in heart 
and mind, good material and plenty of it, 
out of which a sensible Uian may fhihion an 
admirable wife?* 

"Have her up tor judgment by all 
meahs,*^ ^d the laughing brother ; and he 
took the letter to read for himself. 

Lady Blande soon afterwards in person 
claimed the fulfilment of an old promise, 
that the Lady Blanche^ dionld be allowed to 
visit her for three or fbur mouthy in order 
to have a sly peep of the world from her 
nurseiy windows. She would he taken such 
care of as never was taken of young lady 
before. “ They were so quiet in good old 
GrosvenOr Square indeed the very high- 
est circle in London was ever the most 
quiet r- no fashion, no vulgar dash.** 

' Blanche was passive, yet pleased with the 
graceful pressing kindness and fascinating 
mftnners of a pleader who would not he 
refused ; ftnd Dr. Haylcy was urgent for her 
departure. Blanche, from rapid growth — 
he was unwilling to believe it might he any 
cause more serious— had, ever since her acci- 
dent, now several years back, become more 
and more delicate in habit, and thoughtful 
in mind. Languor, fluctuating spirits, and 
flts of unaccountable waywardness and de- 
pression, '^ere among the gloomy train of 
symptoms which he observed and lamented. 
The provincial physicians had varied their 
treatment of her case, and exhausted cveiy 
means 6f their art. In London, she would 
be under the daily care of that famed and 
fashionable physician, already two or three 
times brought down, but. whom even the fees 
of a Lady Delamere could not lure for many 
days from his lucrative practice. Tlie 
Countess consented. Martin and Mrs. Simp- 
son were to attend the young lady; and, 
lest Any inconvenience might arise, she -was, 
with L8% Blande^s pemtisdon, to have her 
own car^dage. 

"After this long retirement, we may 
afibrd to dash oCour heiress a little,— though 
not brought said the Countess less con- 
fidently to the Ooctor. ^ That duty 1 take 
upon myself. If Qtoi me, it is her 
glradmother shall present jbe Lady Blanche, 
mture Countess Belan^xe^ to her sove-‘| 
reign, and his OluBtridus oeiteQirt. Only, t 
insist that, before moving, ^ dhftll be con- | 


finned. She shall not leave her ancestral 
home a tall heathen, to shame us all.” 

"The Lady Blanche,” said the good 
Doctor, hesitatingly, “ still doubts her fitness 
for what, to a young person, seems, and in 
one sense is the most solemn rite of the 
Church. 1 own I respect her scruples so 
much — your grand-daughter*B is no com- 
mon mind, my lady — that I should he 
reluctant to see your ladyship use your 
undoubted authority at this time.— A kale 
time, &*ketle discussion. — There are eminent 
theologians in the Church of England, who 
do not consider confirmation quite an essen- 
tial — an absolute essential, 1 mean.” 

" Not he confirmed ! — not obey me ! — 
set -up her independent judgment, not alone 
against me, her only parent, but against lier 
spiritual directors and her Church ! — I will 
not, Doctor Hayley, longer tolerate such per- 
versity and rebellion. My grand-daughter, 
before she stirs beyond tliese -walls, shall he 
confirmed in Delamere Chapel, as I was. 
These are not times when well-horn persons 
may, w^ith impunity, set an example of 
laxity in the fulfilment of their religious 
duties.” 

Blanche was summoned. Therd was a 
point up to which Blanche, young as she 
w&By and headstrong as she was reputed to 
be, now readily yielded her own will to the 
-wishes of the Countess, sometimes in lofty 
forbearing compassion with her age and ]icr‘ 
narrow understanding, hut as often from the 
generous desire of contributing to the happi- 
ness of one ever mdte favoured by fortune 
than affection. The Countess urged her 
purpose. The Bishop had kindly offered to 
come himself to the 'Abbey. The family- 
chapel, so long unused, had been repaired, 
and decorated for the ceremony. 

" Why make a hypocrite of me?” said the 
girl, driven to the last resort. " My Bible 
tells me nothing of it. Indeed, indeed, 
grandmother, I cahnot. Leave me alone — 
I am not yet good enough — I am not 
religious in the Articles. I am a very igno- 
rant, simple Christian.” 

" The Articles, child ! how indeed should 
you pretend to understand such things? 
The Bible ! what know you of it, save as 
you are taught to believe T* 

** Madam, Am riot‘d 1, like yourself, a Pro- 
testant \ You have had me taught to read 
— inMmable blesring! — and my Creator 
has given me reason and understanding. 
Shall 1 extinguish the divine light in my 
own mind— Strive i^inst inborn conviction ?” 
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Grant me patience ! le ehe a Quaker^ 
Doctor ? They rave something, don *t they ? 
— about inward light 1 believe. Has that 
artful woman, who has stidi sway with her 
— ^and whom 1 only retain b^Use she 
understands her constitution — has she cor- 
rupted her religious principles with which 
wo have taken such pains? 1 shall never 
forgive Martin for having introduced a Dis- 
senter into my family. What are all the 
nice clear-starching and small-plaitiiig in 
the wdl*ld, compared with bringings heresy 
into a great household like mine?” 

Blanche half smiled; while the slightest 
possible shade of contenjpt mingled with the 
feeling of the ludicrous, quivering on her 
lip. 

“Do you presume, young lady, to have 
more reason and understanding than your 
gi-andmother — more than the whole of your 
ancestors? — a child — a baby but 
yesterday !” 

“ And therefore not fit for this solemn rite 
—one you conceive so solemn. No, no, I 
■will not, 1 never will be a wicked hypocrite, 
and Jiiake a inocdc of belief, when 1 do not, 
cannot believe other than my Saviour has 
bidden m/^ in those plain doctrines and pure 
and holy precepts to which my inmost heart 
responds.” 

. “ Child, child,” cried the excited Countess, 
“ does not all the world declare against you ? 
Jivery young lady — nay, I am happy to say 
that, ill these improved times, every young 
gentleman also, publicly performs his religious 
duties. You are surely distracted. There 
never was an Englishwoman of title a Dis- 
senter, save Lady Huntingdon, to the grief 
i syid sliame of her fararly, and with no advan- 
tage, 1 can tell you, to her own character. 
A Methodist, a Quaker, — a what is she, 
Doctor ?” The Countess held up her spread 
hands in horror. 

“I am neltlier, madam. — Give me time. 
I hold to the Scriptares as my rule of faith 
and life ; I don’t understand beyond that. 
Many of my ancestors were Roman Catholics, 
and must then have held the doctrines of the 
• Church of England damnable heresy. My 
maternal ancestors have, 1 leai% been 
Puritans and Nonconformists, and thought a 
hierarchy erroneous and anti-sciiptuxal. Ih 
the countiy where I wgs born, there are a 
great diversity of faiths. My friend Hai^h 
worshiped the Prophet whom you call Anti- 
christ ; 1 once kissed hands to the Moon ; 
and my early protectors were zealous Roman 
CathoHcs. 1 have since had the great benefit 


of Dr. Hayley’s instructions, and those of 
my donne. 1 have, in these long, weaiy 
years read my Bible in the light i^ed upon 
it by the pure and holy life of my grand- 
father, and with the advantage of his instruc- 
tions to his daughter, my own poor mother. 

1 am of no peculiar sect ; 1 ‘am of the fai^ 
of Jesus Christ and of his gospel, as, in 
all humility, my reason apprehends H. It. 
is the faith my soul needs, the faith my 
heart cleaves to ; and I am not of the 
Church of England — 1 am a more simple 
Christian.” This was said in a low deep 
tone, but with an earnest vehemence which 
overpowered the hearers. 

“ Simple enough, God wot, and mad tbo,” 
said the vexed and angiy lady. “And, 
pray, what call you a Christian ? Am not 
T — ^is not Dr, Hayley a Christian ? 

“I trust you are. I'he more pure and 
holy in heart and mind, the more warmly 
and actively good in thought and deed, then 
the more religious, tlie more Christian, 1 am 
bound to consider every one, whether ppor 
or rich. I know of no other Standard than 
— ‘ If ye lyioiff these things, happy are ye if 
ye do them.* Scripture speaks nothing to 
me of a religion apart from gopdness. One 
of your own High-Church philosophers says, 

^ The more I am a good man, the more I am 
religious — the more a Christian.* I sup- 
pose Mr. Coleridge did not confine this 
opinion to rank or sect.” 

“ And does the Church of England make 
distinctions of rank ? No, ignorant child : 
persons of all conditions, boors, nay, parish 
* paupers, may receive tlie comfortable rites of 
the Church ; and, if they repent their rins 
and believe, are not cut off feom salvation.” 

“ Providence, doubtless, for Wise and merci- 
ful ends,” put in Dr. (lay ley, “has decreed 
a vast variety of condjtions in this transitory 
life, many of them, no doubt, trying and 
painful ; but with God there is no respect of 
persons. And what are the ills and poverty 
of this brief existence, to the everiasting life 
set before the pious poor, and the suffering, 
when God’s own hand shall adjust the 
balance, and the last be first, and the first 
last ?** 

^*^^d what, also,” said Blanche, “the 
goods aUd luxurious enjoyments of so very . 
brief a life? Why so tenacious for the 
privileges and distinctions of the threescore . 
years and ten, if we really helfevo that Ihb 
gra^ levels all distinctions, save those created 
by superior goodness ? — Oh ! it is a Strange 
1 subjed;, and might perplex a strbnger 
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head tibaa mine. Hassati» ihe. MalKapiiBtai^ 
has saifi to me he could, not thiah; 
^veidthy, grandee Christians believe tlieix e wn 
xeligionj) else they would^ eaicliide the poor 
and vulgnr ftem the^r heav^, and keep it < 
all, or at Jeikst the best places in it, for them- 
selveii^ exactly as tliey do here on earth.*’ 

. T^hiat'St^kijeg^ nayhlasphemous notions 
have beeu/inlna^ into this child’s mind ! ’* 
cried the Conx^ss, piquing herself upon 
d^pBified^lorhemnoe wi0i the ignorance and 
perventt^?' of her grand-daughter. /*Why, 
.ohild^ that person -r- a respectable enough 
individual, I believe, in his own way your 
relative, by the maternal side, Mr. Jervis 
^Yates, has, as I am informed by my Lord 
^Fanfaronade, at this appalling ciisis, when 
the wdfare of the State and Sie security of 
property are so, indissolubly connected with 
the‘ maintenance of the Church, publicly 
ruiounoed dissent, and returned to its bosom. 
— child, 1 have long borne with your 
ignorance and petulance -r and sliall 1 say 
presumption— from reflecting upon , your 
dUiadvatitages in childhood, and that you 


matter in her own earnest and simple way, 
drawing her charpost arrows from the quiver 
of Milton, whose prose writings, lauded and 
quoted in her grandfather s letters, given to her 
by Frederick Leighton, when he had last gone 
to college, had, for some months back, with 
some pieces of Robert Hall and of Foster, 
been tlio private study of her recumbent 
solitude. ’ 

Jejune as the remarks of bis catechumen 
might be, many of them w'ere perplexing to 
the good, Doctor, who, fa&ing to move 

the ^ understanding of his disciple, wisely 
rested his case on an appeal to her heart, in 
behalf of her “ aged and pipus grandmother,” 
ivhose peace of min^luid happiness depended 
so much on her compliance with " the cere- 
mony.” 

He carried hh point ; only “the ceremony” 
was to be delayed for a few months, until 
his instructions had brought the young lady 
to a more suitable frame of mind, and take 
place immediately after Easter, and before 
she went to London. 

Both ladies looked fonvard with some 


were full ten years old .heiore you were 
taught your catechism. 1 leave the Doctor 
to converse with you. But , confirmed you 
shall be. It is your duty ; it becomes your 
condition as my apparent heiress; and it 
cannot be longer delayed,’* The Countess 
swept off in her grandest manner. 

Good Dr. Hayley was any thing but an 
overbearing and pertinacious, and much less a 
plirseouting priest ; for, though he every day 
more and more abhorred dissent, he loved 
bis ease ; and was more likely, in ordinary 
times, to liaye erred upon side of in- 
difference and laxness than of strictness and 
severity in, “mere matters of opinion” — of 
" mereuoerem'ony,” as he now described the 
stumbling-block placed in the, way^ of 
Blanche.. What was it but a ceremony 1 
—and, thou^ most becoming in the ob- 
servance,* particularly in young ladies of 
eemditian, notmateri^y different from a lad, 
0 p entering the Unive^ty, subscribing the 
ArtideB of riie Church. It leads to nothing,” 
he ieimriliued; *^aiid merely riiows the 
pdoiti^ .Mkely to be afterwaiflp worn by the 
mdiridattd. Ji h certainly not worth vexing 
&e aged Gomriei» abou^ who. has set her 
heart on the per^pwanoe.’’ 

Why ^(Wd B^ftandmothei:: ,he vexed 
about a meps to me it is stuff 

cf the' consrienceip^ljl^ the uncoxiTinoed 
Blanche, quickly ; or about what I 
privately think MA SBhUche argued the 


anxiety to that period. Blanche was so 
untaught in elegant female accomplishments, 
so deficient in every thing, that lier gi’and- 
mother became uneasy for her, and,' fur relief, I 
took up the good Doctor’s idea, that the 
education and acquirements of her heiress, 
though diffierent, were more valuable and | 
solid than those of most other young ladies ; | 
and she really knew a very great deal — I 
perhaps, in one sense, a great deal too much. | 
These matters formed frequent topics of 
conversation between the Doctor and his 
patroness. 

The Countess had one peculiar source of 
sympathy with her grandchild. Enjoying 
many of the privileges Of the otlier sex, her 
pride had often suffered under the legal 
prescription of wcanen— <)r at least of women 
of rank ^ -r- and if she could not reason, she 
^ukl,be at times very Indignant, that, while 
the Earl of Fanfaronade was Lord-lieutenant 
of the county, she could not be a deputy — 
hot even a magistrate like Mr. Jervis Yates ; 
or do judgment at (Quarter Sessions on 
poachers and paupers, like her own steward, 
Grimriiaw. And Lady Blanche also, though 
destined to be that exalted being, a Peeress 
in her own r^ht, ^as the proscriW entity, 
a upman. Dr. Payley had little s^pathy 
with these feelings, which he fancied very 
ri^cttlous; but he had a veiy bad opinion 
oi ilr* Grimshaw, the steward, or chamber- 
lain Of he was styled -r* who, he was surc> 



377 


THE EDINBURGH TALES. 


systomatically imposed npon the Countess ; 
and he was the^fore aware of the importance 
of the Lady * Blanche, with her prospects, 
obtaining a competent knowledge df accounts, 
and, perhaps, of the outline of the laws and 
interests of the country in whidi slie had so 
vast a stake. Besides her large estates in 
different* parts of the kingdom, Blanche 
would, in all probability, succeed to tlie great, 
moneyed fortune of Mr. Yates, and an intemst 
in manufacturing and mining concenis. 
Some knowledge of the economical resources 
of the country and of the British constitution 
was requisite; and Lord Fanfaronade ivas 
• consulted, and approved, of the idea. His 
lordship had caught the opinion, probably as 
people catch a j)revalen^, epidemic, without 
knowing how or when, that in the one case 
Adam Smith was the standard, and in tlic 
other Blackstone infallible ; and no doubt 
Mr. Frederick Leighton, the young favourite, 
with whose fortunes Lady Delamere charged 
herself, and of "" whose intelligence, learning, 
and good principles, his college tutors spoke 
so highly, was the very domestic oracle to 
expound these legitimate authorities. A 
i-egular course of study, to be undergone in 
three mouths, was accordingly drawn up by 
his lordship, cut-and-dry, ready to be ad- 
ministered. “ Butler’s Analogy” "was to 
alternate with ‘‘ Cliesterfield’s Letters,” and 
Hannah More and Warburton balance 
Horace Walpole and Lady Mary Wortley. 
Memory was only to be refreshed in Englirii 
history ; for the Lady Blanche had already 
been initiated into ** History, Geography, and 
the Use of .the Globes.” 

“ I will have Lady Blanche intimately 
v^rsant with the history of her own countiy, 
and of France, the land of her Norman 
ancestors,” said the Countess, at a solemn 
family conclave held in the library. " But 
she must know nothing of politics — politics, . 
Mr. Frederick, I expressly debar. Nothing 
is so odious, improper, and unladyrlike as a 
female politician, save^ indeed, a female 
sectary. Understand, Mr. Frederick, that I 
confine the Jjady Blanche’s studies to History 
alone.” 

“To the polities of every year but the 
present,” whispered Blanche ; and she added, 
aloud, “Pray, Doctor, what do politics 
after they are fifty yearrold ?” 

“ Politics,” interposed the Couiitesi!^ 
always vulgar and unfeminine, imd pa^- 
cularly unbecoming in youi^ ladies of con- 
dition.” 

Shall I tell you. Doctor” continued 

VoL. m. 


Blanche, in by-play with her old friend, 
while the Countess lectured and documented 
the young tutof intrusted witii so prechms 
a confidence as the fari;her miHating ihet 
heiress of Delamere into Histoiy^asit shofihl 
he taught to young ladies. “Shall I tell 
you? I found it out qnite of inyself, I. 
assure you, from a conversation I had with 
tna honm and Frederick, tiie other evenings . 
..about the times of the Civil Wars. W hy the 
turbulent, saucy, scolding, quarrelsoxhe imnx 
Politics Womes, in forty or fewer years, 
that grave, staid, and dignified matron. His- 
tory, whose deeds it is the province of women 
to stndy, until they have at their finger ends, 
how Elisabeth was the lion-hearted Protes- 
tant prinedti^ ; how Charles I. suffered mar- 
tyrdom on the SOth of January, 1649; and 
how his gracious son was. blessedly restored 
upon the 29tli of May, 1660; and such liko 
important events, never once all the white ^ 
venturing to inquire into or reason about 
the causes which sent the one to the block 
and the other upon his travels.” 

The Doctor shook his head in smiUng 
menace, as if he said, You are incorrigible 
and the Countess, who had caught all ‘ that 
was good for her, went on,— “ CerteinlyS" 
child ; these are tlie exact da{^, I befieve. 
My Lord Fanfaronade is quite of my own 
opinion, that a solid and liberal education,^ In 
the station in which it has pleased God to 
place you, is necessary ; — that, notwith- 
standing your sex, it is your duty to under^ 
stand the laws and leading interests of your 
country, .and particularly those df our Order, ' 
which is the hrst in the state.* 1 make no 
doubt Mr. Adam Smith has placed all that 
in the proper light. 

“Though I have the utmost confidence iH. 
the zeal of one so devoted to |ny;fsiBftily ^ 
you must be, Mr. Frederick, I fihall deeda it 
a duty to look, from lime to time, into Lady 
Blanche’s progmss ; and you will Hot, I am 
certain, neglect Lord Fanfaronade’s excellent 
hint about the analysis or theme from Smith, 
to he submitted to me. Mrs. Simpson here, 
of course, pursues her needlework while liady 
Blanche studies. 1 need not commend the 
child to your best care, nor yet say, that, as 
I'hOr parent, I depute to you all needfhl 
I authority. Your arm, Doctor.” - 

I And the Countess sailed away before the 
I disclaiming or complimentary speech of the ' 
yoit^ tutor — blushing as much firom the 
urch side trlances of the pupil as at the leotitre 
of the lady. 

“Well, sir, are you to whip me^ or only 

No. 64. 
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Jock up the naughty girl ih the dark clo^t, 
if she is idle or ^sohedieiitl^ said BIati<^e, 
as he idiut the door of the pti^y apartment 
ibrmerly named the schootooni, hut now 
refamished, and filled with all her literary 
and oUier treasureii^ and digidfied with the 
appellation of l^dy Bkndie's study/’ No 
answer was retuineil 
^ Bear lady,** edlA the Quakeress mildly, 
"my i^nd Fred., fSels this to be misplaced, 
pinrhaps emel, jesting." 

" tjet us resume our task," said the still 
embarrassed tutor. 

" Oh, stiTely, sfr ; but, on pehalty of whip- 

a — wJiich, I dare say, 1 may deserve— I 
take my own way with my Smithian 
exercises." 

"You win deeply ofFciid the Countess,” 
said the young gentleman, with the utmost 
gravity 5 "but I beg pardon — yoU know 
i^st ; 1 have only to submit to your will, 
tady Blanche." 

" Every one, of course, siibmlts to Lady 
Blanche’s wilV’ replied Blanche, in a tone 
of pfe^ue, yet with deep feeling, though an 
afibcted playfulness of manner. "Will any 
one in the world over care for her enough to 
control her will — to make her reason submit 
to a more enlightened or wiser will than her 
own ?" She hastily looked up— the eyes of 
her tutor were riveted upon Adam Smith, 
and a silence followed, embarrassing from its 
mere protraction, before the gentleman Al- 
tered out — " Is she capable of this t " 

"Who is there to try her? who ever, 
sate you, ma ftouwe— you who are only loo 
indulgent to my faults — and my Arab— Who 
never saw a fault in me — has ever, in a 
kindly spirit, bestowed one precious pearl of 
truj^ on poor Blanche t — ^Bat to our studies,” 
she! hastily added, with the consciousness of 
having gone too far. , " I shall, as 1 have 
tbld you, find such things In this pleasant, 
light rea^g selected for, me, as sh^l make 
my grandmother and Lord Ealhilaronade be- 
Heyd 1 have been studying l^om Batne or 
Col^bett under your care.” 

the Countess will be deeply of- 
fended— perhaps put an end to our readings.*’ 
Lady Blancme appeared suidc in xefiection.. 
This was a result she by no means desired.^ 
" Y ou must not be momlloated, however. Bht 
X cannot refuse inys^ the pleasure of Ise^ng 
how Lord Fimlisroni^ will stare mid grand- 
mamma look. how for thM 

years t have heeh a piisdnilr in bonds, hhd 
do not grudge me, a revenge.’* 


tJHAwm vn. 

Studm of an 

Urosr the next visit of the Earl, the Lady 
Blanche was summoned to give an account 
of her studies to that paternal and urbane 
nobleman ; and she went, her prepared theme 
in hand. ** Nay, then, dear lady,” said the 
Quakeress, in gentle mcpostulation, and laying 
her hand on paper. . 

" Nay, than, dear friend ” returned the 
Lady Blanche, laughingly, "why baulk my 
Sport t I assure you, Frederick— Mr. Frede- 
rick Leighton— shall not sufier from my 
temerity.” 8he gently extricated the paper, 
crying, as she went off; 

" Is it not raro sport 

To BOO the ongiAMr hoist with his own petard 

Arrived in thd presence, and the preliminary 
ceremonies over, the theme was produced, 
and the fair student assured her noble auditors 
that it was wholly her own— Mr. Frederick 
Leighton had not even read it. This drew 
forth the compliments of the Earl ; and the 
young lady being accommodated with a 
reclining chair, commenced reading a cento 
of sentences from Adam Smith: — "^1. Of 
productive and unproductive lahoijrers, or 
ploughmen and footmen.’—* Labour was the 
first price, Hie original purcliase-money that 
was paid for all things.’ — ^Does that, iny lord, 
include the price my ancestors paid for their 
fief?— Is feudal service labour, productive 
labour?’^ 

" Certainly, Lady Blanche, my dear — 
most certainly, Countess. What labour so 
productive as that of our minds in Hie council, 
and our swords in the field ?” 

Blanche proceeded^— The labour of^a 
manufacturer generally adds to the value of 
the materials upon which he works, that of 
his own maintenance and his master’s profit. 
The labour of the menial servant, on the 
contrary, adds to the vhlue of nothing.’ 1 
beg Mr. Smith’s pardon there, though,” 
interrupted the reader. "I do think the 
cook adds very considerably to the valuo of 
the chicken she roaetH for me $ and the 
chambermaid every day to the vidue of the 
bed Hie mhkss, and the rooms she -cleans for 
me. But my author perhaps means lackeys, 
ivhen he sayt^* The maint^ance of a menial 
servant never is t^stm^ed. A man grows 
rich by eithploying a multitade of manu- 
fbCtittem; he grom poor by maintaining a 
mtdtitude tf menial eervantb. The labour 

some of the highest orders of society, is, 
&kC tlui^ of 4neni^ servants, unproductive 
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of any value. The Sovereign, for example, ^ I have learned all about the efiect of 

vitli all the officers both of justice and war bounties and prohibitions,^ madam.” 
under him, the whole army and navy, are That is well enough for merchants and 
mprodtuHve hbouters! ^ traders, and 90 forth, but of little eonsequenoe ' 

Child, what jargon is this?” inters to persons of family and estate.” 
rupted the Countess. ** They are gentlemen Primogeniture and entails, then ?” 

— they are not labourers at all.” ^*Ay, indeed,” said the E^l. ^Primo- 

True, madam. Your definition is the geniture, the Palladium of our Order, my 
exact and scientific one,*’ said the Earl. Jady ; along with the Church, the ve^ 
Blanche did not^pcrceive any definition, bulwark of the Constitution; and Entails, 
and slie» was signaled to proceed. the fundamental principle, the basis of primo- 

Though the profusion of the Govern- geniture.” 
ment must, undoubtedly, have retarded the Read on, child,” said the Countess; and 
national progress of England towards wealth Blanche very demurely read — 
and improvement, it has not been [ able to ^^^EntaUs are founded on the most absurd 
stop it. . . . In tlm midst of all the of all suf^positions— the supposition that 

exaction of the Government, capital has been every suceessive generation of men has not 

silently and gradually accun.ulating, by the an equal right to the earth, and all that it 

private frugality and good conduct of indi- possesses, but that the property of the pre- 
\'iduals«’ ” sent generation should be restrained and , 

“ When did the man write this stuff, regulated by the fancy of those who died 

Blanche, my dear ? ** said the Countess. X^erhaps five, hundred years ago.*” 

About sixty or seventy years since, ‘‘Hear you that, my lord?” cried the 
madam.** ^ Countess. “There must be some great 

j “ Most extraordinary! I do fear, my mistake — some very serious blunder , here : 
lord, you have been imposed upon in this that, cbild, cannot be Smith.’* 

Scottish writer. — Sixty years ago was long “ Yes, madam, it is — quite right, I 
])eforo the Jacobins ! ” assure you. Ho says farthei^^ Entails are 

The noble Earl seemed uneasy ; he took still retained, tl^rougb the greater part of 
snuff, and Blanche, tliough tickled, witli the Europe, in those countries especially where 

charity of true politeness, read on. noble birth is a necessary qualification for 

. “‘II. Taxation, Corn-Laws.’ — ‘Taxes upon the enjoyment of either civil or military 
the necessaries of life have nearly the same honours.* ” 

effect upon the circumstances of the people “ Certainly, — save now, in unhappy, de- 

as a poor soil and a bad climate. Provisions generate, revolntionized France,” said the 
are thereby rendered dearer, in the same » Eaxl. 

manner as if it required extraordlnaiy labour ‘“Entails,*” read Lady Blanche, “‘are 

and expense to raise them To thought necessary for the maintenance of 

lay a new tax upon them because they are this exclusive privilege of the nobUity to, 
already overburdened with taxes, and, be- tlie great offices and honours of the Stato.“* 
cause they already pay too dear for the “Certainly,** repeated the Eaxl, empha- 
necesMries of life, to make them likewise tically ; and he pompously went on,-— “The 
pay too dear for the greater part of other career open to talents— a novel, innovating 
commodities, is certainly an absurd way of principle— jni||r be the max^ of a Repub- 
making amends. Such taxes, when &ey lican Usurper, but can never find place in 
have grown up to a certain height, art a % legitimate monarchy.” 
curaty equal to the harrennm ef the earth and “ Was Hapoleon a RepubUctui, my lord ?” 
the inclement of the htavenSf and it is in the inquired Blanche, gravely, 
richest and most productiya countiire they “ He was, Lady Blanche, the very child 
have been generally imposed. .... A 0 Jacobinism and Revolution.” 
taxmaytakeoutof the pockets of the petite “And a tyrant, too,” said Blanche. “But. 
a great deal more than -it brings into the to Adam Smith— ‘The Order of nobiljty.* 
public treasury, in four ways;— —‘That order having usuiped one unjust 
“Have done with that trii, child,” siud the advantage over the rest of their fellow- 
excited Countess. “Surely a writer quoted in sdtirens, lest their poverty should render 
Parliament, and so extolled, must have some- theni 'ridiculous, it is thought reasqualje 
thing better than that nonsense, and.X tmk they ^ould havo another.*” 
you have profited by him in scanethixig.” “Grant me patience i Is this, my Lord 

\ 
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Fanfaronade^ the book yon bav^ p)ft into 
the hands of my granddaughter? Yon 
must have been dreadfully deceived ; the 
man is a rank democrat and leveller.** 

The dlacomfited Earl again took snulf. 

^He is a philosopher, grandmamma.*’ j 

ay, a pbiloBopheiv-perhaps j 

an infidel ; but pardon me, my lord. It 
shall not be said I have condemned unheard. 
Bead on, and—** 

for thmselveSf and nothing far the 
rmt (f toe worlds seems in every age to have 
t>een the vile maxim of the Masters of man- 
kind* As soon, therefore, as they [the feudal 
nobiHty] could find a method to consume 
tl^ir rents upon themselves, they had no 
disposition to sliare them with any other 
person.’ He has just been describing, ma- 

dam,” said the reader, ** how in rude times the 
feudal nobles kept a great many ivtalners, 
until the gradual increase of luxury afforded | 
them anotiier and more selfish way of conr ! 
suining their revenues.”] * They sold their 
birthnght, not, like Esau, for a mess of 
pottaga, in time of hunger and necessity, 
but in the wantonness of plenty, for trinkets 
and baubles, fitter for pla 3 ^ngs for children, 

than the sexious^pursuits of men 

• • In countries where a rich man can 
spend his revenue in no other way than by 
maintaining as many people as it can main- 
tain, he is not apt to run out ; and his bene- 
volence is seldom so violent as to attempt to 
maintain more than he can afibrd. But 
where he can spend the greatest revenue 
upon his own person, he frequently has no 
bounds to his vanity, or to his affection for 
his own person.’ ” 

^ t am astonishedr-^onfounded I” cried 
the Ewd, unable longer to restrain himself ; 

** there must be a faM mistake ; this cannot 
be the work 1 mean— Smith’s ^ Wealth of 
Nation^’ Lady Blanche ? ” 

Indeed it il though. He^goes on to teU, 
madam, how the estates were cleared, in the 
i| 0 B|anner Mr. Gnmshaw went over to Donegal 
tp hdp the Irish agent to clear your property 
ef Papists and paupers ; and how farms were 
enlarged a&d rack-rented, and yet” — ^and 
the tone of the ipeaker became earnest-^ 
*^how the wrath of worketh the 
righteousness d God, and society was bet- 
tered even by this exuej means.” 

Don’t cant, child,” interrupted the Coun- 
tess, angrily; deiei^ cant. But ho^ 
my lord, sh^ I eter forgive you for allow- 
ing tlus incendiary wfork to come into my 
library?” 


She attempted tb soften the severify of the 
rebuke by a smile. 

diall never forgive myself. Lady Dela- 
mere. I have been strangely deceived. But 
what shall we say, when sedition and secta- 
rianism may he found lurking in every thing 
we read ? 1 have heard this man quoted by 
those who ought to have known better. 
What edition is it that your ladyship pos- 
sesses?” The edition n^as ascertained. 
knew it ! This has been interpolated, I make 
no doubt, by some seditious l^otch editor.” 

Even with this explanation, Smith was 
ignominionsly expelled from the library of 
the Lady Blanche, and her theme committed 
to the flames ; and thus ended three weeks* 
study of ”Politica!L Economy” by a great 
heiress.^ 

The study of tlie British Constitution was 
deferred. The Earl, having made one fatal 
error, could not be certain even of Blackstone 
himself. Besides, Blackstone had svritteu 
before the French Be volution, and many 
things, though nominally the same, wcie 
now, in reality, very different. It vas 
therefore resolved, that the Lady Blanche 
should, except history, suspend all her more 
serious studies and betake herself to the 
^^well of English undefiled,” as the Earl 
proudly plirased it — to Shakspere and 
Milton, Dryden and Addison. The Eail 
remained to dinner, and Mr. Frodeiick 
Leighton had the honour of being admitted 
to table, and properly lectured by the Peer, 

^^You comprehfjnd the wishes of the 
Countess, for Lady Blanche. The poets — 
doviii to Pope, and no later — tlie dramatists 
as 1 shall select them ; our best essayists ; 
with county histories, momoirs, and anfi- 
quities. This is mp idea, my lady ; and, as 
a little indulgence,” continued the graciously 
smiling peer, suppose we throw in a romance 
or two — Eicha^son’s or Seott’s* He is 
safe.” 

Quite my own idea,” responded the 
Countess. 

*‘And make good use of your time, my 
dear young lady. My daughter Blande will 
be down at Easter, and will not leave the 
country without you ; so, by the middle of 
April— it is now hard on February — you 
will require, Doctor, to have your interesting 
pupil in proper training. It is with you, 
sirv I bdlieve, Lady Blanche reads Italian?” 
and ho turned to Leighton. 

”Lady Blanche has read a little Italian 
with me,” replied Mr* Frederick Leighton; 
^but that beautifhl language was one of her 
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native, har childhood’a tacigiies. She has not 
learned— she has merely reeeJkd**^ 

“1 have a smack of all the tongues of 
Babel/’ said Blanche, laughing, ^save Irish, 
which grandmamana has promiwd to let lUe 
over to her fine old, deserted place in Donegal, 
to catch, some day ; and 1 have too a touch 
of all national characters, which, I suppose, 
is the cause of my prejndices being kejjt in 
equilibrium/* 

Leaving Dr. Hayley to do the honours, the 
aged Cofintess, considerably exhausted, sought 
iier comfortable fauteuil for her afternoon 
sleep, and the Lady Blanche flew to her 
Bonne. Her colour was high ; for the palest 
rose tint now seemed as the deep rose hue in 
the usually marble cheeky of Blanche. Her 
eyes glowed, her spirits were elated. She 
communicated all her good *fortune. Her 
joke had told ; perliaps one or the other of 
her noble auditors might ponder some one of 
Adam Smith's apophthegms, and Lord Fan- 
faronade try to make independent provision 
for his younger sons and daughters. The 
benevolent (Quakeress shook her sagacious 
head. , 

Oh, that hope-damping, Burghley shake, 
ma honn^V cried Blanche, laughing. Tliink 
that 1 have still three months of delicious 
S])ring before me, and notliing to do all day 
hut drive my pony-chaise, gatlier flowers 
with you, and read, read, read — jioetry and 
romances ; or, better still, hear Fi^d. read, 
read, read, and you talk to us about it! 
Will it not be delightful 1 Nay, I won't 
.suffer that second shake*. Thus 1 prevent 
it.” And. Blanche playfully placed heif 
hands on each side of the neat lawn crimped 
cqjif of her maternal friend, until they almost 
touched it. 


cnAVTEn viii. 

Love Ttiah of ike Teens in High and 
Low Life, 

FoRTiTi^, omnipotent over mortal woman, 
will sometimes disconcert the best-laid and 
most prudent schemes, and as readily those 
of the X^uchess as of the dmry-maid. The 
three spring months wliich the Lady Blanche 
Delamere had promised heiself were to pass 
like a vision m enchantment, in the fini^- 
land of Shak^re and ^Spencer, and the 
brighter regions of her own young Bomsnce, 
began in disappointment, and ended in endu- 
rance, if not in sorrow. Three days fled oh 
wings of rapture ; but, on the dior^g of the 
fourth, the young tutor— so honouted, so 


trusted bythe Countess, so afibctioiiatelyand 
frankly treated by her granddai^hter— had 
left the Abbey of the Holy Cross ijfithout 
leave asked or given! The immediate or 
aliped cause of his disappearance, as ex- 
plained in a letter to the Countess, was the 
illness of his mother, who had expressed a 
wish to see lum ; and with many grateful 
acknowledgments for her lady^ip's muniA* 
cent designs in his favour, he leBpectfullv 
declined her future patronage. The Church 
was not suitable to his views, and he disliked 
the Army. He intended to prosecute the 
study of medicine, of which he had always 
been fond ; and hoped to turn his acquirements 
into the upir us of supporting himself until he 
wras qualified to exercise the profession he 
had deliberately chosen. 

The surprise and displeasure of the Conn^ 
tess were extreme. Here was respect! — 
here was gratitude ! Dislike the Church ! — 
dislike the Army ! — ^not suitable to his tastes 
and views ! 

‘‘How, indeed, should they! — both are 
the professions of gentlemen. So, Blanche, 
my dear — how very late you are, child, this 
morning! — this Mister Frederick Lei^ton 
chooses insolently to decline my patronage, 
and the line of life I had selected for hhn. 
lie is quite right ; he is unfit for the profes- 
sion of a well-bom man. He chooses to be 
an independent apothecary — a compounder of 
I drugs — instead of my chaplain and secretary, 

I and probably a future dignitary of the Church 
of England.” 

Blanche had her own deep and peculiar 
* causes of grievance this morning with her 
runaway tutor, to urhioh her troubled brow 
and clouded eyes bore testimony, though one 
which, fortunately, hei grandmother could 
not read ; but she Was too high-minded to be 
unjust, and she held a^proud i^enoe, not only 
then, but aU through that day, brooding and 
moody, and at times retiring to weep ^one. 
Not one word had idle deigned to address to 
her Bonne, who had sat with her, dejected 
and silent, after several attempts at esta- 
blisliingtheir ordiuoiy happy and confidential 
intercourse. 

“Tis thy hour for bed,” said the mild 
Aluakeress, who had meekly and coippassion- 
ately home the young lad 3 r’s waywardness, 
in sympathy with her sorrow, “Thou art 
feverish and heated, dear lady. Shall I send 
Martin to undress Aee?— or wilt thou per- 
mit thy grieved friend the pleasure of serving 
theet” 

“ Pll have no Martin— I can serve myself 
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thank yal” cried the young lady, pnmdly, 
though scarooly able to TeBtrai& W teanet 
and she broke forth —^^You, at least^you 
whom I haTe loved as a mother revered as 
my better angel—you who, I bdieved, loved 
me— But *tti’n6 matter! * GK)od*night f «-« 
good-nteht The Lady Blanche rose, and 
waved her hand. 

“Nay, I will not leave thee thus. Thou 
kttowest 1 could not sleep ; and thou wouldst 
be Bony to-morrow.” 

Blanche was melted. 

“ Have I been very petulant ? — sullen ^ I 
fear I havo and I detest sullenness. And 
proud too ? — but my pride is humbled to-day. 
How very condescending— yes, was— bow 
gracious and compassionate it was, in yonr 
nephew, Mr. Frederick Leighton, to leave 
the message you delivered this morning to 
the vain, giddy, perhaps — yee, the 

forward unmaidenly person he must con- 
sider myself! Most generous to Hee ere the 
forlorn or lovelorn damsel had farther ex- 
posed herself. Oh, how I hate— how gladly 
1 could kill myself — could I imagine tliat 
my heedless indiscretion had given this inso- 
lent, this most unparalleled, presumption but 
a shadow of cause I ” 

And scalding tears forced their way in 
torrents down the burning cheeks of the 
heiress. Her friend suffer^ this paroxysm 
of irritated pride and wounded affection to 
expend itself. 

“And you — you won’t speak to me — 
you whom I have regarded as my wisest 
and best friend !«— struck dumb with pity, 
are you, for the love-sick girl, whose sUly, 
ehildisli heart was given unsought, and 
flung back unprized?— How little all of 
you know her ! No, truly — Mr. Fiuderick 
Leighton need not have taken such deadly 
alarm. Oh t I could sink into the earth for 
very shame that he may have gone hence 
wiA so false, BO humiliating an idea of my 
'Ml sentiments. Surely, ma bonne, you who 
Md my inmost hoari^ know that 1 am in- 
tspable of the most unwomanly weakness 
gitiiig, warn it to a prince, my love 
unsought.” 

“I know it tmll, believe firmly— thou 
couldst «ndt do imght unmaidenlv ; ihy 
faults are all on iSie side of the pride which 
would die and nsake no sign. Wait thou 
thy grandmbthef’s mSlfanaid, instead of her 
proud heiress, thoo must be woOed to be 
won. But thou art uftder strange miscoh- 
oqption, dearest lady. Pe^ly dost thou in 
thy displeasam wrong poor Frederick ; 


deeper still thine own noble nature, which 
will yet do him justLoe. He has followed 
the oikar line of duty and honour, probably 
with no little sacrifice of vague hopes, idly 
and too fondly cherished ; and, in thy 
esteem, he will yet obtain no mean portion 
of his merited reward,” 

The tears of Blanche rained last and 
faster ; but their source lay deeper in hcr-< 
heart than the scalding drops which piide 
and indignation had wrung forth. Was it 
conscience barbed the arrow which, since the 
delivery of Frederick’s complimentary and 
simple message, had rankled in her proud, 
and maidenly, and now desolate heart i 

Gentle as was the hand of the maternal 
Quakeress, she kindly and wisely forbore to 
probe that young 1 ) 08 om, quivering in its 
first-felt woman’s agony ; and when the 
more gracious and healing shower was spent, 
Blanche had recovered herself. She dried 
her eyes, and half-smiled. “ This is all vejy 
foolish ; but, thank Heaven, no one can 
guess save yon. • • • If Mr. b'rcderick 
Leighton must needs go home— if his duties 
here were become so unpleasant to him — 
though, once, he seemed to like to be with 
us — might be not frankly have said so^ 
Did he fear that, because 1 was ehildisli 
enough to show my satisfaction at the 
arrangement for my studies made by the 
Countess, his inclinations were to be forced ? 
—or was it that he must kindly steal ai/vay 
lest the silly girl should not have fortitude 
to see him part?” 

“ Deeply thou wtongebt him in thy proud 
'speoch, lady, to whom thy secret thoughts 
do more ju^ce. Thou knowest the natural 
diffidence— the utter want of self-confidence 
and presumption — of hkn on whose spirit, 
nevertheless, the yoke of dependence would 
have pressed hard, though imposed by a 
lighter, more delicate hand than that of tlie 
Countess. In this matter, pardon me thou 
arttliine own accuser— thine own tormen- 
tor. Frederick’s healthy, right mind pointed 
out the necessity of his going. If in the 
manner there was fault, Umt was mine : — 
1 approved the measure, and I urged i^^d. 
He has dallied too long— been but too sen- 
sible to the pleasures and fimeinatiens of a 
life to him enemiisg end j[ierileiui, and for 
thee, noMe maiden!— pardon that frank 
sino^ty without which my Aiendship for 
thee were of no wor&— fbr thee most un- 
wise— finr me, thy humble friend, unworthy. 
That is dene which rime, which society must 
shortly have aocomplif^y hut only when 
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estrangement miglit Jmve been loove paiiDfal» heughtiest eapeicee^ as to ibi ii09f^ 
when hopesy^ unwisely plaee<| but fondly ofse I” were her secret thoughte. 
cherished, might have made that death to Wliatever poets and dramatists may have 
thy presumptuous playmate which to thee recorded, the dawning love id spcteeti is we 
had been sport.” opine larely found dangerous to the lasting 

“Sport to me the pain of Frederick peace of its victim. The Lady B]apohs> 
Leighton ! Nay, then, I have a right to bravely as she had borne bsfself before 
blame you— you ill understand me. No most trusted friend she had on earth, wefd 
hopes that he couid have formed in relation sadly enough for one half-hour wher. dark- 
to me— »to my own self, am-..- the poor ness and bed-curtelns had foirly veiled 
orphan Blanche— could 1 ever dare to view lier weakness. She felt as if she must be 
as presumptuous ; impossible as I am aware miserable w'hile life endured ; and so she 
their fulhlincnt might be, while the customs rose and re-perused in the moonlight the 
of society conspire against the happiness of scene in ^ Cymbeline,” which had formed 
all womankind, and most against those in her reading on the former evening, when 
the highest station — against mine, whose herliearth^d thrilled so rapturously while 
seeming independence ^ but a mockery, her youifjg tutor enthusiastically dilated 
But enough of Frederick 4 do not mistake upon the exquisitely feminine character of 
me C9 far os to imagine that, notwithstand- the heroine and then she remembered, 
ing the accident of jny birtli— and Heaven half-resentfully, how lier bom^ had abruptly 
knows that liitlierto it lias been no blessing xmt an end to the twilight reverie which fol- 
— 1 ever dared to compare myself with man lowed tlie reading. Blanche knew that it 
or woman but by the one staudoi'd of eupe- was idle to return to l>ed, as repose to her 
rior intellect or greater goodness. 1 requin* was imposHible, however bravely she should 
to reflect tliat I am placed thus high ; foi, bear heiself during the day, so that not even 
do believe mo, I Imt very raiely fed it — she should guess how deeply her afieetions 
and never when 1 am elilicr very amiable or liad been entangled. It was therefore with 
yet veiyjiappy. Why do 1 esteem thee, in some vexation that tlie Lady Blanche awoke 
thy pinched coif, petulant and wayward as I next morning, at the usual hour, after a 
have been to-day, far lieyond the noblest Jong and ]>rofound slumber. No, no— the 
matron in the land that 1 have over yet dawning, innocent love of the ieem never 
s(>en, or am, 1 fear, likely to see 1” yet cost enamoured swain or maiden a whole 

‘^1 will not call thee flatterer,” replied the m'glit’s sleep ; and, upon the whole, in wise 
gratified govemante, witli her softest matei- and kind hands, like those in which Blanche 
nal smile, “ but 1 will call thee dear, fond was plaa^d, is very easily manageable, 
entbusiast, and pray that thy generous, ex- By acti\o and > aiied iu-door employments, 
panding mind may guard, while it sustains, • and out-door exercise, and frank and fre- 
thy pure and ardent heart:— and now good- quent conversadions about the absent hero, 
pight indeed. Thou hast forgiven Frederick those dreamy reveries which are the food of 
Leighton ? Many yeais may roll away, paetdrm wece prevented and dwouarimui cm 
and change come to all of us, before we see the duties and real diibcuBuMi of the manly 
him again. But thou 1 know wilt do him part whieh Frederick had chosen, and by 
justice ; for thine is a nature to sympathUe whidi he must abide in working his way to 
with the nfiblest struggles of the inward indepeudence and dktiiuition, dispelled Ulu- 
warfare — and those 1 fear liave been his.” sion and cast down wild imaginations. Be 
^ Had he but suffered me to show how was to be a phyaidau ; and, if pomible, an 
frmly 1 could havs seen him depart— how emiswnt on«f-«*or his di^ld not Ik the fault, 
frankly have cheered liia honourable pur- Although the irritation produced by the 
pose ;-.-'but it matters not ;^and so farewell, reproaches of the Countess, by moving the 
Fred, whom X have liked too long, too generous ardour of Blanche’s nature to the 
young, and perhaps too wdl, mr to haws defence of her absent friend, kept him con- 
been in love witli ; that was impossilde^ you stantly in her mind, Mr. Fcederick might 
know, ma bonne, in an fhtsnouxae so khidly havn been mortiffed to learn from bis aunf s 
and familiar, and, until these last di^s^ se )et^ how soon any painful sense of his 
frank and brotherly as ouzb.” diaa^oaraBce feded in that noble householdi 

The bonne half smiled. Spite of thy •Oth^M^oarmnoeB intervened, and other 
rank and conventional relationa, how tme inferests taoee. The masteriy <»ganiat from 
to thy sen’s instincts art thouw«to Sti a 4 ietant town, who had long been Lady 
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Blanche’s instructor^ was ordered to come for a petty theft ; tlie mother had died in the 
more frequently ; and the rite of confirma- work-house of a broken heart Phoebe alone 
tion, to which she consented with great —the fair, pretty, merry Phoebe, the joyous 
inward reluctance, and with many teais, playmate of the Lady Blanche in her early 
flatteringly asorib^ to the tenderness and escapades to the strawberry-piokera and 
warmth of her devotional feelings, was fol- weeders in the Abbey gardens — was doing 
lowed by several solemn festivals at the well, and still living under the protection of 
Abbey, and by a few visits, strictly m families her grandmother, who was one of Blanche’s 
as the young lady had not been presented at out-pensioners, through the ministration of 
Court. The open profession of adherence to her Quaker himm. One day, a visit was to 
the Church of England, exacted from her, be made by her to Dame Waterton, and 
had endeared her to the Countess, whose Blanche also volunteered — ‘^It is 'months 
original unreasonable dishke for her heiress sin# I have seen little Pheete. 1 daresay 
seemed changing into doting, superannuated riie cannot leave her old grandmother, save 
fondness. when she is at work — field work. I hope 

« What would Frederick say to my step of it will not make her ugly, slie is so pretty 
this dayT’ said Blanche to hcr'fiiend, on now; 1 am sure I should like it myself, 
escaping from the entertainment given to the however — hoeing and hay-making — far 
Bishop, the Earl and Countess of Fanfaio- better tliau seVubbing and dish-wabSiln^ ; 
nade, and a small distinguished ” party at but Phoebe fancies house-service geiiteeler, 
the Abbey, in honour of this important event and I promised her a good turn with the 
in family annals — that step which we housekeeper. If she could smuggle her into 
haye so often debated — and which, save for the laundry, or the dairy, grandmamma’s 
my scruples, he seemed to regard as little conscience would not be disturbed with the 
important.” sinful example of giving bread to a poacher’s 

What says thine ou n conscience— whose child. — That poor family ! I cannot think 
silent response is moie to thee than the a|>- of them without sorrow; — corrupted, dis- 
proving or condemning judgment of all man- persed, ruined. 1 know not w1ictlv»t aristo- 
kind V* cratic game-preservers, with tlieir insulting, 

That 1 have taken my flrst downward irritating, tyrannical laws, or tiie des})erato 
step, and that with my eyes wide open, venial invaders of those laws, are worst ; but I 
08 the wrong may seem, and pure as is the know with which I the most warmly b} m- 
motive— to content my poor grandmother, pathizc.” 

On the rights of conscience — in my private The pony phaeton, which Lady Blanche 
proMQnt judgment — girl as 1 am, my mind usually drove, was left within the Stoke 
has never wavered.” Delamere gate, and with her friend she took 

The subject was uot stirred again ; and her way to the solitaiy cottage* of Dame 
weeks flow by serenely and happily, because Waterton, which was a little way beyond 
busily and profitably to health and mind, the village, and on the outskirts of one of 
Gradual relaxation had taken place in both the farms of him who, without the Park 
medical and educational discipline. Lady walls, was generally ntimed Squire Grim- 
Blaiiche, in her studies, required rather the shaw.” It was about the hour when Phoebe 
rein than the spur, good Dr, Hayley said ; might be expected to rest from her field 
and the Countess generally adopted his com- labours ; and there she was, sunk in a corner 
monplaces, and used them until she fancied of the settle, weeping, and the old dame 
them the original inspiration of her own stamping on the clay floor, in great appareiit 
wisdpia;u Tho heiress, in her long mornings, wratli and excitement. As the light, elastic 
waf therefo^fe left much to her own devices ; figure of Blanche appeared on the spot where 
and to her, sage and womanly as blie had her presence had always made sunriiine, 
grown, few Wjsre more pleasant than getting Phoel^ started up, half-screamed, and, draw- 
beyond the Park walls, and passingly renew- ing her shawl suddenly and closely around 
ing her acquaintance with the friends of her, again sunk down, and wept afresh, 
other years. Among these was Pluebe What is wrong,' Phoebe ? Dame, 1 fear 
Watertomtheeldestdaughter of the poacher, the lady’s visit is ill-timed?” said the 
Of tkis dispexaed and ruined family, few Quakeress. * 

knew any ^ng, a^d nq one arid good. Thei ” Grannie cross, Phoebe ? ” whispered 
father was skulkUig fnm justice, helplessly Blanche, laughingly. ^^Oh, never mind, 
lamed; the qldest boy had bjten transported Mrs. Martin is to hire pheeb^ dame— very 
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soon, too. One of laiuidjymaidffifrgbmg and fearful act.** And, stuping, Lady 
to be married— oh, to your old admirer, Blanche took the girl’s hand. 

Stephen Buck, Phoebe ; but don’t despair “ Oh, my lady, do not speak so kind to 
for that, lass.” me ! It kills me wors^' ten times, 

“0 my young Lady Countess, you who grandam’s scolding,” sobbed Phoebe.' 
was always so good to tlie good-for-nothing She will not Ite so har^ to you again, 
quean ! 0 Missus Simpson, mann, has she poor Phoebe. I will beg her not. Here die 

not shamed us all — ^there, where she sits, the is coming hobbling to you, poor old body, to 
vile, light huBsey ! I’ll brain her ! yea, I’ll comibrt you. She was so proud of you, 
brain her ! — to bring me to shame in my old ' Phoebe.” 

days. Never will i^e get Creditable place, ^ Oh, she will kill me — she will kill me— 

never honest husband ; the ’rectioir*h^K is she vowed she would — if h.€ would not marry 

the tit place for her — and too good, tiKf” me — and, oh, cruel ! he won’t. — Why did 

The wretched girl, taking her hands from they drag me out of the water, and not let 

her face, cast one wild, despairing look on me die at once, and never see the light again! 

her grandmother, and rushed from the house. Oh, if it .v. ere but night, dark, dark to hide 

Her slight and very girlish figure, and pretty me !” And, wrenching her hand from the 
baby face, contrasting with her enlarged grasp of Blanche, she writhed in despairing 
.IkcV too plainly told her sad story, without anguish. 

the angry commentary of the furious grand- The party from the cottage had now come 
mother. up ; and the crone, relieved from immediate 

Blanche, inexpressibly shocked, became fear for her granddaughter’s life, again began 
suddenly faint, and leaned against the little to pour abuse upon her, as if the strength of 
mantle-shelf, which it had once been the her righteous indignation were to atone to 
jiride of Phoelte to deck witif flowers and the bystanders for the girl’s sins, — while the 
shells, and whicli yet showed some of her Lady Blanche stood the image of shame, 
own old toys. horror, and grief. The Quakeress directed 

The vile, wicked slut!— her wickedness that Piusbe should be rem<fi%d; and re- 
will kill my lady too monstrated, though in a veiy gentle tone, 

Peace, peace, dame — fetch a cup of with the clamorous grandam. 
water if you can — and not another word,” “ Be merciful wi’ the wench, dame,” said 
said the Quakeress. the labourer who had dragged Pheebe firom the 

The dame, sadly flustered ” as she said, pond, or thou’It drive her for enough. . . . 
had not performed the required duty, when If the chap do not the handsome &ing by 
a village matron entered, screaming — *^Daine thee, Phoebe, ni}’’ poor lass, the whole neigb- 
Waterton ! your graxfdohtid has drowned bourhood will cry shame on him.” 
herself i» Squire Orimshaw’s pond I SeeT He wo’not, he wo’not, ” shrieked the 
what comes of your worreting the poor dame. "Did not the wretch hut an hour 
•wench, as if she were the first girl in the since go down on her kneds, and crawl like 
parish had ever gone wrong, or would be the a yearth-worm before him, at the parson’s 
last either! — Lori bless me, my Lady Conn- honour’s, who axed him and coaxed him to 
tess here too !” ‘ make the wench ap honest woman! — and 

The woman’s dreadful infonnation acted first he denied, the villdn ! that the child 
as an instdht restorativo to Blanche, who was his, and then swore that he wo’not 
sprung out of the cottage, and flew to the marry an inch of thee, disgrace of me I — 
spot indicated. It was a little pond, bordered Get thee gone to the workhouse with thy 
by willows and alders, and divided from the brat — or to bridewell— for my roof shall fall 
path to the cottage by a narrow strip of on thee ere it cover thee ! Why, neighbour 
meadow. The despritog and maddened Robert, did ye take her out o’ the pond, 
girl had darted across' (he meadow, ahd at when she was well in it? The vagabmdis 
once plunged into the water, from whidi she looking after the smith’s daughter, in mjr ; 
had been rescued, in less than a minute, by lady’s laundry, who has a portion will bigr 
a labourer, who was Wmming the ^ tTees. him a team ! — I ax a ten thousand paritdi^ 
She now lay cm the grass, with hei> eyes lady ; but that wench has put 
shut, and completely drenched, but, by the 1 wae so proud of her — and riie’Une'tref nbV 
time Blanche redched her, perieetly ee^ble« > hold up the head of an honest Women.”' * ^ 

' "Thank your God with me, Phoebe^ Who This is a terrible scene' for ihee> dear 
has mercifully 'preqprved you^ from a xaih lady,” y^rhispered the Quakeress ; "oouldst 
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them not letom alone to ibe^ ggrtti end ee 
liome^ or else depart and wait xne there?” 

^^Droadful indeed -^bnt unaToidahlex^a 
dark chapter in woman’s life ; hut 1 must 
now see to the end of it. I cannot feel it in 
my heart to leave the wretched creature with 
this outrageous womans in the present temper 
of both nor can 1 d^rt her. Say, could 
we not place her somewhere ? The laundry 
— dear old sanctuary! No servant £ 1*0211 
high to low dare whi^r against me.” 

The matron could not approve of this 
scheme, nor could she abandon Pheebe ; and, 
trusting all to her intolligenoe and humanity, 
Blanche, on her request, returned alone 
and within the Park gate sat lon^ nnder a 
ti*ee, ruminating deeply on those tales of wo 
and guilt, which, even in this quiet neigh- 
bourhood, had reached her guarded seclusion, 
and upon the exposed condition of young 
girls in tlic rank of poor Pheebo Waterion. 
Her early regard for her old playmate, and 
recolloction of the painful circumstances 
which had deprived Pheebe of a mother’s 
guardian care, at the critical period of maiden 
life when that guardianship hecoines most 
necessaiy and vjUuahlc, deepened the interest 
which her fate inspired. 

When Mrs. Simpson returned, she was 
able to tell that she had provided a respect- 
able temporary refiige for the girl, and seen 
her soduoor in presence of the clerg 3 rman and 
Mr. Grimshaw. She described him in a few 
wordc^ as a very young and good-looking 
rustic ; — ignorant, selfish, and, perhaps, 
brutal. The power of marrying or not 
marrying^ of deciding a fellow-creature’s 
fate — seemed to have mightily augmented 
his self-consequence, especially since the 
squire and ‘‘the young Countess” had be- 
come parties in the affair. But the price of 
a team was his dogged uftimatum. 

So the unmanly boor, who has wen her 
siinple and affectionate heart, would graci- 
ondy accept poor Phosbe on these terns?” 
said Blanche, indignantly. ^ 1 would give 
her t|m price of ten teams, if 1 had it, had 
aba the eense and spirit to respect, in herself, 
faUen as idle is, a far nobler creature, and to 
des^be this fellow. —Can any good come of 
such a marnaga?— I willtalk to her my- 
self” 

Even the beDe<Mint<^kemss wasstoxt^ 
by the idea of Phoebe, were the offer in her 
power, xefiudng, by nuatiJige, to solder up 
her broken reputation; although, in such a** 
union, she owned that idle saw no hope of 
hap^iiets, and no foundation, warranted by 


ordinary prudeniMt for these two young, 
ignorant, and improvident creatures uniting 
their fate. She accompanied the Lady 
Blanche next morning on her visit to the 
forester’s cottage, where Phoebe had obtained 
shelter. They found her engaged in some 
needle-work, whiidi, blushing the deepest 
scarlet, she hastily concealed as die rose 
tremblingly to make her little curtsy. Her 
work had been somo sort of baby-clothes, 
which poor Pheebe was sadly &bricating 
from bei^ own maiden finery. 

BlHbche looked upon her Bad,'palo, cliildish 
countenance, with deep compassion. 

Ah, poor Phoebe, you have been foolisli, 
but you ^ve suffered too,” said the Quaker- 
ess. You have gonp through a fiery ordeal ; 
nor is the worst past.” And Phoebe, fan cy ing 
this something Very wicked, yet pityiw 
herself withal, wept abundantly while iimr- 
muTiiig — 

‘‘I know 1 am very, very wicked ; but, oh, 1 
am very wretclicd too.” And her tears floi/v od 
faster. 

“ Wo are not come to upbraid you, Pheebe, 
my poor girl,” said Lady Blanche, whoso 
lieart was smitten. She knew her ])laymate 
to bo untutored, vain, and credulous; but 
she was also sweet-tempered, affectionate, 
docile, and, in spite of her frailty, richly 
endowed with that native delicacy >\hich 
seems the inheritance of the great majority 
of uncomipted women, in whatever condition 
they may be placed. She made no comjilaint 
of her betrayer, cast no blame on him; 
though, far beyond all tliat she had sufiered 
'from remorse, shame, and the harshness of 
her grandmo^er, was her agonizing sense 
of the brutality with which he had casf 
imputations upon her modesty, and charged 
her, in rudo vindication of himself, wiUi 
misconduct, which the clergyman was moved 
to repel and indignantly rebuke. On thiM 
point only Phoebe’s feelings betrayed her 
into the expression of any &ing like resent- 
ment or indignation. 

might have lefused to many me — 
perhaps 1 deserve to be no man’s ; but 
to say, and before all the gentlemen, X was 
a light, bad girl— oh^ that was wremg, that 
was cruel I ” 

The sense of injuitioe and uxnnsnly dealing 
had cut her to the sobl, wounded her trusting 
heart to the core, and b^ond healings 

Soredy, then, poor Pwebe, you could not 
tidnk of marrying the tean capable of such 
base, unmanly viUany t ” 

Alack t he won’t have me,” murmitred 
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begged him, the overseer threatened^ 1 went 
down on my knees, as grandam said, and 
he was either angry, or laughed at me, and 
said light, jeering things.-^ Oh, if poor girls 
would but take warning V* moraliz^ Phoebe. 
“ But, perhapi^ if my Lady or Squire Grim- 
bhaw ordered Stephen, he might, though I 
am over-bold to speak of it.’^ 

If we bribed him, forced the unmanly 
fellow to do you the poor justice in his 
power ! '' cried Blanche. ^ Oh, no, Phoebe. 
He does not io^c you ; he never loved i^ou ; 
he is unworthy of you.” 

Ph<rhe looked up in transient surprise. 

“ Him you must leam to forget, to despi-se 
— respect and love him as a husband, you 
surely never can ? ” 

rianche turned to her friend. 

Those enforced parish marriages, how I 
loathe tliem ! To mo they seem unutterably 
detestable ; and, to women, how miserable, 
bow utieily degrading !—• Foi'get this man, 
Phoebe — avoid him — earn your own honest 
bread. Hear your infant in peace, if God 
shall give it life. Respect yourself, and you 
will bo rospccicd : and, as a well-conduotcd 
single .woman, ^ou tdiall, after allHhat has 
passed, never want a friend in me.” 

Phoebe wept profusely, ere she murmured, 
artlessly — But, my Lady Countess, 1 should 
never then be an honest iroman.” 

In spite of her habitual gravity and 
decorum, the Quakeress smiled at what she 
knew her pupil would regard as *Uhe honest- 
woman fallacy ; ” hut Blanche, who was too 
much interested and excited to sympathize 
in these mirthful feelings, replied, earnestly — 
What shall prevent ! Other than an 
unfortunate girl you cannot now be ; hut an 
honest and reputable single woman you may 
yet he« Look, then, Phoebe, for your 
redemption to * yourself, not to the pitiful 
atonement Vhich may be wrested from this 
young man, at the price of true womanly 
dignity and of future peace.” 

** Neither a maiden to have a suitor, nor 
yet a wife,” was Phoebe’s molanoholy thought, 
while the Lady Blanche eneigeUcally ad- 
dressed her : 

Phoebe Waterton, give me the satisCauiien 
of rescuing yon froin.the farther oonseqnances 
of your folly, enimied by a degradi^ and 
most unpromising marriage. Have the forti- 
tude to encounter a brief riiaone, 
cannot be worse than it is now, rather than < 
a life-long, gnawing aoxrow.*^! leaire 3 ^ 
now to your own x^ections.” 


The result wai^ that Phoebe seluctantly 
resigned her hope of marriage; while her 
rude lover, sui^lenly changing hia mind, 
pressed his suit ; an^ though olaigyman 
was at fault, the parish oirerseer suipziaad, 
maids and matrons in constematiioii, the 
Lady Blanche resolutely maintained that 
Phmbe was in a better moral and social 
position nursing her unfathered baV in her 
grandmother’s hut, tluin as the honest 
woman” into which, at the expense of a 
few pounds, or promises and ttoata, she 
might have raised her former playmate, 

have but one regret,” said Blanche, 
when her friend returned from her first visit 
to the yo» ug mother ; ” It is, indeed, hard 
tliat the Innocent babe must bear a dee|>er 
stain of shame thap the parents. There is 
nothing, it seems to me, in Christian society 
more anomalous and cruel than the condition 
of illegitimate children.” 

Art thou prepared to say it may not be 
for the best -—may not ward o£F greater 
evil?” 

That the heaviest and the longest punish- 
ment bliould fall not on the erring but on tiie 
innocent? Oh, no, that cannot be right; 
yet it may be lietter that poor Phoebe’s babe 
remain a stigmatized child, rather than the 
first of the ofispring of an Ill-assorted mar- 
riage, entered on with loathing, dragged on 
in strife, and probably hate— the first child 
of a family trained in misery unto all vices of 
temper, if lut of life.” 

‘*Thou -nilt not, then, approve of our 
patched-up parish marriages on the Delameie 
estates ? ” 

“ Quite the reverse. If I ever have power, 
1 shall discountenance such alliances to tho 
point of tyi'anny. Jl w much happier, aud, 
to my feeling, how much more lespeotcdile, 
may simple Phoebe become, an nattered 
single woman, esnving her own bread, than 
the partner, on sufferance, of that coarse- 
minded, ignorant fellow, and the mother of 
a wretch^ brood, whose first lessons might 
be their fatheris rufilanly upbraidings of their 
motheris riiame ?” 

** But where the transgressors really loved, 
and wished to be united ?” said the Quakeress. 

Blanche reddened, as she gravely repliedr— 

Such cases are Iteyoud my jurisdietion : 
lore, real love, must be a law unto itself ; 
the parish or '^e lord of the manor ane no 
mors entitled to disjoin united hearts^ than 
to biad together hating or unooBgenial 
mlndB.” 

Bquire Qrimshaw had ^come good to the 
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parish’* for the conseq^qenoeB of Phoebe’s indis- 
cretion, and, fariher to conciliate the young 
Countess, had jdismissed Phoebe’s lover from 
his employment in a manner which precluded 
any one from hiring him. Phoebe was to 
be sent to the neighbourhood of Chester, to 
nurse her child, under the care of a sister of 
the Quakeress, who kindly promised to look 
after her; and a load was removed from 
the heart of Lady Blanche. 

But the tale of Phoebe’s undoing had, 
meanwhile, reached the ears of tlie Countess, 
through the ordinaiy medium of village 
gossip, her maid, Mrs. Martin ; and so out- 
raged were her ideas of morality and parisli 
discipline, that Mr. Grimshaw was com- 
manded to have the fellow fetclied back from 
Lincolnshire, whitlier he had gone, and mar- 
ried to the worthless hussy at the point of 
the beadle’s staff, although his own should 
be exercised on his bride’s shoulders ten 
minutes after the ceremony. The Lady 
Blanche was sick with vexation. She took 
courage to speak to her grandmother — to 
reason with her. The Countess, though not 
made aVrare of one half the extent of her 
gTil^ndchild’s knowledge or interference in 
this delicate aiSair, was petrified at the young 
lady knowing, oif, at least, at her appearing 
to know any thing whatever of so shocking 
and shameful a business ; and the delicacy 
and womanly feelings of Blanche were deeply 
wounded by the tone of her censure and 
reproaches. She retired abashed and in teais 
to her own apartment ; and a long while 
elapsed before she could unbosom herself to 
her govemante, which, at last, she did 
abruptly : 

"Were ignorance innocence^ 1 might deser^'e 
grandmamma’s reproaches,” she said ; " buf^ 
ala^ it is not! I am very young to be 
sure — at least 1 am not old ; but 1 have been 
bom into a world of sufSbring and sorrow, as 
well as of grandeur and gaiety, and I can 
neither obliterate my understanding, nor put 
my senses of hearing and seeing, and power 
of involuntary thought, to sleep, because 1 
hapjpen to be ajmung woman— a young lady. 
I cannot help reaeoniBg on what 1 am com- 
piled to fe^ I hopA my strong, natural 
sense of justiee and of female honour, and 
my true sympathy with poor Plicebe, might 
have supplied my want of expciience, and 
yet not have exposed loe to tlie suspicion of 
indelicacy. 1 am no^ satisfied that I have 
done wrong ; but t begin to feel that the 
world will be tco strong for me ; one by one 
I shaU be fox!oe4 to suriwdor whatever prin- 


ciples 1 consider good and right, that are 
opposed to its opinions, be they right or 
I wrong, and become the slave of custom, — 
like all womankind.” 

" Thou wilt not,” said her friend. " The 
degree and activity of thy opposition may 
become a question of prudence ; but tliou 
wilt not allow thy understanding, thy con- 
science, the divine instinct of truth, glowing 
in thy young and pure bosom, to be either 
perverted or extinguished.” 

The Lady Blanche shfok her head uoum- 
fully, yet half-playfiilly, replymg — "These 
sons of Zeruiah be too strong for me I yet 
shall I manfully give battle.” 

This battle of wild opinion and extrava- 
gant speculation, as he deemed it, ^^as fie- 
qneiitly maintained with Dr. Ilayley, but 
partly in fun and drollery. The 
Fanfaronade had been tried in these skir- 
mishes of wit ; but he was found too dull even 
for a butt. H er strange wild ilights of thought 
and imagination threw even the worthy Doctor 
into consternation, or left liim, like Time 
with Shakspere, toiling after the Lady 
Blanche in vain, while her bold doubts, and 
bolder questionings, sometimes half-fright- 
ciicd liiA, not so much for her orthodoxy as 
her sanity. Her genuine, unaffected indif- 
ference to the advantages of her birth, and, 
as it often seemed, to life itself, shocked him 
yet more than her wild notions. It was 
unnatural, and, in one so young, almost 
revolting. 

" Of what use is life to me, since it is of none 
to any one else ? ” would she say, despond- 
angly. " A pain — often a burden^ 1 have 
no power of independent action — my exis- 
tence is without value, not alone to society^ 
but nearly to anyone human being,” 

" You are then, I presume, a utilitarian 
pliilosopher,” said the Doctor, smiliug. 

" Yes ; but one who holds dispensing know- 
ledge, happiness, even innocent pleasure, the 
highest mode of utility ; and feels hezs^ of 
small account indeed.” 

" It is wrong, nay, almost impious to say 
so, Lady Blanche. Had Providence, who 
has been pleased to plant you in the highest 
station, no gracious puipose to advance in 
BO doing?” 

Blanche shook her head. " If so, I am 
unequal to it. Bu6 1 doubt. My grand- 
mother-iphas she folfilled.her high destiny? 
Or my great-great-grandaire, him oaUed 
wicked Earl ; yet he was far more powerful, 
and far more rich ? But if Providence allot 
our social position, it also allots that of the 
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millions on millions around us, who live in 
misery, and perish in ignorance. — Ali^ no, 
no ! Providence has blessed us every one 
with reason — and given us revelation ; and 
we pervert the one, and act as if we believed 
not tlie other— which, in truth, we do not 
believe. Who believes with the under- 
citanding ? Few, if any. Who obeys ? Oh, 
not one! and least of all, /.” This was 
said with deep emphasis, and in a tone of 
despondency. ^ 

*‘None are faultlesS,” said the good soothing- 
syrup Doctor ; few without blame, though 
surely. Lady Blanche, you judge yourself 
harshly.” 

*‘l?aidon the interruption. Doctor. I 
guess what you would say. I have been a 
safety, if not well-brought-up girl : I break 
i{8 positive commandment — 1 do not kill — 
I do not steal — I do not swear; but do 1 
not \iolate every day the puiity of con- 
bcience, and live far, far below my own 
sense of right ; iiniuedied in the evils of in- 
sincerity and seliisliness, and en^la\ed by the 
tyranny of custom and false shame ? Lov- 
ing my Creator with iny whole heart, wJiere 
shall I And strength of mind,— moral 
couragvj — to act as if I indeed loved my 
neighbour as myself, even while that love is 
burning in my human bosom? — where, 
with* some power of knowledge, and pio- 
bably one day to have much of fortune, shall 
1 find fortitude to enter upon a life of 
resolute good?” 

Doctor Hayley, even wlien aiguments 
were at hand^ often fancied it wisest to per- 
mit thesd morbid feelings and distempere<f 
fancies to exhaust themselves in combating 
%ach other. He was not afraid that the 
Lady Blanche would go abroad to the lanes 
and highways, nor yet enter drawing-room^ 
to preach a purer religion or higher moral- 
ity ; nor ygt that, in due time, the world, 
though it might not gain her judgment, 
would compel her obedience. 

She was about to be put to the test ; for 
Lady Blande claimed her promised guest, 
and Blanche finally left her grandmother 
and Holy Cross Abbey with deeper concern 
than she could well account for ; and with 
more omamoiits, directions, and ix^unctions 
than ever young lady carried to London 
before or since. The town physician was to 
correspond with the village Emlaflns, and 
daily bulletins ol heal& and alvexi^res 
w^ere to be despatched to the Countess and 
her now inseparable Doctor. 

.“Dr. W ^'s duty is likely to be a 


sinecute,’’ replied Lady Blande to the ^ moro 
last wo^s” of the Countess, toudxing her 
granddaughter’s health, snui symmetncal 
perfection of figure. 

"I have never seen Lady Blanche, 
always charming, look half so handsome as 
now. Even the tardy roses are budding 
through the snows at last.” And she gently 
tapped the delicate cheek, now ivearing the 
softest tint of maiden blush. ^*Budihng 
into ridiest beauty,” whispered the graceful 
lady in her most dulcet tones — gather 
them who may.” 

“My grandchild lias improved wonder- 
fully of late,” said the Countess, “both in 
healtli a^u person. She looks, indeed, 
almost too formed for her years — too 
womanly. Her Quaker govemante has 
some merit In her tiaining system : — and, 
by the way. Doctor Hayley, as well as my- 
self, is of opinion that it should be persisted 
in, even in town, alternating with eq^uestrian 
exeicise — of which Blanche, as aDelamere, 
is extravagantly fond. — Riding, and the 
love of horses and hounds, is, indeed, a 
hereditary passion in our family.” 

Lady Blande was ready to promise for 
every thing. Had swimming or ballooning 
been declared necessary, or a family pro- 
pensity, she would have undertaken for 
Blanche enjoying those modes of exercise. 

Until the eve of her departure, Blanche 
had never once spoken of Pheebe Waterton, 
now some weeks a wife, by her own glad 
consent at lust, and to the great delight of 
her grandmother. 

“ She ought to be the best judge of her 
ow'n happiness,” said Blanche; “and, if 
apprehensive for her, end somewliat grieved, 
1 am not offended. — But to the point. My 
grandmother has quite enriched me to-xnght 
— and Phoebe shall jiot want the team, which 
would have made her acceptable once, and 
may be useful still.” Blanche gave her new 
and well-replenished note-case to her con- 
fidante. 

“ Thy marriage gift may not be wanted 
now — yet needed in time — there is no pre- 
sent haste,” said the prudent Quakeress. 

Yes, there is ; she shall lose no chance 
of comfort in her new state that this small 
help can give lier. — You will do all that is 
proper for me ; and, pray, don’t be nig- 
gardly '—of your own property you iiever 
are ; remember 1 shall be ridb some time or 
other, and, if I mey not have eve^i ^he 
gmall pleasure of doing a little good to an 
old playmate, of what value will w^th 
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be?” She added, in a low and eameet Do know^ Doctor, I have been told that 
voice— My older, dearer, iftore iixikaj^y tbe Honourable Mr. Horatio Deverenx, the 
playmate— have yon made those inquiries second son of my esteemed friend Lord Fah- 
which may give us a Clew, yonder where we faronade, the heir to his mother’s pretty 
are gmng, upon the trace of her— of Eosal estate, and one Of the members for the 
—Eosamond "Weston?” county— But why eicplain to you, who 

have— but, alas t with no success ; and, know Horatio so well— so rising and pro- 
although I had obtained some trace, 1 fear misiDg, and indeed so exemplary a young 
that poor ^lost One is fallen beyond your man-HSo much the pride of his family and 
help.” his tuioi*B — ^who made that fine speech, you 

” Do not say it. Is it not singular, most know, on the Malt-T^, and wrot^ that 
pitiable, that, of the very few young girls immensely devor pamplilet «about some- 
whom 1 have ever known and cared about, thing, which Hatohard sent down to me, 
two (and those each in her own station the with so eloquent a letter from the author ? 
most gentle and amiable) should be thus the But, indee(^ he was always one of ^ my 
victims of their own folly; say<rather of pets. Well,” (ivhispering,) ‘‘there’s a mis- 
their exposed position, and of that horrible tress in the Wood; in that quarter, too. 
libentiousness of which women dare not- It is truly shocking ; but so I am informed.” 
think, but which fills the world with misery The Countess did not give up her atifBLo- 
Burpassing my comprehension ; which makes rity — ^lier all-knowing Martin, namely ; and 
me shudder and recoil when I should act. the Doctor, who however heard nothing that 
But we will seek out Eosa. You, dear honne^ was new to him, was duly affected, 
have knowledge," goodness, and experience; “ This wretched creature has successfully 
I have a brave will, as you know ; and I woven her toils around even this well-prin- 
diall have power. I would have snatched cipled, very clever, and highly moral young 
poor Phoebe from a life of, I fear, wretched- man. But it is all over now, I believe ; nor 
ness and degradation, and most certainly of have I, my friend, in any respect committed 
poverty; and, f&r more anxiously, I will, myself with Lord Fanfaronade. The cha- 
tlirough your agency, rescue !fc)8amond racter and connexion are, certainly, in every 
Weston from the sin and slavery of a life of way unexceptionable. And, thank Heavcm ! 
involuntary vice, if it he possible !” in matrimonial alliances the Delameres need 

The young woman of whom Blanche care little for either title or fortune.” 
spoke, was Ae daughter of an humble One might have fancied the lady was hcr- 
medical practitioner in Stoke Delamere, self meditating matrimony. The subject was 
and had, as matter of grace and of noces- not new to the Doctor, though^ her ladyship 
sity, been admitted to the Abbey, with one or ^ad never before spoken so explicitly. He 
two maiB young persons of respectable fa- was well aware that her family vanity would 
mily, when the heiress, on her firsti appear- be unwilling to sink t^ie title of Delamere 
ance in England, had been taught dancing, even in a ducal coronet, and that she would 
Eosamond Weston was some years older bemuchbetterpleased to bestow dignity than 
than the Lady Blanche, and a fair, deli* receive it. Besides, nothing could be easier 
cate, and elegant girl, whose gracefulness, tlian the united interest of the families obtain- 
beauty of person, and sweetness of manners, ing that title for the Hon. Horatio Devereux, 
the little Countess had admired with the which, in the event of his marrying the Lady 
pAsrionate fondness which female children Blanche, must, at all events, descend to their 
^ultien conceive for ypung women who are son. With his other advantages, the hus- 
a^p ii to them. The sudden death of her band-elect of the Countes^s fancy not a 
lhad le^ Eosa a penniless orphan ; mere penniless younger son. He was heir 
andto ttiis hbur thc Countess continued to to his mother’s snug estate of ^7000 ppr 
, lament she had thrown annum, of which he already enjoyed above 

away when a au^rij^on was raised in the half the mcome. Had the Doctor spoken 
neighbourhood tp ^ace the girl at school, in his; inmost thoughts, he would have said 
order to “Fifty thatit^ould be all. in $ood time to settle 
gtd^as thrown, a%ay„<^ so worihless and the ^patrimonial l^pitereats of the young 
ui^atc|M a wrete^ ; of those vile erea- ^ lady some, seven years hence. Indeed, he 
who mploy thi^r b^;^ and accom- saw no j^at twe of advantage in her 
ifor^th entiHwb airf seduce marrying afi;i which event would eflfec- 
I, thoughtless yoiingnieh of family and fortune, tually disturb nis own little pleasant ais 
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jH^fcics iiibve quite absorbed biiu, 
doubt if be be quite the sound old Toi^ her 
ladyship g^ves him credit b)r. Horatio is, I 
fear, likely to break bounds some time or 
other; but he is a very, good old yowiff 
gentleman for all tlmt Do you know, he is 
eight-and*twenty-^uiteapaipa, aMethuselidi, 
in your idea; — imd so fond of my diildren, 
t)iat I am^sometlipes jealous — if a mother 
could be joalous— that he haunts me as much' 
for theip as for myself*!’ 

The ^gentleman spoken of now appeared 
i^th Lord Blande, .who, in compliment to nis 
guest, ' did not go abroad ; and an evening 
.passed iiway, the most ei^ilarating, if not 
the most happy, that ever the Lady Blanche 
had sj^nt in her life. The conversation — 
gay, lively, and, if not absolutely witty, 
something better, — glancing swiftly and 
gracefdly on all subjects in that touch-and- 
go style which charms and yet leaves no 
distinct impression— was of a kind which 
hatf bewildered* while it pleased the young 
etraiiffer. It was like nothing she ever had 
heard or joined in before. It was, she said, 
to her “the lightest allegro movement of 
conversation— champagne-talk and she 

apologized earnestly for having kept her 
bonne so late out of bed — perfectly as- 
tonished to find it was one o’clock in the 
inomiug before she had fancied it ten 
at night. 

Upon farther reflection, Blanclie, was at a 
loss to guess whether Mr. Devereux was 
serious or in jest in maintaining her side of 
an argument, which hod greatly amused 
Ldrd Blande namely, tlxat it was the duty 
and, happiness of every member of society to 
labour with head or hands, and to employ 
his talents for the common advantage ; but 
he had seemed veiy earnest and sincere ; and 
they had already dlscpvered one common 
sympathy, in Admiration of Handel’s music, 
and /or a style of music with which Lady 
Btode seemed entirely unacquainted, with 
the spirit of Blanche had been imbued 
whika^dlil^ living with her Homan Catholic 
Mends in Syria. 

Fancy me singing with any one save 
Fred.^ or good e|d Pa^er the organist, or, 
at most, Dr.: Hayleyl” said she. “Mr. 
Devereux has, inm4 iHtle voice, ]|^ut 1 
am sure he has muiaeal sensibility; the 
musical ;part of bid nature, wherever that 
may lod^ has the Promethean 

toc^ wanting to runa^-i^O |n the hundred 
of what are. called accouijplished muudans, 
so far aa t know any thing of Ihem : beddes, 


his love of my dear, old, magnificent, soul- 
swelling chants, might cover the multitude of 
musical defect!^— But it is time I were 
asleep now, and more than time you were. 
Besides I ^idsh to be in good looks to-morrow, 
tliat the neiir doctor may not inflict more 
than enough c/ professional penance upon, 
me.” 

The “new doctor” was the most courtly 
and indulgent of ' London lady-curers. It 
was necessary to prescribe, as prescriptions 
are tlie seeds from which tlie fruit — fees — 
springs; but tlie Lady Blanche was left I 
entirely in the hands of her hostess, save as ! 

to late “London hours.” Dr. W ap- 

proved of every thing that his provincial 
brethren had done, and also of every thing 
in which they had been circumvented or 
tacitly opposed • by Mrs, Simpson. 
patient was assured that she had nothing to 
do but keep good hours, repose till she was 
inclined to stir, take e;K:ercise till she was 
inclined to rest, and enjoy herself, in order 
to he quite well ; and the Doctor went on 
Ills rounds, to tell his fair and fashionable 
patients what a magnificent, unbroken Ara- 
bian filly the future Countess of Delainerc 
was, and to stimulate their curiosity to 
besiege the doors of Lady Blande to obtain 
a sight of a greater natural curiosity than 
any tlie Zoological Gardens afforded. 

“ Is it true, Doctor, that die preaches how 
we should all work, and that she can diurn. 
butter and get up fine linen herself ?” asked 
one noble lady, a few days afterwards. The 
Doctor smiled sceptically. 

“ Lord Blande says so,” continued the fair 
questioner. “I wonder wiiat his insipid 
lordship would be fit for under the new 
order of tilings? — could he tie a cravat, or 
dress a lobster, or a salad perhaps, if that he 
work ? For^ Mr. Devereux, he can write 
books, or at least pamphlets : his fortune is 
made.” . 

“It is really cruel, however, in Lady 
Blande,” said another lady, “ to shut us all 
out from the benefit of the young lady’s 
philosophical lectures on our duties aiid 
privileges, in being raised to the dignity of 
useful^ss, in the way of hakii^ loaves and 
milking cows.” 

The exclusion was rigid. Lady Blande 
heeded little the sneers and drolling of her 
acquaintances, and pleaded the . delicate 
hedth of her young charge, and her own 
impUcit pyDimsjS to the Countess. In her 
house Blanche, remained, therefore, in as 
effectual Ceclitsion, in the heart of London, 
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as if at tlie Abbey of the Holy Cross. Yet 
the most asidduoiis, kind, and considerate 
attention was paid to the ^comfort ^and 
amusement of so cheiished and honou)«d a 
guest, and every moming produced a fre^ 
scheme for the pleasure^ cd the day. She 
had been primtefy at the T&eatres, and at 
the Opera-house more than once^ and had 
been disappointed; and she had also seen 
Exhibitions and Picture Galleries, and the 
shops, at hours too early for the encounter 
of the fashionable world ; ‘and, what was 
much pleasanter, slie had spent some de- 
lightful May mornings in rural excursions ; 
and one long day was passed at Riclimoud, 
and part of two at Windsor, with only Lady 
Blandc, her brother, and the children. 

Mr. Devereux had occasionally been her 
when she had no cha})eron save her 
home^ to whatever lion-shrine awakened 
curiosity in a rural bosom, and also to 
places of which the fashionable denizens of 
London had either never heard or thought 
of before — to a Quaker meeting — a syna- 
gogue — the Borough Road School — a Bible 
Society meeting — and an Infant School. * 
The amusement of Lord Blande at such 
sights and visits was so much lieyoud his 
ordinary tone of good-b]*ecdlng, though rarely 
indulged in the presence of Blanche, that his 
lady was obliged to chide his mirth ; while 
her brother drily said — 

“ II begin to think that Mrs. Simpson’s 
taste in sight-seeing, or that of ^hcr lady — 
for it is between them ^ may be quite as 
refined, as it .is undoubtedly more^ intel- 
lectual, than our own exclusive tastes.*’ 

‘‘Ai’e you bit, too, Horatio? — I fancy I 
pjay expect to see yoiv all go off in a hadc- 
ney coach to the Tabernacle some morning 
soon; or shall it be Greenwich Fair?— * I 
could fancy it pleasant enough pastime 
squiring the younger lady there ; but what 
do you make'^f that tiresome Quakeress?” 

‘‘ I do confess she is de trap sometimes/’ 
replied Mr. Devereux. Eleanor, could 
you not persuade this worthy matron that 
it is sinful to idle and gad about in this 
way?” 

I am afraid it will become as needful to 
persuade her to forget that Mr!. Horf^o 
Devereux engrosses a great deal more of 
society of her pupil an^ nunding than^is 
quite proper. That tizesome, imperturbable 
dd woman does vex me. .A hint is totally 
lost upon her. I must, however, congratulate 
you upon your increasing influence, Horatio, 
in spite of her. I wUl not say Bknclie to 
Von. III. 


Ida 


attached ; but she' begins to fall into the 
habit of expectingj)rou — of miodsug'ybtt— of 
reckoning on you m all our little plans.” 

And I ain falling into the habit' of ad- 
miring her beyond all womankind ; the fresh- 
ness and strength of her character are a 
continual feast even the eccentric and 
visionary nonsense which Alls her exalted, 
little head, and makes her sufficiently absurd * 
at times, speaks nobility of nature.” 

She is, indeed, a oharmiug' creature, and 
I p^phesy will make a greater sensation in 
society than many a regularly-trained demoi- 
selle of quality,” said Lady Blande. ^ * 
‘‘Then, now is your time, Horatio,” rejoined 
Lord Bland^ “If she do not nor 

insist on setting us all to very hard and^ 
perhaps filthy I could not desire a more’' 
charming sister-in-law. But the sooner the 
nail is struck on the head the better,” added* 
the sagacious Peer. “ I have a notion the 
young lady, like her father before her, has 
a will of her own, if it is once fairly roused.” 

“ No will at present opposed to Horatio’s 
hopes, I am confident,” replied .his lady. 

“ But I must not make you too vain. And 
let me add, that, if I did not believe yon truly 
appreciate her qualities, and wffiSnake the ^ 
best husband of any man in London to my 
young friend, you should not have my good 
wishes ; for she is truly a noble ewtatuVe : 
with more frank, generous heart than would 
furnish the bosoms of half-a-dozen marrying 
misses.” 

“ And more genius than would irradiate a 
galaxy of W«w,” said Mr. Devereux. 

Tlie last compliment was repeated ^ to 
Blanche in a few minutes afterwai^s; as she 
attended Lady Blande’s toilette. Her lady- 
ship was dressing for the greatest ball of iLe ' 
season, whither she went witli aflected, or, 
perhaps, real reluctaqpe. 

“ But I must show myself at li— House ; 
no one woiild believe else that 1 had * an 
invitation ; and. Heaven knows, they are. as J 
plenty as blackberries. Blande won’t come, ' 
lazy fellow, till late — long after you are 
asleep ; and Horatio has cut the gay world 
altogether. Between them and the 'children 
you will, I hope, be well amused— and how 
I shall envy you I The demands of society . 
are the saddest penalty attached to a certain 
rank in life. Among your many reforms, 
pray do, dear Blanche, reform the system of ' 
London routs in the first place.” 

• “ I will, at least, place myself above its 
inflictions.” 

They returned to the drawing-room, where 

No. (W5. ‘ 
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all admired the splendid costume apid^lvf^nt 
heauty of the lady ; and, in A sadd^ iRt of 
gallantry, Lord BJande resolved to attend his 
wife himself. The Lady Blanche was thus 
left solely to the versatile powers of amuse- 
ment of Mr^ Devereux, and the company, 
lor a little time, of the children. ■. 

Other evenings of the same kind occurred, 
*in which talk about the excursions of the 
morning, or those planned for a future day, 
a little reading, a little music, a little chat, 
and a world of desultory but agreeable^s- 
eussiou, whiled away the time ; and, at 
length, led a man, experienced in the female 
heart, to conclude, that-^ 

** A lUtie love, when urged with 
Hlay load a heart, aiid lead it far.'* 

Blanche fell into musing fits. Her grand- 
mothers anxiety for her early marriage was 
no secret to her, and had often excited the 
latent spirit of opposition. 

**1 must be married, not that I may be 
beloved and happy, but that the world may 
have a chance against being visited with the 
overwhelming calamity of lineal heirs being 
wanted to the honours of Delamere ! ** she 
was wont to say to her nurse. ‘‘ My uncle 
Yates, too, it seems, is most anxious for my 
maniage.*’ 

After her intimacy with Mr, Devereux, 
the idea of mamage — if not entertained with 
the usual feelings of a young lady in love — 
became much less repugnant. To her bosom 
confidante she frankly owned that she thought 
Mr. Devereux very pleasing, very well-in- 
' formed, and possessed of many of the qualities 
rite should prize in a husband. Above all, ' 
were his domestic tastes, and the love of 
quiet and intellectual pleasures, and of music 
and literature. She liad been exceedingly 
happy in his society and that of his sister, 
even in London ; and liked them far better, 
in ordinary intercourse, than any persons of 
their rank she had ever seen. 

** Thy heart is touched at last, proud 
maiden/’ said the Q^uakeress, half son-ow- 

^ ^ Hearts ! what have grand princesses like 
xny^f to do wtth hearts, who must be 
married foi;: the gloiy of our fhmilies and 
the advantage of our heirs ! Were I even 
independent, is free choice pennitted me? 
Below a certain rank, were any man, though 
a Plato or a Wai^ngloQ, to address me, the 
kind world— *th^ call, it *^e understanding 
of mankind’ — would impute to my lov^r 
motiyes of mean ambitioi^ or others more 
sor^ stilL Nay, I might suspect their 


existence myself : and how could love, and 
reverence, and trust unbounded, harbour in 
the same breast with doubt of the beloved ? 
While, on the other hand, how would the 
false world judge and brand the traitress to 
her rank, to fhe delicacy of her sex, her 
duty to her family and to society, who 
^disgraced herself’ by contracting what it 
is pleased to call an unequal, or low marriage, 
though with the man she loves and honours ! 
Oh, no I the world is in every thing too strpng 
for me t fti^d 1 must in the strife ever shccumb 
at last.” 

And if Mr. Devereux has obtained the 
approbation of the Countess, must thy consent 
follow ? ” 

“ Why, so I puresnme ; that is, if the 
mighty princess must needs be married, 
which, however, she would rather doiltr \ 
I see no one I like more than Mr. Devereux. 
I could have fancied something far — so far 
different;” and Blanche sighed inaudibly ; 

but it was a girPs dream, a fond illusion of 
imagination ; porliaps some broken di^eam of 
my pre-existing, some shadow of my future 
state of l)eing. — I am now in the world, 
and it claims its own.' 1 will endeavour to 
bend my will to what it dictates as.-my duty 
so far as I am able ; exalted happiness is, 
alas ! for few, and certainly not for noble 
heiresses.” 

" She will be this man’s wife,” thougjht the 
Quakeress, sadly. “ A blighted portion for 
so fair a nature — so lofty and yet so tender 
— so loving, and faithful, and womanly ; 
yet will tlie world** pronounce it blest and 
enviable ; and slie will strive to acquiesce in 
the hollow belief, and live, if not unhappily, 
yet how far below herself ! ” . ^ 

‘*Does Mr, Devereux’s fancy accompany 
all the wild flights of thine?” asked the 
Quakeress, one evening, when Blanche was 
recounting a conversation on De Grammont's 
picture of the Court of Charics, in which 
they had differed in opinion ; “ does he com- 
prehend all thy poetical and half-meta- 
physical nonsense ? ” 

Alas, no J how sliould he, when I but 
half understand myself?” said Blanche, 
laughing. 1 must pardon him there, since 
his wings were not imped in the East, nor 
yet full-plumed during a course of romance- 
reading under the beeches of Holy Cross, 
with, for a companion, a young poet, now a 
philoeopher grave and erudite ; but there are 
other points on which I have ventured to 
ring Devereux, and he has sounded hollow, or 
given no response. Our conversation^ but 
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lately, on that odious book of De Grammont’s, 
which embodies the very quintessence of 
wliatever is most false, Iieartless, and profli- 
gate in tile mutual relations and obligations 
of the sexes, makes me fear that we entertain 
opinions, wide as the poles asunder, on points 
which men and women in society seem tacitly 
to have agreed to banish or bury, but which 
1 cannot banish from my thoughts while I 
remember poor Phoebe Waterton, and, far 
more compassionately, dear Rosa Weston.— — 
Is there no trace of her ? ” 

“ None ; she was not one likely to blazon 
her shame ; she has hid herself somewhere — 

' hut I have not yet given up inquiry or 
I hope.” 

While this conversation was passing above 
staii*s, Lady BJande was amicably rating her 
for, as she said, “ rousing the (iuixotry 
I of Blanche about that trumpery, witty book 
( I)c Granimont. You men, with all your 
I conceit, don’t understand women lialf so well 
' as we do each other. Blanche is new to life, 

I and will, no doubt, yet learn to curb her 
. thougiits, or, at least, to hold her tongue like 
other people. Bat just now her head, and 1 
dare say her heart too, is tilled with many 
wild vagLries and soaring notions about the 
))urity, and honour, and rights of women — 
wliicli, as niei-e abstract opinions, no one 
would iCondeiim ; but then 1 have a notion 
she is ^ust the damsel to act upon them.*’ 

Act u]ion them — certainly ; can any 
lady entertain ideas too liigh of the lionour 
of her sex ? ” said Devcreux. 

Certainly nbt,” returned the lady, coldly; 
“ but Blanche is of a temper which would 
make her break otF an engagement, even at 
tine altar, with a man by whom she conceived 
another woman had been betrayed or wronged; 
on these matters she has very peculiar 
notions. One thing candour compels me to 
say — you have evidently made a favourable 
impression upon lier; she is, probably, as 
much attached to you as she is capable of 
being to any man, until the spirit of Plato is 
unsphered, or something in that grand way ; 
but a breath might destroy your hopes.” 

. “ 1 conceive your meaning, Eleanor,” 
replied the gentleman, seemingly shock^. 

But satisfy yourself ; that unfortunate, 
that infattiated business j[s completely at an 
end ; Blande will tell you that it is now in tlie 
hands of my solicitors. The children— 

“ Well, well, never mindi” interrupted 
Lady Blande eagerly, and unwilling to hear 
more. “ There,” kissing him, ^ we are 
friends again ; and now you have my cordial 


good wishes. Indeed, Horatio, it went to my 
conscience to have you under my own roof, 
dangling after my friend, and so flne a 
creature, too, and so very eligible a match— ^ 
and that unfortunate liaison hanging over 
your bead. Now, to-morrow, pen a proper 
epistle to grandmamma, with a postscript to 
the Doctor ; but be sure to secure Blanche’s 
^ consent before the favourable answer comes,” 
Mr. Horatio Devereux bowed acqiiiescenea, 
and immediately took his departure ; though 
soul-stricken and melancholy, yet resolved to 
pen the letter — to obtain thb consent. 

Poor fellow, I pity him ! ” said Lord 
Blande. “ Rosa was so devotedly attached 
to him ; a>nu it is so old an affair now : and 
really the children are very pretty creatures. 
Do you know the girl is very like you, 
Eleanor ? ” 

Don’t mention it, 1 entreat. It is a 
dreadful annoyance, and from any other 
quarter would be insulting. Thank God, it 
is over now, and my brotVier saved 1 It has 
gone near to destroy him. Conceive Horatio’s 
])ining for the death of that youngest infant, 
as if its life had been desirable ? I have no 
patience with such preposterous nonsense ! 
As much concerned as if it had been his 
lawful child I ” 

Probably more, Eleanor ; as Horatjia 
may conceive that he has something to 
reproach himself with. And a man’s child 
is still his child, whether it l)e his wife’s or 
not,” added the sapient and not unfeeling 
i’eer, while liis lady blushed angry, though 
virtuous, rufy red. ‘^Besides, Horatio was 
* really much attached to Rosa and her chih 
dren. She, indeed, poor thing, bore her 
faculties meekly.^’ 

Surely, Blande, you forget yourself,*^ 
re])lled the lady, sharply. At all events^ I 
don’t suppose you would wish this fallen 
angel for a sister-in-law, and her babes for 
your children’s cousins? Let Horatio make 
all the atonement in his power. My brother 
is a man of honour — and only too humane 
and susceptible wdiere female frailty is con- 
cerned. He has preperly left the affair to 
his solicitors, who are men of sense. And, 1 
trust in heaven, Blanche will never hear of 
it ; for I affirm again, she is just one of the ' 
high-flown, romantic damsels who would bi 
off at once. — How shocking thus to discuAi 
my brotlier’s misfortunes with my husband 
The lady withdrew in haste. | 

• About four or five years previously to this 
period, Rosamond Weston — the money mb- 
sertbed to finish her eduoation having htm 
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more than expended waited upon Lady secret thoughts — that an engagement as a 
Blande, in consequence of an advertisement singer in a minor theatre liad been offered to 
for a preparatory governess, whom her bdy> her, and that the mistress of her school 
ship wished to engage for a friend in the insisted that she should accept of it at once, 
country. ^ Miss Weston called more than or, at all events, leave her house. Her 
once, by desire, vund both sbter and brother whole soul appeared to recoil from the idea 
were «nuch struck with the beauty and of such a life — from the nightly exhibition 
elegance of the poor girl, whose soul seemed of her person, her talents, and graces, and 
to hang on the response of the lady, and to allutemenU^ before a promiscuous or rude 
sink into despair when a doubtful answer throng ; and Mr. Devereux warmly and in- 
was returned to her modest application. Mr. diguantly partook of her feelings, and vowed 
Horatio Devereux was a man of fine sensi- that she should never go upon^a stage, 
bility — ^all the World said so— and it is certain Her plan was to return to tlic north, 

that his feelings were deeply interested for where, perhaps, she might obtain a little 
the beautiful petitioner. To do him justice, work, perhaps some pupils for music ; bqt 
he, in the first place, repeatedly urged his she had no friends — none! — and when Mr. 
sister to do something for the girl. Slie was Devereux urged that she should try one 
very young, very lovely, tolerably accom- more chance, advertise once again, remain 
plished, and an orphan— strong pleas. Lady one more month in London, and wfif^;f >t 
Blande promised ; and, had she been a fairy, another letter from his sister, she was easily 
with the power of making fairy gifts and persuaded ; for whei’e her treasure was, there 
conferring happiness as easy as speaking the was her lieart also ! To remain at his cost 
'Word, or by the touch of her wand, Rosamond was, she feared, very wrong — and it was 
Weston would have been relieved and pro- very repugnant to her delicacy — but to go 
tected. But she was, on the contrary, a was death ; and she procured a little lodging 
fashionable English lady, whose time, at Camberwell, and remained for the time 
thoughti, and, above all, money, were fully specified, and for ever. It was an after 
engaged. She, however, kindly gave the girl consolation to Mr. Devereux thatJie never 
hopes of better success ; and her brother had indulged any deliberate scheme of seduc* 
assumed the character of her ambassador to tion. His stars Mxre in fault, or Rosa’s 
Rosa, certainly with no premeditated scheme guardian angel had fallen asleep ; but it 
of villany; for he pitied, while he admired, was 'all over now;” and no one in her 
Mr. Horatio Devereux was not a rake— not unliappy circumstances was ever more 
a libertine. He was, as Lady Blande said, a delicately treated, or honoured with more 
man of elegant taste and quiet manners — respectful observance, 
fond of literature, of music, and of refined It was very foo'iisli and shocking,” Lady 
female society ; and indeed very delicate in ' Blande said ; “hut the girl must 'either have 
all his feelings about the sex. been a perfect idiot, or have thrown herself 

As time went on, the imprudent and in his way; but it w&s all over now!” . , 
friendless girl, unable to receive the visiter And the liaison — ^to use one of those foreign 

whose kindness and gentle courtesy had sunk terms hy which English virtue reconciles itself 
BO deeply into her desolate heart, agreed to to vice and cruel injustice — was even winked 
receive messages from Lady Blande, some- at by the elderly ladies of the family, and 
times real, sometimes pretended, at places of such of Horatio’s sisters as ha'd come to the 
meeting agreed upon ; which she could easily years of understanding the world, as the 
do whikjjii^ged in the search for situations means of preventing greater inevitable evils 
upon she was daily despatched through and more dangerous ties — ^naipely, connexions 
J London by her school-governess. No dis- wnth rapacious and extravagant actresses or 
honourable advantage was taken of these baUet-danoers— until the protracted celibacy, 
assignations — ^probably none was meditated ; and obstinate fidelity of Devereux to his 
and, mutually enamoured, and forgetting, or mistress, begat fears , of another kind, — 
never once reco^aing any rule of propriety either that he. mi^ht never marry at all, 

, or prudence, this desultory, unacknowledged — ^though his elder brother had no family,— 
courtship proceeded until, at the commence- or marry that artful creature.” 
ment of winter, on a particular Though Mr. Devereux had fashionable 

morning, came to the accustomed rendezvous London Ibdgings,-—" convenient,” as the 
all in tears, and inform^ him — she durst not Irish say, to his duties as a legislator — and 
give him any familiar name even in her also an apartment in his father’s town 
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painful seeuea^ pethapA to fatal exposure ; 
and he kiiew his own power with ‘^poor 
Rosa,” and had resolved not to leave her 
until she had ** come to reason, and was 
resigned and composed.’’ 

With some effort, he liow worked himself 
up to sternness and displeasure at what he 
called her ‘impatience, and unreasonable 
nonsense.” What, he at last demanded, 
though very mildly in tone, had she looked 
for? This refined and liononrable Mr. 
Devereiix inquired, “ What could she have 
expected else ?” and for a moment the 
wiutched girl glared upon her former l(»ver 
with an expi'essioii which made him quail to 
the inmost recess of his dastaidly sphit. 
But tills was not the natural mood of Uosa- 
inond Weston. She had felt as if a shot 
had passed through her brain — her flesh 
quivered and bunied for an instant as with 
the thirst of hluod — and then the strange 
feeling was gone — and, lowering her e} es, 
she replied, almost inaudibly, — “Nothing — 
oh, nothing ! For myself, I lia\e never 
expected — never presumed. Hence my 
weakness — my incredible folly — my deep 
guilt— *lby misery, my most intoleiable 
misery! I have long foieseon thisdny — 
knowrn it — felt it. It has beiMi ever pieseut 
ivith me — and yet I lived on.” 

The childi'en were now lieaid retuining 
with noisy mirth ; they brought iu fresh- 
gathered flowers and fresh wotei-crcsses for 
papa — not gifts to propitiate love — of 
which they had neither doubt nor fear, 
though this time papa had forgotten to bnng 
them any of the promised pretty things from 
London. He hastily rung the bell, and 
dismissed them. — Not such had been 
their usual reception. ^ It was a new' 
agony for their mother; yet she said — 
“Thank jou for spaHng me their bight. 
No, Devereux — for myself I expect nothing, 
deserve nothing. But these children ! — how 
shall 1 henceforth think of them? — how 
look upon them, and endure to live?” 

The feelings of Mr. Devereux were any 
thing hut comfortable. Compassion, re- 
morse, nay, afiection, battled with ambition, 
or with what lie wished, rather tlian suc- 
ceeded, in thinking his paramount duty to 
his family — his father’s, not his own — 
and, above oil, to “Msuej/l” LordBlande 
was right in believing him even tenderly 
attached to “poor Rosa and her children 
•lOnly he loved himself— nay, his rank, his 
plaw in the estimation of that small section 
of mankind 'Which he called society or the 


world, and the means of increasing liis 
fortune and influence — a great deal better ; 
and gradually, as the point was debated in 
his own mind, better and better, until tlio 
appearance of the titled heiress banished 
every doubt, and left, as the only difficulty, 
how slie was to be gained, and Rosamond tu 
be mo# prudently, and kindly, and 
rous(y dismissed. Yes I Mr. Devereux deter- 
mined to be both delicate and most generous ! 
Rosa’s gentleness and devoted attachment 
merited good treatment at hi 4 hands. I/u 
children — they were now /tm only — should 
be sent to France to be educated, and their 
mother should have an annuity sufficient for 
her few wants. She woulll no doubt re- 
tire to some quiet! remote neighbouihood, 
where nobody could know hei, ami, ii yha] >s. 
might niairy. — But, no! he was almost 
sore Rosa never would marry. Delicacy, 
love for himself — for deeply, fondly, devot- 
edly had poor Rosa loved, and must c\er 
love him — would pi event a step which, by 
a seeming incongruity, but through a reaJh 
natural sentiment, he thought of witli 
jealous, angry piide at tlie very same 
moineiit that ho was meditating eternal 
separation. No, not eternal ; peilmjis, at 
some future time, in some change of ciicuin- 
stances Mr, Devereux could not pre- 

meditate injiiiy to his future wife, or the 
violation of his own conjugal duties ; but^ 
while his ambition and his juide demanded 
the hand of Blanche Delamcre, w'hom he 
certainly admired almost as much as he 
pretended, other, and softer, and habitually 
cherished feelings made him reluctant to 
surrender for ever the heart of “ his meek 
and endeaiing Rosa !” 

Mr. Devereux was, in short, bew ildered 
in a maze of sentiment and sensibility. He 
would have been both deeply moitified and 
hotly offended, had Rosa been able to hear 
of their separation — of her dismissal — 
without sorrow and despairing agony ; and 
he was equally alive to the necessity of that 
event preceding his addresses to Lady 
Blanche. As he rode out that moining 
to Streatham, his consolatory thought was— 
“1 know poor Rosa loves me so much as 
to submit patiently to any arrangement I 
may show her to be for my advantage and 
happiness. Whatever her weaknesses may 
be, no creature can be more patient and dis- 
interested than poor Rosa.” 

This very favourable opinion made Mr. 
Devereux the more angry with her “ unrea- 
sonableness,” even while thankful that she 
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iiad ^Tilled the cruel jmrpcMie lurking in his 
breast, and spared him the shame of reveal^ 
iug it. 

But we hare left Mr. Derereux in the | 
midst of the explanation which cost him ! 
such an effort. 

** Speak not of me/’ continued his com- 
panion. Tell me of these children. Once 
you seemed to love tliera — and I ! — how shall ' 
1 now dare look upon them, when already 1 
shrink* from the deep eyes of that poor boy 1 ” 

“ And surCby I do love them, and you too, 
Rosa, were you only yourself, and reasonable” 
And he attempted to draw caressingly towards 
liim the shuddeiing and recoiling girl, between 
whom and himself a wall of separation had 
in a moment been raised; which neither bribes 
nor blandishments would over again over- 
throw. 

“ Please then to sit down, madam, till we 
discuss the matter of your children,” said the 
now incensed Mr. Devereux ; and he began 
to recount his wise and generous designs. 1 
am aware that it could be no ffiore ])lea6ant 
than right that you should educate the cdiil- 
dren. Tiiey will he carefully attended to, 
and you may occasionally hear of them. Of 
the boy there is no fear. If he conduct him- 
self properly, he sliall not want iny counte- 
nance nor that of my family ; and for the 
little ‘girl ” 

The explanation proceeded no farther; 
with a shuddering groan, the unhappy mother 
of the children fell into a swoon, and Mr. 
Devereux, though shocked, deemed it wisest, 
on the whole, to take advantage of her insen-, 
sibility to withdraw. 

The old gardener, .who attended the cow, 
''&n‘d trimmed the shrubs, and mowed the 
grass-plats, and defended the premises from 
rats and robbers when the master was absent, 
led out master’s horse,” as in happier times. 

So Madam is to be sent off, your honour, 
we hear,” said old Robert, whom the fear of 
being thi*owii out of a good place had strangely 
emboldened. “Well-a-well ; I should ha’ 
got a warning though, too ; and so should 
Molly, my wench I knowed it. must 

come to this some time, when your honour, 
like other grand gentlemen, turned off your 
miss and manied a lady. Well-a-well ! — I 
reckons we’se get wages and board, Molly 
and me, to Michaelmas, any way -^that’s' 
hut justice. I’m cruel sorry for Madam, 
too ; for, an’ she were a ^ she was one 
of the best kind of ’em.” 

Every fibre, every drop of aristocratic 
blood, in the body of the Honourable Mr. 


Horatio Devereux boiled and quivered to the 
soundof the contumeliousappellation bestowed 
upon ‘‘his poor Rosa” — and old luid new 
wrath, and a host of maddening and con-* 
fiicting feelings were expended, in laying his 
horse-whip about the shoulders of the gar^ 
dener, who, quite ignorant of the delicacies of 
gentlemanly feeling, had supposed he might 
use plain speech, especially after “Madao^ 
had been cast off.” 

“ Dr’at the chap ! ” soliloquized Robert, 
after Mr. Devereux had sprung to his horse 
and galloped off, as if justice were after him 
— “Dr’at the chap! but I ha* a mind to 
take the h w on him, for striking me only 
for calling the poor wencii what he made her 
hia ownself I” 

The Honourable Mr. Devereux did not 
again trust himself at Streatham, nor yet 
change in one jot his fixed purpose i‘egarding 
the inmates of his “ country-seat.” Again, 
“upon his honour,” he assured his sister 
“that the unhappy business w^as for ever 
over.” The children were to be sent to 
France as soon as the necessary arrangements 
could be made: and “their mother!” — to 
her Mr. Devereux had penned' a long letter 
of admonition and advice for her future con- 
duct. “ She was still very young and veiy 
attractive, and might be exposed to the arts 
and temptations of man — if she fell^ it 
should not be through the temptation of 
want.” 

While these gracious things were passing, 
Mr. Devereux was indeed often as “low, < 
and nervous, and nonsensical,” as it provoked 
his sister to see and call him. But it was, 
thank Heaven ! all over now ; and that day 
he had spent a long morning in Westminster 
Abbey, the sole attendant of the Lady 
Blanche. Her bonne had gone to spend the 
day with some “ Friends” in the country ; 
and Lady Blaude set down her fair guest at 
the Abbey, (whispering her brother, “Just 
the s^t to woo a heroine,”) under excellent 
care,” and took her up when Mr. Devereux 
—and he was not more rash nor more pre- 
sumptuous than other gentlemen of his 
standing — ^flattered himself that he had only 
to speak and be accepted. 

He had done all but speak, and mors than; 
words could perform ; and Blauclie had not 
frowned, nor withdrawn her arm, nor reared 
her neck into her swan-like, unconsdous^ 
^and involuntary haughty attitude of itips- 
riority. At one time, indeed, when gently 
upbraided her impatience for the mium of 
I^y Blande, and imputed weariness of his 
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societ 3 % she had said-— am not tired of 
your society, Mr. Devereux. So far from it, 
I find few 80 entertaining, pleasant, a^d 
friendly.” At liis murmured, rapturous 
thanks, and sudden, passionate pressure of 
the very tips of^her gloved fingers, she looked 
confused, and, as their eyes met, blushed, and 
walked away, and then stopped to question 
him of Nelson’s tomb. Mr. Devereux was 
skilled in tlie pcethalogy of the female heart. 
That evening Lady Blande could not doubt 
that her brother and Blanche were heai’t-, or 
— to her it came to the same thing — hand- 
plighted. They sat apart, talked together, 
sang together, and appeared completely 
absorbed in each otlier — Devereux in gay 
and exulting spirits, Blanche more softly, 
sweetly, and gently feminine than she had 
ever before appeared. Lord Blande went off 
to one of his clubs, tired, he said, of playing 
nobody in his own house ; and, at a late 
hour, his lady, ivho had held out alone over 
a dull, fashionable novel as long as patience 
and eyes could hold out, playfully pointed to 
the penduky and told her brotlier he must be 
off. 

“How very late!” cried Blanche, rising, 
and blusliing, as much at her own thought- 
lessness as at the gallant, complimentary 
reproaches of her admirer, who, as he for the 
first time kissed her hand, after he had 
embraced his sistei*, craved leave to wait 
upon her next morning. 

Silence is maidenly consent,” said Lady 
Blande, gaily, when Blanche hesitated to 
reply. Come to us as early as you will, 
Ho. ; but go now.” And she pushed him 
away. “Poor Mrs. Simjison, who will not 
take slumber to her eyelids till she has seen 
her lady cared for, must be half dead by this 
time, witli her early travels and her late 
vigils, and may besides, perhaps, have a word 
of exhortation to give,” 'she added, archly. 

Lady Blanche hastened to the comfoi'table 
apartment where her friend, as usual, 
awaited her. — “ Pray, don’t scold me. I am 
enough punished by remorse; it Tvas so 
heedless, so thoughtless, so selfish — as heed- 
lesuiesB ever is— to keep you waiting. And 
why wait? Yet I should have been so dis- 
appointed had you been gone ta bed 1 I have 
80 much to unbosom. — ^For how many years^ 
now, has this unrobing hour'been the happiest 
of my day? What woiid become of me, 
deprived of our 'confidential intercourse ? 1 
can never forego it;” 

BlaiMk Dehunero, more from the impulse 
of almost morbid delicacy, than any pride 


of personal independence, chose to be ' in 
many things her own lady’s maid. She 
hated, she said, to have Martin, or any one she 
did not both like and love, fiddling about her 
person, and annoying her with those offices 
of undressing and hair-brushing usually 
performed by servants. At this unrobing 
hour, her bonne ostensibly read to her, 
though more of the time was generally cou- 
sumed in talking of the adventures and 
incidents of the day. t 

“I have a world to tell you«of to-night,” 
said Blanche to her very grave friend, whom 
she feared her tardiness had seriously dis- 
pleased : “ ^0 veiy much, and wmderfu],** 
too, that I am sure, after you hear all I have 
gone through, done, 'and suffered to-day, you 
will pardon me.’o 

“ 1 would have thee first listen to me, lady. 
I have to tell what, 1 fear, may grieve thee. 
Yet it must be told.” 

“What!” cried Blanche, while the idea 
of Frederick Leighton struck on the conscious 
heart, which now first felt that it had that 
day been unfaithful, >vhere fealty, though 
never claimed, was involuntarily given. 
And she was glad that the thick, dark 
tresses hanging over her arm, to be brushed, 
veiled her deepened colour, 

“ A sad tale-— yet one that it deeply con- 
cerneth thee to hear, while it is yet time. 
The man to whom thou hast all but pledged 
thy hand, to wdiom thou art unconsciously 
losing thy heart, is bound to another — Abound 
by ties which the proud and the false may 
.contemn, which man’s laws may defy, but 
which the God who seeth in secret and 
judgeth all his creatures in mercy and in 
equity, solemnly regardeth.” * 

The Lady Blanche was effectually roused, 
and yet inexpressibly relieved. It was not, 
then, of Frederick — what but good could be 
heard of him ! « 

“ I have found Rosamond Weston ! Her 
betrayer, the author of the life-long disgrace 
and misery which brings neither suDbring 
nor shame to him — ^thou^ her own passions, 
her own folly, should have been partly tbe 
cause of her betrayal — is the man who now 
offers thee honourable addresses : — Thee, pure- 
hearted, high-minded maiden ! ” 

The outline of the tale w^e have lelated, 
was rapidly traced; and Blanche listened 
earnestly, but with the entire composure 
which gave her anxious friend assurance 
that, however her delicacy or her pride might 
be hurt, there was no deep tenderness to 
wound, no bitter jealousy to awaken. 
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What shall 1 do £i*st was her eaj^er 
response — for Blanche never paused upon tlie 
necessity of doing something. 

“ Tliat 1 leave to thy heart and thy judg- 
ment, lady ; to thy wise and just regard for 
tliine own honour and happiness ; and — ^may 
1 not say it 1 — for the rights^ if not longer 
the happiness of thy fallen sister- woman.’^ 

“I will drive to Streatham to-morrow 
before breakfast. On an errand of mercy, 
you will accompany me : — ^mercy to myself. 
I have promi..ed Mr. Devereux an interview, 
which can never now take place. I will not 
^ consult Lady Blande ; I will act hy my own 
^iounsel in what so nearly concerns myself. 
1 will sec Kosamond ; culpable she may 
have been — but how treated { Paley ’s ‘ Mor^ 
Philosopliy ’ appears to you , Knglisli people, 
if nuC altogether canonical, yet a kind of 
supplementary Bible. What says the llahbi 
of Ch*aven in tlie passage you made me insert 
in my hook of Canons, soon after poor Phoebe’s 
misfortune ? If 1 remember aright, it inns 
this way : — ^ Tf we pursm the ^ects of sedttc- 
tim through the complicated misery which it 
occasions^ and if it he right to estimate crimes 
hy the mischief they produce^ it will appear 
something more than mere invective to assert^ 
that not one half of the crimes for which men 
suffer death hy the lam of England^ are so 
flagitious as this*** 

chaA'isr X, 

Rosamond* s Bower ! 

The bri«;ht^yed morning of tlie still vernal^ 
summer wore its fresh dew and innocent 
beauty, when the carnage of tlie Lady 
'Blanche Delamerc drew up at a small green 
portal, which broke the high vrall over which 
sweet-scented hawthorn sprays and blooms, 
and the gorgeous flowers of the horse-chestnut, 
were sheddijgg a luxuriance of floral loveliness. 
It had cost the seivants some trouble to 
discover the sequestered residence by any 
address tliat Blanche or her governess could 
imagine as appropriate to the lady Uving 
under the protection of Mr. Devereux.” 
She could neither be known as Mrs. Deve- 
reux” — nor, the moUier of a family of 
children, as ** Miss Weston.” In fact> the 
inmate of the pretty^ detached cottage, in 
fornier days playfully named, by Mr. Deve- 
reux, Rosamond’s Bower,” and known in 
his family as Horatio’s country seat,” went 
by the most common and convenient of all 
names— that of ** Mrs. Smith.” 

From the narrow precincts of her domain, 


I of an acre and a half, or thereabout}^ laid 
out in flower-beds, orchard, and lawn, the 
prying eyes of the curious and vulgar jvere 
as jealously excluded as if the cottage had 
been an aristocratic xnansion, embosomed 
amidst the pomp of groves and garniture 
of fields,” in the lordly park of the Fanfa- 
ronades, over whose high walls even tlie 
prying eyes of the bagman, on the top of the 
fast coach, could hardly catch a passing 
glimpse, though straining liis neck like a 
crane, that he might have the pleasure of 
telling ever after, at The Travellers’ dinner, 
how he had seen “ Lord F.’s cha’ming place.” 
’Tis the worshippers make the idol. 

The suiden opening of the green door in 
the bowery lane revealed a faiiy scene, as 
the fairydoin of gentility is imagined in 
England— that is, a cottage, of the order 
picturesque, ornamented with French lattices 
and a verandah, and embosomed, or rather 
matted and mosaicked, by roses and honey- 
suckles, passion-flowers, fuschias, myHles, 
and clematis — the latter dispoiling their 
vagrant fancies in a luxuriant entanglement 
of blossom and foliage. The bright, fresh 
turf of the trim, span-breadth lawn, was 
embroidered with violets, primroses, and the 
wild blue hyacinth; and the folding glass 
door of the hall, tliiuwn open, showed beyond, 
in tasteful confusion, skin mats, rustic seats, 
and baskets, and stands with plants in flower ; 
w'ith a few stuffed birds and animals, and 
fishing-rods and fowling-pieces, slung up 
with garden rakes fit for a lady's hand. 
But the principal ornament of this saloon, 
was a very large and handsome Newfoundland 
dog, sti'ctched aci'oss the threshold, and 
basking sleepily in morning sun, while 
a lovely little girl stmwed his glossy, ebon 
coat with flowers from the stores in her lap. 
Her brother had been attracted from her 
side by the appearance of the ladies, whom 
the maid-servant now admitted with the fuss 
and hustle consequent on that wonderful 
phenomenon, the appearance of female 
visiters in a place where nothing that could, 
by any stretch of politeness, be called a lady^ 
ever had appeared — save the poor sempstress, 
who had lost some of her best or most vir- 
tuous customers by wickedly making frocks 
and bonnets for Mrs. Smith’s children. 

** How sweet a spot 1 ** whispered Blanche 
to her friend— ^ how pure, peaceful, and 
hom&rlike 1” She stooped to pat the child 
and the dog— the one giving lui welcome by 
bright smilefrr-the other by a benevoleiit 
growl, and wag of his tail. 





THE IS&HTBUBQH TAlHS. 


,XvTS 


this indeed peeir Rosamond’s Aome 
—these Mr ohildven — which yet are her 
childmn— how delightful our visit to her— 
how pleasant to i*enew early fiiendship-*how 
gracious a continued intercourse with one^ 
amiable and affectionate — tlie mother — the 
wi/e — surrounded by all the sweets of home 
and family — and oh I more than all, enjoying 
the sermrity, the self-appi‘Oval, wanting 
wdtich all else is without value, if it he not 
the source of i*einoi*se and unappeasable 
anguish !— How dreadful for an aftectionate- 
lieaKed woman to have placed Jieraelf in a 
condition in wliicli slie must be compelled to 
wish her childi'en unborn or buried I ” 

The ladies were meanwhile ushered into a 
light and airy moiTiing room, in which bi'eak- 
fast was set out. The sunbeams were dancing 
through the clustering foliage of the lattice 
Upon the gay chints: furnitum, the brilliant 
paper hangings, and airy draperies, and the 
few choice cabinet pictui*es, and well-stored 
Lilliputian book-cases. The whole scene, 
and every comfortable or elegant accessory, 
seemed so thoroughly domestic, yet so cheer- 
ful and bright, that Blanche, addressing the 
little girl who toddled after her, for a moment 
foigot her errand^ and whei-e she stood. Her 
mollection was instantly recalled by a 
portrait in crayons, which, as the most 
cherished oriiainent of the /mte, hung over 
the mantel-piece. 

“ That’s papa,” said the boy, following tlie 
eye of Blanche. It hom, indeed, a striking 
I'esemblance to tlie alleged head of the house- 
hold, if head it might be said to have. He 
whom it portrayed was, however, the absolute 
master of the inmates ; then* sole hope and 
dependence — by whom and for whom they 
existed ; the lord of their destiny. Other 
households have claims and rights; legal 
I protection ; fiiends, neigflibours, — sustaining 
I social sympathy — that strongest bulwark of 
the security of families, bound up with the 
general weal of society : this little household 
w^s thrust beyond its pale. It had been 
drawn together for the licentious, or at least 
eeliifdi, pleasure of one man — it had existed 
at his ineiTy— it was now to be anniliilated 
by his hat. 

I With such thoughts passing through tlieir 
minds, the unexpected visiters silently waited 
the appearance of Molly*8^“ Missis,” who, the 
handmaiden took upon her to assure tliem, 
w*ould 8j>pear “in a jiffy#** 

As she disappeared, the boy informed the 
ladiw that “ mamma was not irety well this 
morhing.” 


“If yon are fi*om town^ ma’am, perhaps 
yon will see papa* He has not been down 
for some time. If I could write, I would 
send him a letter, bidding liim come, for 
mamma is not able to write him now, she 
says— her headache is so very bad ; and she 
cried so, when 1 would not let Mary put 
papa’s hute away from mamma’s pianoforte.” 

Twice had the quick ear of Blanche caught 
a faint rustle, as if a child touched the door- 
handle, and had then desisted as if afraid to 
venture in. At a tliird palpable attempt, 
the boy suddenly threw open the door, and 
the sad, pale, drooping, and trembling young 
woman staggerod, rather tlian^valked forward^ 
and failed in an iiicoheient attempt at speech. 

It Was not thef innocent, happy, and 
buoyant Rosampnd Weston of i)H8t ^iiiies^ 
though there were many tinces of her in tlie 
tall emaciated woman, who, still in mouniing 
for her infant, wore a dress Boinewhat re- 
sembling that of the Sisters of Charity. 
Lady Blanche advanced with a gi*ave expres- 
sion of sympathy and friendliness ; and the 
Quakeress also advanced, with that air of 
mild and benign kindness and courtes}'^, 
which won all unsopliisticated hearts. There 
was instant tbougli silent nnitual recognition. 

“I may seem an unpardona])le intruder,’’ 
said Blanche ; “ but the motive of my visit 
must jdead my apology.” The words Of the 
young woman, in reply, were unconnected, 
and unintelligible ; her eyes were downcast 
and brimming with tears ; her voice tremu- 
lous, The boy pressed to his mother’s side, 
in sympathy with those signs of distress, and 
took her hand — and then the tears oveiflowed 
their bed, 

“You are the Lady Blanche Delamere,"' 
she whispered at last; “and 1 can guess 
your ei’i'and — yet, for a few moments, spare 
*ine.” She gasped as if for bre&th, and her 
colour went and came. Blanche turned 
away in compassionate sympathy, and 
busied herself in opening the lattice to admit 
freer air. 

“You are very ill, dear mamma,” said 
the boy, anxiou&Iy pressing his mother’s 
damp hand. 

“1 will be better soon— go now, Horatio 
— go, dear boy. Take Eleanor into the 
ga^en, Mary, till «1 call you. 1 have 
business with the ladles.” 

The boy had been tiwined in the obedience 
of love ; and, tliough veiy unwilling to leave 
“poor mamma’*' and tlie strangers, about 
whom he was curious, he never tliought of 
disputing her will. She hastily shut, and 
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even bolted the door, and, mshinif towards 
the Quakeress, threw herself on W knees 
before her, and burying her face gave way 
to the passion of sorrow and shame whieh 
she had struggled to subdue in presence of 
her children. 

No words passed for some time; and 
Blanche, bending over the weeping Magda- 
lene.. kindly and respectfully pressed the thin, 
hand, on whose white attenuated fingers yet 
glitterad the rings, forgotten by the wearer 
as by the bestower, though tokens of fond 
remembrance, if not troth-plights. 

And now Blanche almost embraced, in 
gently raising the feeble despairing creature, 
over whom she leaned, while she whispered 
— “ I am, as you guess; your former play- 
mate,^ Blanche* Delamere — but not here, 
Rosamond, to give you pain or sorrow — oh, 
no ! ” And she led her old companion to an 
ottoman, and sat down by hen “ Since you 
remember me, and have heard of me, you 
may also have learned where I am living — 
whose attentions, and almosjb courtship, 1 
have, in ignorance, been receiving. 1 have 
been m iinniinent danger of becoming the 
affianced bride, while another is, or ought to 
be, the ’\vife of Mr. Devereux.*’ 

“‘Softly, dear child!” interposed the 
Quakeress, alarmed at the impetuosity of 
her {)upil, whose impulses, if always bene- 
volent, were not always, she feared, xinder 
the restraint of cool judgment ; but Blanche 
heard her not. 

“Your claims, Roajimond, are of older 
date and of a more sacred character than 

u • • 

mine. , 

“All, no, no — alas, no!” answered the 
^oung woman : “ I have no rights — no claims 
— none which law sanctions — none which 
society allows ; — to him alone I looked — to 
his love for us.” 

“ What !*are not your children his — ^is not 
this the home which he has given you, and 
shared with you for so many years?” 

“ Alas, yes I — my poor innocent children ! 
—I have gathered the apples of Sodom, but 
for them remain the aikies. Oh, could T 
alone be the sufferer, I should ask no more !” 

It was at last to the benign Quakeress that 
the unhappy girl was beguiled into confiding 
her whole story. From her — young, rich, 
beautiful, and — as her still devoted, and, 
therefore, jealous heart whispered trium- 
phant rival, she shrank with mingled shame 
and apprehension. Her feelings far more * 
refined, and her heart as purely feminine as 
that of simple Phoebe Waterton, she also 


I attempted no self-justifieatioii-^peniiitted no 
reproach, no complaint, to escape her against 
the autlior of her misfortune. There was in 
her manner and her words, a degree of meek 
forbearance, of deep hufmility, which almost 
chafed the quick and high spirit of Blanche. 

She spoke in French to her governante, 
who peifectly understood, without ever 
allowing her lips to he polluted by pronoun- 
cing one word of, that polished language of 
gallantry and sentiment, compliment and 
double-entendre. 

“ One might fancy this poor woman agreed 
in opinion with the generous world — that 
her seducer is the injured party, and she the 
only culj^Ut, because he is about to be slightly 
whipped by the natural consequences of his 
pleasant vices— or rather from having to deal 
with a person so eccentric, for one in her 
rank, as my humble self, so Quixotic in her 
opinions of morality, religious obligation, 
and social rights — who, knowing it is her 
highest duty to love her neighbour as herself, 
cannot think i)b fit to marry her neighbour's 
husband.” 

The Hushed cheek of the unhappy girl 
showed that she understood the scope of this 
speech. 

“ You understand what I have taken the 
liberty to say,” added Blanche, hastily. 
“ Tell me, then, frankly, do you think you 
have no claims on Mr. Devereux? Are 
your youth, your affection, your womanhood, 
your honour and happiness, of no value, save 
the wretched, pecuniary recompense it is at 
his pleasum either to set upon them or to 
withhold 

“Yes, alas sometimes, when despair 
has, for a moment, given way to indignation^ 
and to that natural pity for myself which 1 
may not deserve fiom the virtuous, 1 have 
dared, for a few moments, to think so 1 — ^but, 
oh ! no I no ! Me he could not now mturry, 
without the disgrace 1 could never bring 
upon him, were he even willing to incur it 
for me. Is it for me — ^weak, infatuated as I 
Imve been, and now justly punished — to 
come between him and the brilliant fate 
which may yet be his?” 

Blanche was not satisfied. 

“ Right, indeed, it must be,” she said, in a 
tone of asperity, “that men decree that 
what in them is a jest — an amiable weak- 
ness, a venial trespass of youth should on 
their frail partners, be visited with ^ social 
pTOScripfion, ruin, misery, irreparahlo 'degra- 
dikion and infamy, since women themselves 
can vindicate the opinions and rules which 
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their masters establish for their own bene&ty 
or to secure indemnity' for their most cruel 
injustice.” 

‘‘It is not for me, who have for over 
forfeited the world’s good opinion, to brave 
it now,” sighed the afflicted woman. “ The 
poor children, of whom he seemed so fond — 
save for them, 1 am resigned to every thing. 
Mine, in my happiest moments, when Deve- 
reux loved me well, has ever been a troubled 

joy-” 

“lioved you!” exclaimed Blanche, scorn- 
fully. “Durst this man so profane the 
attribute by whicli God himself chooses to 
be revealed to his creatures ! How false, how 
shameless a mockeiy ! — Loved ypu I wdiile 
his every act degraded you in the eyes of your 
fellow-ci'eatures and in your own. Thus the 
wolf loves the lamb, w^hich he tears to glut 
himself with its tender flesh; thus the vermin 
loves the fruit in whose bosom it riots till it 
become wasted and loathsome.” 

.Blanche felt that she had spoken too 
strongly ; and, considering the delicate situa- 
tion and sensitive feelings of the unhappy 
object of her indignant pity, perhaps harshly; 
and she endeavoured to soften the expression 
of her opinion, by adding — 

“ I do perhaps feel too strongly on those 
points; but it is because the world — even 
the virtuous part of it — seems so hardened 
as not to feel at all.” 

The delicate, but ingenious questioning of 
the Quakeress, could not draw from the un- 
happy Kosamond that die had ever received 
any direct promise of maniage from her 
lover, 

“I never demanded one,” she said, with 
tones of pathos wdiicli thrilled to the heart of 
Blanche. “ At first, while happy in his love, 
how could 1 doubt ? — at last, how could I 
speak?” 

, It was too true. Mr. Devereux spared 
himself and her ou the past, and she never 
found courage to speak of the future, until 
the dawning intelligence of her eldest child 
alternately presented it in uncertainty, or 
darkness and terror. After the birth of that 
child, with infinite pain aud sorrow she had 
made up her mind to separate from the man 
in whom her soul, with all its afiectious and 
hopes, was centred ; but Mr. Devereux, who 
had at this time no other serious attachment, 
and who was not yet tired' of his gentle and 
elegant, companion, took alarm at the idea 
of his Koea’s desertion ; and her wise and 
virtuous resolution was overruled by his 
remonstrances. The Quakeress considered 


this unwise submission a very great aggrava- 
tion of the original error of the unhappy 
girl, whom slie, nevertheless, sincerely pitied ; 
but this severe opinion she suppressed ; and, 
to afford a temporary diversion of feeling to 
her involuntaiy hostess, she begged for a 
cup of coffee, aware that poor Kosamond 
might feel it presumption, or impertinence, 
even to offer her guests refreshments after 
tlieir early drive, 

Bmakfast was accordingly served, and 
slightly partaken — the children again ap- 
pearing, and prattling to the kind strangers 
— to the handsome and the pood lady — witli 
all the captivating simplicity of their age, 
while the mother’s eyes gushed over, and 
Blanche gazed pitifully on the lovely Paria 
family, sprung of English aristocracy. Tlie 
little girl, Eleanor, what — as she grew' up in 
beauty, and with the refined and sensitive 
feelings of her^sex — were to he her sufferings 
and mortifications I 

“Eleanor is papa’s pet,” said the little 
boy, raising to Blanche the candid brow 
which already said — 

Here, tsliame is ashamed to sit ! 

Wliat w^ere to he his feelings when time 
revealed to him the ignominy of his birth, 
and the humiliation and wrongs of her who 
was now the angel of his life ? 

When the slight repast was concluded, 
the party went into the garden for freer air ; 
and, while the children tumbled on the grass 
plats, or gamboled in the walks, tlie former 
conversation was resumed, in tliat bowery 
summer-house which, in fine weather, was 
the usual afternoon haunt of Rosa and her 
“ protector,” 

Blanche whispered to her honne tliat it 
would refresh her spirit could poor Rosamond 
only be roused to one burst of hearty, 
honest indignation against him ; but all she 
obtained was one fugitive glance of joy, one 
bright gleam of rapture, when she energeti- 
cally declared that, between herself and Mr. 
Devereux, every tie was severed — ^that, what- 
ever the world, or even the law might pro- 
nounce, she considered him an unmarriageahle 
man, if an unmarried one ; bound by the 
deepest obligations to his children, and with 
much to atone px to them, and very much 
to be foi'given. Tears streanied down the 
cheeks of Rosamond — a soul-relieving flood. 
All Uiat slie dared wish for was not to be 
separated from her children just yet, while 
they were still so very young ; while, on the 
other hand, her judgment whispered, that tlie 
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ehild or children, which ntsde the matter 
much more unpleasant to my brother ; but, 
on my honour, it is all over ages ago. Yon 
cannot imagine that 1 would sanction the 
attentions of my brother, dear to me as he is, 
to my guest and dearest friend, with the 
knowledge that any entanglement of this 
sort actually still existed.” 

BJanohe made no reply. 

** I understand from Blande — for, of 
course, 1 cannot discuss such points with 
Devereux — that the young v'cinan, who 
was quiet in her w^ays, and lather respectably 
conducted, is most grateful for his generosity 
to the children. But 1 am surprised, 
Blanche, you am not mor^ shocked ; though 
much woixe tilings are quite the oi'der of the 
day among our lords and masters, and, I 
suppose, always will be. But come, tell me 
your adventures, dearest — make me your 
confidante — your only one— for I own that 
1 am Rtnick dumb. 1 know that you possess 
that noble and magnanimous way of thinks 
ing which Devereux so fervently adores; 
yet, I confess, to visit these little wretches, 
would, in similar circumstances, have been 
too much for me. I might have half hated 
the preouixors of jny own children ; but, as 
Devereux swears, ^ Magnanimity is the 
bright peculiar virtue of Blanche Delamere.* 

** I must, however, as an elder sister, as- 
sume the pnvilege of experience and know^- 
ledge of the world, to caution you against 
either committing or encumbering yourself 
with the brats. The Countess will, assur- 
edly, not take such liberal views as her 
generous grandchild. Even mamma, though 
she adores Horatio, may take to the high 
ropes on the question of the decorous^ if not 
of the right ; nor need Horatio himself know 
the length your warm and generous feelings 
have carried you. All men, my dear 
Blanche, ara more or ‘less conceited, I 
must candidly warn the inexperience of my 
Mend against my own brother. They are 
all apt to miscoustrue our motives, and to 
resent interference with what tliey consider 
their especial or exclusive concerns; and, 
besides, no one has more refined — I may say 
more fastidiously absuiti — notions about 
female proprieties than Devereux. — But 
hush I — is not that his voice ? The woman 
and the children are entirely in the hands of 
the men of businesd'; Hojratio, 1 imagine, 
concludes they have long since left the coun- 
try ; and that is all as it should be.” 

During this htig and hurried harangue, 
^BlandbS ' had kept her eye steadily and 


gravely fixed upon the fluttered speaker. 
At its conclusion, she silently turned away 
her eyes with a calm and stem expression, 
which, to those who could read her charac- 
ter, said, — ^“Why expostulate with this 
woman? I never could mako her under- 
stand me. Her w^orldly opinions and their 
liollow foundations 1 can comprehend : she 
cannot fathom mine*^ 

Lady Blande, as the expected gentleman 
did not immediately appear, again resumed : 
— “ Did Mrs. Simpson learn why tlfe poor 
creatures are not gone abroad, *'or to Wales, 
or Scotland, or somcwliere — for I am cer- 
tain Devereux not only wishes but believes 
it?” 

“ One reason of delay may be tlic very 
delicate health of* the mother,” replied 
Blanche. “She ’has had fever, and seems to 
me still hovering between life and death. 
Your ladyship cannot surely be aware that 
liosaniond Wes^n was the loved and admired 
i>layniate of my childhood.” 

Lady Blande started, without any affecta- 
tion. 

“ Snell as I can remember her, lovely and 
spotless, kindly and amiable, must not I, with 
my wdiole heart, abhor the selfish beij?g, call- 
ing himself man, who could steal the trea- 
sure of her young aflections, and use his 
I power over her devoted heart, only to rob her 
of her innocence, to humble her maiden 
pride, and finally, to cast her forth to end- 
less shame and sorrow.” 

“You talk with strange inconsiderateness, 
my dearest Blanche,'^” whispered the lady. 

“ Pardon me for saying so ; ^and, for 
Heaven’s sake ! for my sake ! be silent, un- 
til we have more leisure to confer. This^. 
girl your friend! — and you are much 
excited. Had you not better retire, love. 
It is not from your lips, surely, wdth your 
lofty ideas of maidenly purity and womanly 
dignity, that we arc to hear an Upology for 
an ill-conducted woman ?” 

Lady Blanche coloured with indignation, 
but made no motion to retire ; and Mr. 
Devereux and his brother-in-law entered 
the drawing-room — the latter playfully 
questioning Blanche about her stolen march, 
though unable by his jocularity to dispel 
her ominous gritvity. 

“I betted that y6u had gone to Han- 
well, to study mad people in a philosophical 
way,” said the jocular peer. 

, “ Needed I have gone so far?” replied 

Blanche, coldly. 

“ Or else to the Friends’ Meeting, in the 
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expectation of some outpouring,; or, per- 
haps, to the Penltexitiaiy/' 

“ You wei-e nearer the mark tliere,*’ said 
Blanche. 

*^But wliy hot carry Devereux along 
with you 1 The poor fellow has been flutter- 
ing about all the moining like a hen whose 
ducklings have taken the water.” 

The jest, such as it was, told on no one. 
Blanche rose, with an air of grave dignity 
and, fixing her eyes steadily upon Devereux, 
said — ^‘1 promised you an interview this 
morning, Mr. Devereux, on a subject of the 
highest importance to both of us; but a 
higliej- duty called me to Streathain. — Nay, 
iii-t.. me ! I have breakfasted, along with 
my friend Mrs. Simpson, at your late resi- 
dence there, with your lovely and amiable 
cliildr^n, and their most unhapiy mother — 
once my own innocent and beloved Rosa 
Weston — that erring and culjiable, hut deeply 
injured, friendless, and hcjjdess creatui-e, 
whose greatest weakness has been forgetful- 
ness of her own honour and happiness, from 
blind, unmeasured confidence in your honour 
and tenderness, and excess of infatuated 
attachment io the man — not to his rank nor 
to his fortune. Her years exceed my own 
but by some few; and, with a woman’s 
wannest feeling?, she is invested with the 
sacred character of a mother. But it is not 
my ]irovince, nor yet my inclination, to 
lecture *oi dictate to you, Mr. Devereux. In 
many of our late conversations, your opinions 
on such topics seemed to be moi*e just than 
those too generally acted upon by men — 
even wheu they are not proclaimed in words^ 
But let that pass. 1 have only to consult 
my own honour and happiness, and to follow 
the clear dictates of my principles, as a Chris- 
tian woman — softened, it may be, in tliis 
instance, by my feelings, as a paHaker of 
tlie same frail nature with that poor girl 
whose condition fills me with grief the nioi'c 
profound, that her case, as the world views 
it, is beyond all help of \romaiily sympathy. 

1 cannot r 9 Stoi*e Rosamond to innocence, and 
to the ever-grateful esteem of her fellow- 
creatures ; but, while I protect myself, I can 
and mil mark my Indignant sense of the 
selfish and cruel system of which she is tlie 
victiih. I need scarce, therefore, tell you, 
that, In Mr. Devereux, 1 can heUcefoi'th 
only know either the hutdandf or tlie seducer 
of Rosamond Weston.” 

Befoi'e the petrified gentleman addressed , 
could gain breath to attempt reply, rile 
young lady had walked out of the room in 


unblenched majes^.” DeUi^nx tnined 
his eyes on his sister, who looked the image 
of vexation, and of irritation with difliculty 
suppressed. Lord BJande first found his 
voice — ‘‘ What means all this, Eleanor ? 
What prying, officious devil has put this 
heroical damsel on the scent of your little 
Rose, Devereux ? It is a deuced unlucky 
contre-temps^ to be sure ! I fancied Mrs. 
Smith and her babes in the Isle of Man, or 
some such asylum for love-families, long 
ago. Are you dumb-foundered, good folks ?” 

“ Nothing was ever so provoking,” ex- 
claimed Lady Blande. “ It must have been 
that busy, intriguing Quakeress : a very 
Maintenor she is, in her love of power and 
cool cUniiftig/* Mr. Devereux was walking 
across the room with hast}'^ steps. 

• “ A cool thing enemgh in the young lady ! ” 
continued Lord BJande. “ Conceive her 
effrontery. A jealous, furious wife could 
not have done more than stormed poor Rose’s 
retreat, and liave put her to the question in 
the grand moral and philosophical style. It 
absolutely heats fiction. Have you lost your 
voice, Devereux?” 

“You surely have your usual fine tact, 
Blande,” cried his vexed an^i angry lady.— 
“What is to be done, Horatio? Blanche is* 
so strange, so singular a creature, that com- 
mon rules, as I have often told you, do not 
apply to her. That odious Quaker woman, 
with her ])recise, puritanic notions, ferreting 
out that worthless girl, has done it all. No 
one else would, could, or durst have presumed 
to carry to Blanche such unwelcome tales of 
the man to whom, 1 may say, she was all 
but mamed ; but I must follow her, and 
make the l^est of it.” 

“A thousand thanks, Eleanor !” exclaimed 
the brother. “ From your admirable tact— ^ 
your true sisterly kindness — I reckon on 

every thing. Yelwdiat accursed, meddling 

fiend can have done all this ? Dui'st Rosa- 
mond complain ? ” And he knitted his brows 
in pale anger. 

“Use your o\^*n ■wits, also, Horatio. I 
assiu’e you, you will have need of them all 
in this emergency. Generosity — magna- 
nimity — romance — these hre your cue.” 

When Lady Blande, having tapped, found 
admission into the dressing-room of her * 
guest, she found Blanche already unshawled 
and unbonneted, ^and liusy writing; while 
near her, Mre. Simpson, at whoin liar lady-> | 
ship looked scoi'pions and basilisl^ was 
quietly pursuing her peiTJetual fine needle- 
work. She oflibred apologies for t intrusion, 
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and looked as if sbe wished tlie matronly 
friend away ; wlio^ understanding her nieein- 
ing, and lather desirous to leave her pupil 
to entire self-reliance and self-guidance in 
this delicate crisis, quietly disappeared. 

The clew which Lady Blande possessed to the 
feelings of Blanche at this time, was neces- 
sarily as imperfect as her knowledge of the rare 
character of her guest. She concluded that the 
proud and lofty-minded heiress might he even 
more than the ordinary run of young ladies, 
shocked, jealous, offended, affronted ; and 
she was ready to make every concession to 
feelings so natural, and, as slie said, so proper. 
She accordingiy condemned, in good set 
general terms, the usages of the wicked 
world, and the weakness and wickedness of 
women, to wliich Mr. Devereux had fallen a 
prey ; but she also, in his behalf, pleaded, 
remonstrated, appealed to, and touched every 
passion, and every shade of feeling in the 
female gamut, so far as she could sound it, 
from the bottom to the top of the scale — ^from 
the maddening despair the lover, to the 
dread laugh of May Fair. 

It was in vain. 

** Would you, Lady Blande, in plain 
terms,” Blanche demanded steadily, have 
me marry either the husband or the seducer 
of Rosamond Weston? That is the true and 
naiTow question on wliich you have, pardon 
me, w'asted much needless eloquence.” 

“Nay, pardon me, dearest Blanche,” replied 
Lady Blande, exercising that strong control 
over her feelings which proved that the pas- 
sions of quick-tempered ladies are often more 
in their own power than they arc sometimes 
willing to acknowledge. “You w-rong your 
excellent understanding when you talk in 
this strain. You cannot mean to affront 
me, by alluding to the possibilty of this 
unfortunate person — admitting that she has 
been faithful and well-behaved — becoming 
my brother’s wife. I allow fully for your 
feelings — for your just indignation — though, 
believe me, you will outlive it. I blame 
only those who have secretly aimed a blow 
at your happiness, by reviving this piece of 
antiquated scandal, only to mar my brother’s 
felicity, and disappoint all our hopes.” 

“And, pardon me again, Eleanor; hut 
those who imagine that 1 could, in the same 
circumstances, talk in any other strain, en- 
tirely misunderstai^ me. No question of 
right and wrong, 'which eVer Interested me, 
or was left to my own deciuon, lias been 
more simple — it has no udes*** ' 

“Why, the Countess herself,” returned 


the lady, evading direct wply, “ would, I 
am convinced — notwithstanding her little 
prejudices, from mere knowledge of the 
world and of society — see this silly affaii* 
(magnified by malice into undue importance) 
in the true light ; especially when matters 
have proceeded so very far between you and 
Devereux. You cannot imagine, my dear 
Blanche, that, flattering and delightful as 
this alliance is to all my family, hut p«n.rti- 
cularly to one who, like myself, so highly 
and waimly appreciates your admirabk; 
qualities, who so anxiously de jires to obtain 
you for the sister of her heart, the second 
mother of her children — you cannot imra- 
gine that I have used any improper in^^'* 
ence, direct or indirect, to forv\*ard the 
wishes of my brother; yet, the flattering 
encouragement with which his attentions 
have been received by you, can be construed 
only in one way. I would not oflend your 
modesty — I would propitiate your very 
prudery, deai'cst Blantdie ; but you have 
given Horatio hopes, which, to disappoinl. 
now, is, I know, impossible with your feel- 
ings of 2 )robity and honour — laying the 
judgment of society out of account.” 

Blanche was (jovered with blushes at this 
implied accusation. Though her jtftigment 
and memory of the past did not quite acquit 
Lady Blande of all j)articipation in the hoj)es 
or schemes of her brother, she was luiable tf> 
fix the blame of any specific act upon her. 
Lady Blande had done nothing unliandsumc, 
or not more than was sisterly ; and Blancbc j 
candidly confessed her precipitance. 

“ I may have too heedlessly, too lightly, 
both for his sake and my own,” she said, 
“accepted the attentions of Mr. Devereux. 

I am new to fashionable society, and kndv? 
not well where vapid gallantry ends and 
serious courtship begins ; and I will confess 
that the mannera and sentiments of Mr. 
Devereux — his opinions — must I now call 
them abstract, speculative — not such as in- 
fluence, much less strictly regulate, men’s 
conduct to women ? — made a strong impres- 
sion on me : yes, I was imperceptibly begin- 
ning to love him — to listen to him with 
deference — to expect and rely upon his 
sympathy in my peculiar opinions — to do, 
in short, what every woman, who places her 
love happily, must do ^ look up to him with 
fond homage. Now 1 look down upon him ! 
He is a man of great talents and knowledge, 
and I am hut ' a girl, a weak woman — yet 
am 1 that man’s superior 1 ” 

Lady Blande was again thrown out. The 
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proud energy with which the last words 
were pronounced, was inoi*e intelligible to 
her than their import ; and she still fancied 
Blanche only very angiy and perhaps jea- 
lous; and, accordingly, said, in her softest 
and most cajoling tones, — “Well, dearest, we 
shall sleep and wake on it. 1 am quite sure 
that, to-inoiTOw, you will see the affair in 
the true light. 1 am content with any 
penance, however severt!, that you may' 
choose to inflict on Horatio, so that it be 
not expended beyond the season — that July 
realizes liis hopes, and makes us all united 
and happy.’* 

“ There is hut one light in which such 
altairs can be seen — nor, till my nature is 
changed, can I ever view them in another ; 
and I wish I could male you see with my 
•yes, Eleanor ; for the world and its false 
glare have not yet dazzled me. A mutual 
error (to view the conduct of your brother to 
this friendless young woman in tlie most 
lenient wayj is, to her and her children, 
followed by ruin and infamy— by even what 
you, Eleanor, must confess to* be deep and 
lasting injury to one party, and that one the 
weak and helpless — the trusting, the be- 
trayed while the other But, no, I can- 

not speak of it. Yet some — even you, my 
friend — fancy that these transactions, and 
their consequences, should be no bar to your 
brother’s prosperity and happiness, — to his 
immediate alliance with a noble heiress — ay, 
pardon iny candid pride, with Blanche 
Dclamere.” 

“ You cannot rate thc'prido and happiness 
of such aiv alliance more highly than I do, • 
dearest Blanche. Yet, for Heaven’s sake, 
l^ep those very singiriar notions you have 
fonned to yourself,” said the lady, pettishly. 

“ I do not pretend to vindicate many parts 
of the conduct which society, and women 
themselves, tolerate in young men of fashion 
— in all m^; but that my brother has | 
brought any stain on his honour — done any | 
thing unbecoming the character of an Eng- I 
lish gentleman — no one wUl dare to affirm. | 
His liberality to that indiscreet young wo- 
man, on whom the laws of society justly 
visit the consequences of her own folly and 
guilt, has even been cause of censure to more 
prudent persons — of praise, I grant, to those j 
who, like you, think mdte charitably.” 

“ This is no subject for debate between us, 
Lady Blande,” returned Blanche, coldly ; 

“ you forget that 1 have seen this unfortunate 
person, and her tenderly-nuilured children, 
only this morning — that 1 knew and loved 
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her in happier times, though that does not 
far influence my judgment now. You will 
not permit me to allude to Mr. Devereux, as 
the ])osslbIe husband of Rosamond Weston, 
nor do I wish to force so repugnant an idea 
upon you ; but the seducer of Rosamond 
Weston — I say it again, and for the last 
time — her seducer cannot he named or 
thought of as the husband of Blanche Dela- 
mere Without tlie deepest offence.” 

This was said in a tone so decided, that 
Lady Blande was silenced for a minute ; 
and Blanche resumed her writing, concluded 
and folded the letter, and ordered her own 
footman to take it to the post-office. 

“ Cann >t your epistle go in the ordinary 
way ? ” * 

“No — I am unwilling to lose a post. I 
am announciug my instant return to Holy 
Cross to my grandmother. I wish to spare 
her the pain and fatigue of a needless journey 
to London, on my account. It is now scarce 
worth while to say, that, in answer to Mr. 
Deveroiix's application, my grandmother 
sanctions his addresses, since she informs me 
she has written himself to that imjtort.” 

“ Good heavens ! and that letter, so wel- 
come, will probably be waiflng Horatio at 
bis lodgings. For God’s sake, recall your 
letter — ” and she ran to recall the man her- 
self, hut he was gone. “Give, were it hut 
one day, to reflection — let me entreat you, 
dearest Blanclie — by^ your regard for me, 
give yourself time to think. Conceive the 
grief of the Countess, the ridicule of society; 
spare me, spare yourself y the disgi'aceful eclat 
of such an affair ; let it, at all events, go off 
gently ; and be assured that, though I had 
set iny whole heart upon calling you sister, 
I shall never again loiicwthe subject; nor 
is Horatio — adoring, worshipping you as he 
does, placing the sole happiness of his future 
life, as he has told ydu, on the dear hope you 
have allowed him to entertain, of calling, you 
his — a man likely to urge any lady beyond 
the point to which her own feelings for Jiim 

freely lead her. But spare, me the open 

breach. You do not, dear Blanche, with all 
your acquirements, know wicked London 
society quite so well as 1 do. The bieaking 
off of a match, in high life especially, merely 
because the gentleman has a discarded mifl- 
tress, would positively render you the jest of 
all the clubs, the ridicule^ of all the coterleo, 
for a month;— the men would absolutely 
combine against you — so atrocious a dtee of 
prudery would be condemned as utter indeli- < 
cacy by the women — they would never 
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pardon you, for knowing 00 much of what it 
does not at all concern us women to know.” 

**Not concern us! The pmity of the 
morals of our lovera— the fidelity of our 
husbands? You astonish me. Lady Blande! 
^wbat, then, does concern us? The title — 
the diainondf-<^the settlementa-^the provi- 
sion for matrimomal discord, hatred, and 
separation : all these mightily concern us, 
and are cared for accordingly.” 

" I spoke not for myself, but others ; yet 
ridicule, sneers, impertinent remarks, aro not 
less cei-tain in this case.” 

Despising herself for a conscious weak 
susceptibility to the threatened species of 
contemptible annoyance, yet unable to brave 
the idea of the laugh of “ society^* with in- 
difierence, Blanche reddened with vexation, 
even while ,she calmly replied, “ I must, 1 
find, if I mix much in what is called society, 
teach myself to bear, for the sake of my con- 
science and principles, persecution hotter than 
the passing flash of a fool-bom jest.” 

Before the interview concluded, Lady 
Blande having learned that the letter to 
Holy Cross was a simple announcement of 
an abrupt return in consequence of unfore- 
seen circumstances, extracted a reluctant 
promise that Blanche would take no farther 
measure for two days, with the understand- 
ing that rile riiould not, in the interval, be 
intruded on by Mr. Devereux, nor past oc- 
currences referred to in any shape. If she 
then still persisted in returning home, and 
would not fulfil tho promised term of her 
visit, her noble hostess declared herself 
bound in honour to restore her, in person, « 
to her grandmother, though in the middle of 
the season. This was a ceremony with 
which Blandie would gladly have dispensed. 

This had been a day in which the high- 
spirited, but womanly-hearted heiress of 
Belamere had fulfilled a duty which de- 
manded no ordinary exertion of moral 
oourags and fortitude. At its close, she 
was far fropi happy, and not even satisfied 
with herself. How false and hollow, and 
teeming with sin and misery, seemed the 
world on which she was entering ! and how 
powerless her eflorts to amend, even in one 
solitaxy instance^ the ills over which she 
grieved I Her qfdriU had never been more 
low and desponding ; and a secret, creeping, 
in8idious»world*begotten sense of impropriety, 
if nut of indelicacy, of conduct, altbough her 
conscienoe and her pride scouted the idea, had 
yet power to annoy her. This feeling was 


betrayed, rather than owned, to her friend at 
their customary hour of confidential talk. 

Grandmamma will, no doubt, be ex- 
tremely angry when she learns that 1 have 
visited Rosamond ; and with you, my friend, 
as much as with myself. It was heedless to 
implicate you ; yet 1 should repeat my visit 
to-morrow and to-monnw, if I saw that it 
would he cither useful or consolatory. I dis- 
dain the spurious female modesty which can 
smile on tlie seducer while it treats his victim 
with horror or scorn ; yet this is tlie Inodesty 
of all the women around me^-of the really 
modest, the truly amiable and charitable, as 
well as of the pretenders.” 

There can be no imaginable improplib^y 
in my visits to this unhappy one,” replied 
the Quakeress ; “ and I will alone fulfil to 
her a duty t(f which my heart urges me. 
To reason about your continued visits is 
unnecessary — they might he fancied im- 
proper ; and, what you will more readily 
feel, they miglit he painful to their object. 
Really penitent sorrow seeks few witnesses.” 

I fear, indeed, poor Rose may not like 
to see me ; perhaps • I was %mgentle with 
her ? How unlike to you I am, even when 
not wrong in the main ! What js worse, 
my warmth in her cause may have irri- 
tated her sultan, and done her injury 
’where good was eaniestly meant. I fear 
a moral reformer like myself,” she con- 
tinued, half laughingly, “cannot* always 
enact tlie mild and gentle maiden, which, 
to say truth, is rather foreign to my — ^my 
haughty Delamere* blood, slmll I coll it? 
1 don’t see why blood sbould not be 
chargeable with a few of the faults of us 
aristocrats, as well as he the fountain pf 
all our virtues and honours. Do you think 
it possible that, if more dexterously and deli- 
cately managed, Mr. Devereux might not 
have been induced to marry Rosamond?” 

“ Ask rather if I should, ifi the present 
state of opinion in England, think such 
a union desirable for either party; — but, 
'waiving this, I do not imagine such an 
atonement in the least probable : he will 
never marry her. An English aristocrat is 
sometimes seen to many the mistress of 
another man, or the wife of a man of his 
own oaste, but rarely his own mistress. 1 
do not understand Htte distinction : — I merely 
note the fact. 

*^By the laws of Scotland, our educated, 
highly moral sister, and next-door neigh- 
b<w, Rosamond would be held his wife, and 
their ohildren legitimate. Well, never shake 
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your quilled coif at me ; but tho marriage 
laws of that unpolished country are — I will 
not say more merciful to women and children, 
to the weak and defenceless, for I want not 
mercy, I stand for justice, — and the^ are 
far more just than our own.** 

Liable to sad abuse, though.** 

“ Which abuse, however, never, or very 
rarely, occurs. You are a tei‘rible Conser- 
vative at heart, ma bonne; the old objection 
to every h\w, new and good, — ‘it is liable to 
sad abuse.’ B^t w'hat can we do for Rosa- 
mond ? — that is the urgent question.” And 
it was soon decided. 

. Long after midnight, on this eventful day, 
and long after as many of the inmates of the 
cottage near Streatliam c.s could sleep were 
wrapped in repose, the fevered ear of Rosa- 
mond, or her heart’s quick sense, listened 
once more to what had so often been the 
glad signal to welcome and joy — the clatter 
of horse-hoofs in the lane, which, in her fre- 
quent lonely watchings, she had learned to 
distinguish, long before the gate bell was 
touched. The agitating events of the morn- 
ing, and the low nervous fever which had for 
months been consuming her, aggravated by 
the silent but ever-gnawing sorrow at her 
heart, had produced an exacerbation of dis- 
ease ; and now. the approaching footsteps 

— tin? very breathing, painfully distin- 
guished, brought a deadly pang of alarm, 
which seemed the messenger of dissolution. 
“He is come again — he brings my death- 
warrant!” was her agonizing thought. 
“ He has learned the visit of Lady Blanche 

— he has liorne the proud scorn of her he 
adores — he comes hither to wreak his angor 
and disappointment. " Would that this hour 
wore past !” 

liow it did pass, can never now he fully 
known on earth. At an inquest held two 
days afterwi^ds upon the body of Rosamond 
Weston, alias Smith, spinster, &c. &c. held 
in spite of the influence, and almost direct 
interference of Lord Blande and other 
friends of Mr. Bevereux, tlie nurse-maid 
gave evidence that she had lieen awakened 
by her mistress, and directed to admit Mr. 
Bevereux, which she did. That her mistress 
had long been in delicate health, and all 
that day particularly ijidisposed. She had 
dressed herself with some dijfHculty, and 
been assisted into the drawing-room, where 
Mr. Bevereux waited impatiently, calling 
more than once to learn if her mistress were 
not ready. That she herself again retired to 
the aui'seiy, and, being fatigued with lier 


ni 


business during the day, fell fast asleep in 
her clothes, and knew no more till, wakened 
again by the furious ringing of Mr. Beve- 
reux, she hastened hack to the drawing- 
room, where she found her mistress a corpse, 
leaning in the easy chair, and Mr. .Bevereux 
affectionately supporting her in liis arms. 
There was nothing remarkable in her 
appearance. She looked then as placid as 
the corpse before the court ; there was no 
perceptible difference, save that a few drops 
of blood wore then still oozing, or bubbling, 
from the lips. 

The witness stated, farther, that Mr Beve- 
reux appeared exceedingly distressed and 
agitated : ^ind it came out, on the examina- 
tion of the old gardener, the father of the 
preceding witness, that Mr. Bevereux had 
despatched him, on his own horse, to summon 
a medical gentleman from Epsom, much in 
his confidence, and Avho had sometimes 
attended Mrs. Smith and her children ; but 
with directions to send also the first surgeon 
he could find. 

Mr. Bevereux was alleged to be too ill to 
attend the Coroner’s Court; and delicary, 
consideration for his feelings, was secretly 
jdeaded against the delay, suggested by some 
sturdy John Bull sitting on the Inquest, till 
the person so deeply implicated should be in 
a condition to be examined. 

The evidence of two medical gentlemen, 
one of whom had examined the body of the 
unfoitunate young woman not more than 
an Lour after life was extinct, was consis- 
tent, dear, and satisfactory, llie immediate 
cause of dissolution was the rupture of a 
blood-vessel in the heart. Agitation might 
have proved an exciting cause, hut could not 
he the primary one oi the disease ; mid the 
verdict, given after what was reported in 
tlic newspapers as ‘‘a long and patient in- 
vestigation,” was ,— bjf the visitation 
o/Godr 

The gentlemanly Coroner Informed Lord 
Blande, who was present, that his honour- 
able relative, the Member for shire, 

I remained without a speck on his character. 

“Bied, or was burned and tortured to 
death, by the injustice of man !” exclaimed 
Blanche Belamere, throwing from her the 
newspaper in wrhich,' spite of the efforts of 
the Family Compact, a detailed account of 
tile inquest appealed, “We want a term 
for desti’oyers of life of this worst descri^on. 
•I must not call Mr. Bevereux a mur^^r, 
an assassin. 1 do not believe that he has 
used violent means to remove tiie object in 
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the path of his ambition, ot of his desires. 
I can even imagine him grieved and com* 
punctious. — What matters it? Were Rosa- 
mond alive again, in all her beauty — nay, 
in her first innocence — would he act diffe- 
lently from what he has done V* 

Notmthstanding the shock, the scandal, 
the very unpleasant selat of such an afiair. 
Lady Blande secretly felt pleased, and 
scarcely concealed her opinion that Deve- 
reux’s mistress in dying had done, though 
rather inopportunely, the very best thing 
possible ‘in the circumstances. 

** If she possessed the sense of virtue, and 
the refined feelings you attribute to her, my 
dear Blanche, surely, for herself,6t{us is the 
most desirable consummation. Good Mrs. 
Simpson appears resigned to a dispensation, 
shocking, but scarcely to be lamented. 
Now I can, with perfect propriety, look 
after my brother’s children.” 

To the care of my friend Mrs. Simpson, 
Respond Weston has bequeathed her chil- 
dren. She has, at least, done what T feel 
equivalent to myself — besought my pro- 
tection and kindness for their friendless, 
p^rmtkgs infancy, and given us all the 
rights she possessed. We will not deceive 
her confidence. Mrs. Simpson has gone, 
even now, to remove the children from the 
care of tlio respectable and compassionate 
neighbour, who could not hold any inter- 
course with Mr. Devereux’s mistress, but 
who took home his worse than orphans. 
She is to place them meanwhile with a 
friend at Stoke-Newington. Yes, Lady 
Blande, the love of life is still fresh and 
strong in me ; yet I, too, though mourn- 
fully, acquiesce in the catastrophe which 
takes from me an early, and a once much- 
loved, and still loved friend. For poor Rosa- 
mond the best refuge jvas an early grave. 
She is gone to just judgment : — we wait our 
turn.” 

Lady Blande was silenced. The event of 
Rosamond’s death had procured her a delay 
in the departure of Blanche, whom she wus 
still resolved to accompan}^ if she could not 
divert Away the resolution. Her brother 
was indisposed, and meant to go to Baris for 
a few weeks ; and matters looked black 
enough ; still she was inclined to hope that 
the worst was past, and that Rosamond, the 
one great obstacle faMylemoved, the proud 
heireM 'might yet ’he won. She should be 
indulged in the absurdity of protecting the 
chUdnu. Fondness for theiti might prove 
a tic with the father ; and, to work on the 


feelings of Blanche, her ladyship permitted 
herself to exaggerate, while she affected to 
rail at the excess of concern w'hich Deve- 
reux exliibited at this ‘‘ untoward business.” 

In the meanwliile, the fashionable physi- 
cian who still occasionally took fees for 
La4y Blanche, became for a few mornings, 
of double importance with his fashionable 
patients, though he protested he could tell 
nothing. 

" Oh, but you know the whole, though, of 
course,*profeHsional honour seals your lips,” 
said the young matron mouthpiece of one 
fair bevy that baited the May-Fair Galen. 

‘‘ Mr. Devereux had a most beautiful^U’?" 
tress — a Rosamond — a Rosa Munda ! — of 
whom he was pasdonately fond. I know 
it. Lord Alliert Seacote and Tom Jerning- 
liam often drove round by her cotta g% wlicu 
at Epsom, to have a peep of her over the 
hedge. Well, this imperious heiress thought 
fit to fall in love with Devei-eux — too good 
a match for him, no doubt, to bo slighted — 
and there was a violent flirtation — carried 
even to indecent lengths; for the young 
incognita was to he seen with him every 
where, without any thing in the shape of a 
chaperon. But tliis was all very* well — 
Lady Blande knows what she is about — 
until the little Tartaress lieard of the beau- 
tiful mistress ; when, down she goes by 
herself, storms the cottage, assails tJic poor 
woman like a jealous tigress ; and; next’ 
morning, Devereux’s beautiful mistress was 
fou!id dead in the Bummer-house, with a • 
vial beside her, labelled Hydrocymic Acid ! 
Since you will not tell us your edition of the 
story. Doctor, you are welcome to ours — 
that which is circulating all over the town/’ 

The Doctor smiled his ambiguous smile of 
acquiescing incredulity, while he blandly 
whispered — 

"The report of the Coroner’s inquest in 
yesterday’s Morning Post 

" True ; hut w’hat does it signify ? ^ Died, 
by the visitation of God^^ certainly — and 
not one word of the visitation of ‘ Queen 
Eleanor.’ Nay, more, Lady Blande has this 
morning set off for the north, to convey the 
terrible creature to her grandmother’s cus- 
tody. I do not see, now, how Mr. Deve- 
reux,. or any man, could venture to marry 
her, with all her splendid advantages : if 
not deranged, she must he worse.” 

This much of the tale was true : Blanche, 
attended by Lady Blande, had certainly 
returned to Holy Cross. 

With confusion, and a strong desire to 
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disclaim the excess of filial tenderness 
ascribed to her, she heard Lady Blande 
dexterously, yet evasively, impute the real 
motive of the impromptu return, to fond 
fears and anxieties for dearest grand- 
mamma;” while, on the first absence of 
Blanche after their arrival, it was more 
than insinuated that the dignified deli- 
cacy of the heiress of Delamere required 
that, under the guardian and maternal 
eye of the Countess, and in her pro- 
per homCf she was to be wooed and to 
be won I Tie self-complacency of Lady j 
Delamere was moved ; her pride was 
g ratifi ed ; her tenderness for her grandchild 
exeftSd. 

“ After what had transpired, Mr. Horatio 
Devereux must be aware that his visits 
will bvmost welcome to the* Lady of Holy 
Cross, — and probably not disagreeable to 
its future mistress,” the Dowager added, 
with gracious smiles. She continued, — 

“ ]\iy dear Lady Blande, I am more than 
satisfied — 1 am proud of iny grandchild’s 
choice, which naturally waited *on, and lias 
followed my approval. The heiress of Dela- 
mere, in afiairs of great moment to other 
young ladies, though of the highest rank, can 
alford to waive certain considerations, and 
look alone to character, connexion, and 
inclination. Were Mr. Devereux the first 
Duke in England, I could not more heartily 
upproYC the alliance.” 

Lady Blande was equally delighted. Dr. 

I lay ley, and every otlier kind, considerate 
friend, had kept from tlfb knowledge of the 
aged Countess whatever might be supposed 
impleasing to her granddaughter or disagree- 
able to herself. The sister of Mr. Devereux 
appeamd, at tliis critical time, on the most 
intimate and friendly footing with Lady 
Blanche ; and, whatever might intervene, 
there "‘was little doubt of him being her 
accepted suitor and eventual husband. A 
word in his disparagement, though an honest 
one, would have been dreaded as high treason. 
Yet was Dr. Hay ley rather gratified to learn 
how the affair really, stood, and that the 
misunderstanding — as Blanche, without much 
\ explanation, asserted — was interminable ; for 
it rested on principle-^n total dissimilarity 
of views and feelings, which time could not 
I'emove. She owned, iif the saunter in the 
shioLhberies to which she invited the ever- 
soothing, evcr-indulgent ci-demnt diaplaiu, 
that the art of Lady Blande in — without, 
direct falsehood — ^lulUng her grandmother in 
the belief that all was harmony between ; 


herself and Mr. Devereux, did provoke 
her. 

*^But,” she added, dislike annoying 
poor grandmamma. I was truly shocked to 
find her, though in great spirits, looking so 
changed on my return yesterday ; and, for 
the time, was as much affected as Lady 
Blande alleged. Tell me all that has hap- 
pened in our absence, to interest inj? Is 
Phoebe’s husband kinder than we durst hopel 
— But you may guess how I long for home 
news. How do Squire Grimshaw’s doings 
please you? How many poacher prosecutions 
had you at the Sessions? Above all, what 
think you of grandmamma’s health — her 
mental health ? — I trust she has had no more 
faintings? Her appearance altogether, and 
her high, flighty spirits, are not satisfactoiy 
to me.” 

Dr. Hayley made light of those fears. 
The Countess was aged, no doubt of it. 
Time shows slight respect to peeresses, even 
though such in their own right. He did 
not indeed say tliis; he hardly permitted 
himself to imagine any thing so levelling and 
audacious on the part of the old, iron* toothed 
Inflexible. Lady Delamere, at all times 
excitable, had been of late, he said, worried 
by applications, amounting to mysterious 
menaces, from the next heirs to the estates 
and title of the Delameres ; the family whose 
pretensions she had maintained against her 
grandchild, and afterwards deserted in 
caprice, wdiicli now amounted to positive 
dislike. 

“ ’Tis the worrying she has had from those 
troublesome and importunate Irish people 
which has made the Countess so very anxious 
for your speedy marriage,” said the Doctor. 

^‘Importunate! — I^ it not hard though, 
my good friend, that this poor lad, between 
whom and these large estates and coveted 
titles there only interposes my silly self, 
should he half-starved, waiting for their 
possession? I am sure I cannot comprehend 
how the rights of this unknown twenty-first 
cousin are not about as good as mine.” 

“ As yours ! — Let me beseech you to take 
heed what you say, my child. There may 
be persons quite of your opinion, if it seriously 
be yours. The Countess has been so exas- 
perated as to withdraw the allowance of 
£300 per annum, generously made to this 
ungrateful youth and liis mother, for Iub 
education ; and since then he has been going 
•among the Irish tenantry, fomenting^afi 
kinds of raiscliief. There is a very bad 
c^irit among those people. You alone inter- 
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lui you dtty, between lilm ftud them, 
and their most flagitious hopes.’* 

^^You don’t imagine he will have them 
makkaerS said Blanche, laUghing. 

“ God forbid ! — ^though they are fit for any 
wickedness. All this last spring there have 
been nocturnal disturbances — carding and 
turning up ground in the barony ; and one 
horrible murder has been committed. They 
are incorrigible wretches, whom indulgence 
only renders worse.” 

“Another murder !” said Blanche, shud- 
dering.' “ This might have been foreseen — 
tliose cruel ejectments — no wonder grand- 
mamma is distressed.” 

“ When the petitions of their priest were 
very properly referred back to the local agent, 
some of the w'retched creatures had the wicked 
hardihood to send the Countess threatening 
letters, one of which, of shocking import, 
was thrown into the carriage as she was 
driving to church, and was unfortunately 
read to her ladyship by Mrs. Martin. Wc 
had-^Grimshaw and myself — studiously kept 
back all such incendiar 3 >^ writings from her, 
with the knowledge and full approbation of 
Lord Fanfaronade, — aware of their alarming 
effects on her nerves.” 

“ Or on her conscience,” thought Blanche, 
sadly. Compassion for the notorious Done- 
gal rebel tenantry had made her much better 
acquainted with their WTongs and their con- 
dition than was the good Doctor. 

“I trust the last days of grandmamma’s 
life may he blessed and gladdened by some 
effort on her part to improve the condition 
of her Irish tenantry ; by making some 
atonement for the neglect of generations, and 
the oppression of later times.” 

“ I tell you. Lady Blanche, it will he at 
the peril of her life, if the subject is again 
brought before the Countess,” said tlie Doctor, 
With unusual energy. “That abominable 
letter nearly upset her mind ; besides, it is 
too late now ; most of the peasantry — a 
pestilent, lazy, filthy, rebellious, priest-ridden 
crew they ai'e — have gone to America ” 

“ Or to their graves.” . 

“Oh, Heaven knows where! But a few 
desperate characters continue to loiter about 
the outskirts of the estate, boiling with 
designs of pillage arid murder. You surely 
would not encourage such demoralized, un- 
natural wretches ? It was a frantic beldame, 
the grandmother of a notorious band of them, 
naibed O’Hknlon— no good of characters' 
with big O’s before their names, Lady Blanche 
— who larked about the Bark here, till, when 


refused an audience of the CoUntess, she 
threw that incendiary letter into the coach.” 

“ ‘ The handsome O’Hanlons ! ’ Sure you 
have heard grandmamma speak of that 
family hundreds of times. How different 
the Donegal estates must have been fifty 
years since, when she wont to go over among 
the' people, and when the loyal and enthusi- 
astic race worshipped the Very footsteps of 
their young Ban Tiema! When grande 
mamma, in the e:S;uberance of her loyalty to 
the Bburhons, or hatred oj the Jacobins, 
raised that famous Delamere Brigade, on her 
Irish estates, Widow 0* Hanlon’s three gallant 
sons were the first that flocked to her baniji.|jr. 
It has been whispered that the Jwirlg 
O’Hanlons would rather have fought on the 
Republican side than either under the French 
Princes or in tlie British army, hut iS^iat thv 
volunteer condition with the ])oor farmers, 
was cither to send dnt their sons or lose their 
little farms. Alas! both evils have been 
incurred — the young men were first sacrificed, 
the parents then driven forth.” 

“ Pardon me, Lady Blanche ; you know 
well, or might know — for you hav? often 
been told — the rude, lazy, kind of liusbandry 
practised by those turbulent, half-savage, 
Papist peoj)le. The property was eveiy 
year deteriorating, and substantial Protestant 
tenants were offering. The Countess <it last 
determined to adopt a better system ; of 
wdiich the first step was getting clear of 
those wretches. And how generously the 
Countess provided, or would have provided 
for them, in mountain fanns or fishing vil- 
lages! What sums, at all events, were 
lavished in attempting to settle them ! But 
that wretched country, not alone to iny 
patroness, but to Great Britain, is — Magor- 
miHUh — evil and a cutse to herself, and to 
all around her ! ” 

The usually calm, downy Doctor Was 
actually excited ; and Blanche!', though un- 
convinced, gave w-ay so far as to keep silence. 
She could not, however, think, that the way 
to restore her grandmother to healthful quiet 
and equanimity of mind, was to conceal facts 
which might lead to some healing measure — 
to some degree of atonement to her Irish 
tenantry, and she ruminated upon how she 
might introduce a subject always hateful to 
the Countess, unless she herself led to it, 
in discoursing complacently of her bright 
young days — the da^'s of her patriotism and 
glory, when she had imfuried the banner of 
Delamere, and seen her peasantry rally 
around it with those proud feelings which 
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«xslted vassttiage^ and gava to serfdom a 
colour of sentiment. 

The ruminations of Blanche were ended by 
her grandmother inviting her to drive her 
Utxr-h-tHe next day in the garden chaise, to 
inspect a lodge, or gamekeeper*s cottage, 
which she was erecting in a part ti Uie 
Chase lately taken into the Park. Lady 
Blande was to spend that day with her 
mother, and pass the next again at Holy 
Cross, previous to her retui'n to town. 

It was now near the end of Junef and a 
day of resplendent, outgusliing, and steady 
sunshine ; and Blanche and her grand- 
^jgthcr, conversing affectionately, drove on 
throffgh the sweeping glades, and adown 
the stately and solemn |tvenucs, until they 
gained the opener and more lightly timbered 
^arts df the Park, and rapidly crossed tliose 
spreading lawns and pastures, where the 
fallow-deer were seen in groups, standing a 
moment at gaze, and then scudding oil* to 
the fi'equeut copses and thickets, and hillocks 
of gorso and fern. No sight in tliat world 
of beauty was so delightful t6 the Countess, 
as the .numerous young broods of pheasants, 
which, tame as domestic fowl, were seen at 
feed in •the fallows, and among the newly 
turned up soil. Tlwj lieart of the aged lady 
swelled with the, proud feeling of property^ 
not uniiiiugled with nobler sentiments, as 
her grandchild’s rapturous broken exclama- 
’ tions — ^*the almost incoherent expression of 
her exquisite sense of the beautiful with 
which earth and sky -were bursting around 
her — fell on* the ear fif the yet sole pro- 
prietress. • She began proudly to expatiate • 
upon what she had done to embellish the 
demesne — on the thriving growth of the 
woods of her planting, and the flourishing 
I state of the gardens, conservatories, and avi- 
I aries she had created or extended. Even 
the fine breeds of domestic animals on her 
estates — the^orses, the cattle, the very poul- 
try — had been improved by heJ: vigilant 
intelligence and her public spirit. 

“ When I first remember Holy Cross, now 
more than sixty years since,” said i^ie, 

there were in this part of the country much 
fewer pheasants than there are •^thanks to 
the factories ! — now poachers.” 

That is no improvemenV’ said Blanche. 

But the yeomen, fhe labourers, grand- 
mamma — ^have they improved like the breeds 
of cattle % ” 

“ Improved ! — degenerated they have ; 
but, thank Heaven, I 'have bought tiiiem 
nearly all out on my own borders ; or those 


smoky, seditions towns hare abitfrhed them; 
and the country, save for the poachers, is 
really much more orderly than I can re- 
member. My tenantry are a very different 
kind of people from my father's ; but then 
I have not one for twenty boors who, with 
their families, then ate up the estate. Could 
my dear father now see our improved hus- 
bandry — the farm-buildings — the enclosures 
-—the excellent breeds of cattle — ^the modem 
implements ” 

And the rent-roll,” said Blanche, some- 
what archly. 

Ay, child,” returned the Countess, laugh- 
ing graciously ; “ the rent-roll, indeed — 
quadrupled since my own time ; while the 
value of ^he property has been So much 
increased, in timber, buildings, roads, and a j 
variety of substantial and permanent iUi- 
provements. 1 have been no unprofitable 
steward of the family inheritance, child, as 
you will find.” 

“But the Irish tenantry, grandmamma 1” 
whispered Blanche, in tones scarce audible. 

“The Irish tenantry! — the plague and 
curse of my existence for thirty years I Yet 
even^on these estates, which I have some- 
times wished sunk in the Atlantic, good 
plans, with resolution and firmness in Cxe- { 
cuting them, have made their own way. I 
have no hesitation in saying, that the Irish 
estates are in a much better condition than 
1 found them : — we have got rid of three 
hundred and seventy of tile wretches this 
season, and the property is in rapid course 
of improvement. But what smoke is that 
near Dinglebrook ? ’Tis late in the season 
for burning w^aste, and the new lodge smokes 
should not be in that direction.” 

Blanche was eng \^ed with the reins. The 
steady^ old, favourite, north-country pony, 
Jieardie, wiiich the Countess often drove 
about the gi’ounds* herself, had pricked up 
his ears, and showed symptoms of uneasi- 
ness, as they wound down the steep arid 
narrow picturesque path which led to the 
little bridge over Dinglebrook. This brook, 
diminished by the summer heats to a mere 
rivulet, winded among steep and very high 
banks, which, immediately on crossing the 
bridge, presented a natural pass, throtigh 
which the road liad been made by blasting* 
the solid rock. The pass was bridged over- 
head, where there were walks, on a higher level, 
leading to other parts of the demesne ^ aspid 
in the centre of the arch was an irott^ate,^ 
very n'Tely shut, hut which, if locked, might*" 
have blocked up the pass. Having gained the 
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; bottom of the diiigle, and crossed the bridge, 
I they were about to drive under this arch, 
I while Blanche pointed out to her grand- 
I mother the lu^curiant growth of ivy and 
I saxifrage, and the many creepers and flowers 
j which Jove the shade, that mantled the 
rocks and the arches overhead, and descended 
in long streamers and garlands, which she 
playfully caught with her whip. 

How deUciously cool and fresh ! . and 
how lovely I 

“I have long resolved to have another 
ice-house here,” said the Countess. It is 
rather distant from the house, to be sure ; 
but, thougli I choose to-day to drive out 
with you, like a market-woman going to 
Chester to sell butter and eggs, I liave horses 
and menials which mock at distance ; I will 
have an improved ice-house here imme- 
diately.*’ 

“ To cool your tongue, is it !” was yelled 
in her car ; and the gate under the arch 
swung close with a crash which awakened 
all- the echoes of the glade, as a tall 
female, concealed in the dark cloak and 
hood of the Irish peasant women, jerked 
the reins from the hand of Blanche, with 
a violence which made the i)ony start. 

“Is it ico ye want, my lady? — ye’ll 
need it,” continued the stranger ; while her 
hood fell hack, discovering the sharp, hag- 
gard features, and wild scintillating eyes 
of partial insanity. 

“It is s/ie — the woman O’ Hanlon — that 
terrible w'oraan come again ! ” said the 
Countess, in a voice, and with a look, 
which doubly alarmed Blanche. But, ral- 
lying her sj)irits, she said, firmly, “Let 
go the rein : w'ho are you that dare tlius 
interrupt us, and alann the Countess of 
Dclamere ?” And she attempted to snatch 
the rein, which the other held the more 
firmly. •’ 

“Yo would like to hear, young madam, 
would ye, who J am? — ay, ye shall, too, 
-whether ye like it or no. . . . Let her 

who sits by you tell you who I am, and 
who I w'as when her cruel eyes first fell 
on me, in ray little cabin; — Pat O’Han- 
lon’s happy wife — the mother of three 
liandsome and blessed boys. Where are 
' they now ? - Murdered and crippled in the 
V bloody wars, to please the pride of her 
wdio di'ove the heart*brbki^ father and the 
orphan clulder on the black world, to beg 
theiji 'bread tlirough it ; and sould the truss 
’ of straw from beneath them,, and burned 
the roof over the gray heads, and slaked 


the ashes on the hearth — ker^ I tell ye ! 
The widow’s and or]>han’s curse upon her !” 

“ Let us pass, for mercy’s sake ! ” cried 
Blanche, struggling to regain the reins 
with one hand, and with tlie other to sup- 
port her sinking grandmother, who, violent 
as opposition usually made her, was now 
overpoVered — acutely sensible to all that 
was said, but too feeble to offer resistance. 

Let us pass now,” Blanche continued, 
soothingly and persuasively ; “ and, on my 
honour, your story shall be listened to — 
your wrongs shall he righted, so far as atone- 
ment is now possible. You cannot he iiiliu- 
inan ! See how pale and ill the lady is.” , 
“Is she pale and ill — the 2 )roud ESSJ’’- 
Countess of Delainere ? — who came among 
us with the banner, and robbed us first of 
our children, and tlieii of our little wfarmst 
Perhaps it is cowld her ladyship is? — or 
hungry ? — or naked ? — and the widow O’ Han- 
lon did it on her — the desolate widow — 
whom tliey drove mail,!” 

The frantic laugh of the woman rang 
tlu'ough Uie arches overhead in frightful 
i*evcrberation — ^lieightening, if that were pos- 
sible, the nervous ten*or of the Countess, and 
the alarm of Blanche, who knew notwhethtr 
to think the Irishwoman more mad or mali- 
cious. Their eyes met steadily for a mo- 
ment, “ You cannot mean mischief to my aged 
grandmother,” she said firmly. “If you 
have had sorrows, she, alas ! lias nut, been 
passed by untouched. Do, pray, good, kind 
woman, let us go our way,” 

“Yes, go — go, Lady-Countess — to whei-e 
your brother Dives waits to welcome ye. 
In tills life, ye know, he had his good things, 
and our brother La^^rus his evil. But wherq, 
my haughty Lady-Countess — where, ye cruel 
and sinful woman, did he lift up his eyes ? 
Will it be my Patrick will bring ye the cup of 
cold water, think ye ? — or my Dermott, whf» 
died by your banner, when they* feel how ye 
misused and oppressed the decent ould couple 
they called father and mother?” 

“The Countess is innocent of much of 
this,” said Blanche. “ The agents — the 

exigencies of the time 

“ Tell not me of the agents’ doings, lest I 
throttle her outright 1” shrieked the woman, 
in a wilder paroxysm than ever, while the 
Countess clung closei^ to her grandchild. 

“ Have you, who thus resent wrong, your- 
self no mercy?” r^^plied Blanche, her spirit 
rising. “Have you no fears of theconse- 
(Xuences of this vioknee ?” 

“ Fear ! ” exclaimed the mad woman, 
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laughinp' wildly, and throwing up her hare, I 
bony arms. What have I to fear ? Can 
she and her agents do more than crush this 
miserable carcass?” And she tore open her 
handkerchief. ‘‘This was the bosom that 
suckled them — dry and ivithered now. 
Give me back my boys!— give me my 
children, woman, and keep your lands ; 
and, och ! that every stone and clod on 
them laid another pound to the load wall 
sink ye to burning punishment !” 

“ This is tqp horrible !” cxclaimcdTBlanclie, 
relinquishing her grandmother, and spring- 
ing to the ground. “Wretched woman! 
4 ^lIess you would see Lady Delaraere expire 
before your eyes, begone !” 

The dark eyes of the maniac — for such 
she seemed, strange as was the method of 
* lier lAadnoss — scintillated and sparkled with 
gratified revenge ; and then, after a moment, 
turning calmly to Lady Delamerc, she slowly 
and emphatically repeated — 

“ ‘ Fear not him who can kill the body ; 
but fear Him who can cast both soul and 
body into bell ! * Proud and liard-hearted 
woman, 1 summon yon to meet me and 
mine at Ilis judgment-seat — ay, or ever that 
inidsunimer moon be at the full ! ” 

And, raising her eyes to the faint crescent 
high in the sl^y, she threw down the reins, 
:Liid«disappeared behind the gate. 

“She wdll not return — shall I go to seek 
help V Dearest grandmamma, have you 
courage to be left alone for a moment, till I 
can call a woodman, or one of the keepers ?” 

“ Oh, no ! • I shall *die, I shall perish, if 
you lea^’tJ me here!” Blanche was able td 
bring a little w’ater from the rivulet ; and 
•she tried to comfort and soothe the fright- 
ened lad}'^, while she bathed her temples 
and her hands. “I am better — yes, dear 
child, better. Hasten home!” 

She spoke no more ; and it was a full 
half-hour Before Blanche was so fortunate 
as to see a forester crossing a distant path, 
whom she called, and despatched, hy the 
nearest way, for a carriage. “The Coun- 
tess,” she merely said, “ had been taken 
suddenly ill and the man, who .ran at 
full speed, told the butler, “My lady was 
lying two-fold in the little chay, quite 
dead-like. ” Dr. Hayley, the carriage, 
and all appliances, were iii instant readi- 
ness; yet it seemed an age to Blanche — 
now driving on a few •paces — now halting 
to look at, and fondly address, her speech-* « 
less grandmother, hefort they came up. 

All the medical aid in the county was 


in speedy requisition. Her own physician 
suspected a return, in a worse fonn, of 
those apoplectic attacks, politely named 
fainting fits, to which the Countess was 
liable ; but the medical friend of the Lady 
Blanche’s watchful and zealous Cousin 
Yates, spoke decidedly of serious concus- 
sion of the brain. 


Days passed, and the real state of the 
Counters was known and revealed. There 
was no longer any violent sorrov^ dis- 
played in the household ; no keen anxiety, 
no deep regret. Even Mrs. Simpson and 
Dr. Hayley took all calmly and tranquilly ; 
and Blanche hid her own grief in her 
lieart. j^trange it seemed, even to herself, 
that she should thus feel for the Countess ; 
hut she sought no sympathy in her suf- 
fering, and struggled to suppress every out- 
ward symptom of sorrow, which to others, 
and even to those who loved her best, 
might seem far greater than the event justi- 
fied. “ Is it that mysterious force of kin- 
dred blood?” w^as her secret thought. 

The night of the full moon found her a 
silent watcher by her grandmother’s death- 
bed, TJie Countess had never freely spoken 
— never, save when violently roused by the 
medical jneu, given any token of conscious- 
ness since the adventure at Dinglebrook; 
but all this day, her high and painful 
breathing had been gradually becoming 
lower and more feeble, and, by midnight, it 
had ceaseri! The Quakeress, her regards 
fixed on Blanche, whose eyes were riveted 
on the dying Countess, perceived her colour 
change, and hurried her out to the same 
balcony where she had, in old times, paid 
graceful adoration to the beautiful luminary 
of night. 

“ The moon is at the full to-night,” said 
her friend, followii^ her upward eyes. 

“ I could be superstitious,” thought 
Blanche, half shuddering as she gazed and 
remembered the solemn citation of the terrific 
maniac. 

“ A poor wretch, a half-mad creature, who 
has wandered hither from Donegal, to petition 
the Countess, has been found dead by Dingle- 
brook bridge to-day,” said the Quakeress. 
And Blanche started violently. “ The hody^ 
was snuffed out by one of the kceperi^ ter- 
riers. It is thought she had clambered 
within the Park; at that lonely spot, in 
despite of orders ; and, too feeble to get out 
again, has perished without help/* ^ ^ ^ 

They passed into the chamber, and silently 
contemplated the face of the dying. 
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^ ’Tis all over/’ trhlBpered the physician, equipped in their neatest dressies, each car- 
who still tried the pulse ; and, shortly after- lying^ flowers and floral decorations, in the 


wards, Lord Fanfaronade, as of right, entered 
' the chamber to condole with, and *lead forth 
“ Blanche, Countess of Delamere !” 

Next morning a letter lay on her table, of 
mingled oondoleneo and congratulation, from 
Sir Jervis Yates, with offers of every possible 
or impossible service to the ^ Countess of 
Delamere.” 

“ §0 my plebeian cousin has got his nick- 
name too,” said Blanche, bitterly. 

“ Dear child, what means this? Dost 
faxicy thy own proud title a nickname?” 

I know not well what 1 mean. But 
you — you are a very, wry calm 2 )e|'Son — do 
you fancy me insane — of unsound mind — 
unfit to manage my own affairs?” 

"Dearest Blanche — Countess, what is 
wrong? — speak to me, to thy friend.” 

" If I be not yet mad, the Irish family, 
and the Grimshaws, are in a scheme to 
make me a lunatic.” 

The Q^uakeress looked aghast. " Who 
has dared to say — who has imagined this 
wickedness? They abuse thy credulity.” 

"I have known it now for three days. 
Frederick Leighton has told me — warned 
me. Read his letter for yourself. Methinks 
they might have let me he nearer of age ere 
they had taken the trouble to make me out 
mad. But I go to give orders for the poor 
Irishwoman’s funeral will you be so kind 
as to attend it? SAe need not tarry the 
plumes and scutcheons of a Countess : — will 
she sleep the less soundly ? ” 

CnAPTER XI. 

Coming of Age. 

This prayers of many grateful hearts 
were granted — the hopes of many young and 
Joyful bosoms fulfilled — when the sun rose 
in unwonted splendour upon that June 
morning which beheld, the young Countess 
of Delamere complete her twenty-first year, 
and obtain, with the uncontrolled possession 
of her princely fortune, the mastery of her 
own actiohs. Before the sun had risen, the 
village girls were in their cottage-gardens, 
^^a^g^thering the earliest roses and the latest 
valley lilies — sweet as their own innocent 
breath — for the welcome holiday. The 
music of the rustic band was lUready heard 
afar off, in tlie avenues leading from the 
. Stoke-DeJamere gate to the s^tely mansion 
of the Holy Cross. The gle^me children 
and their mothers had assemblad in troops^ 


long procession which, at a very early hour, 
picturesquely defiled upon the lawn, and 
under the magnificent beech and walnut 
trees, where it was joined by the young 
Countess, and her female friends and atten- 
dants. 

Before partaking of the breakfast, arranged 
on long, flower-decorated tables, spread in 
the Berceau Walk, the Countess Blanche 
and her x ustic neighbours — matrons, maidens, 
and children — were to join in a social meet- 
ing, rather than in solemn worship, in the 
ancient chapel of Delamere. It was Bl anch g. 
who presided at the organ, and led the cllSer- 
fully-pious and simple hymn, in wliich the 
Universal Father was thanked and adored 
by His assembled children for His l^uiity ‘ 
and goodness ; and in which earnest sup- 
plication w^as made for light and energy to 
fulfil His will, and to accomplish those high 
ends for wdiich the beings here assembled had 
been called into existence. When, at the 
close of this siinplo celebration, the young 
Countess had slmken hands with the w^'men, 
and caressed the children — each bashful or 
brisk urchin who, confident of her kindness, 
pressed forward to seek her notice — she 
whispered licr Qiiakor govqmante, now her 
maternal companion, to leave her in the 
chapel for a few minutes to solitude and 
her own thoughts. And, although hers was 
not a ritual religion**- a ceremonial faith — 
it was with a soothing sense of peace and 
consolatioii stealing over her’ spirit, that 
Blanche rose, with tearful eyes, rfrom the 
altar-steps, where, kneeling in mute devotion, 
she had silently thanked the gracious Piy)-« 
vidence which had sustained and guided her 
fiiendless youth through the many trials, 
jMjrils, and Snares by which she had been 
beset ; and implored the same gracious guid- 
ance and protection from this Hiew era in 
her life, when, with privileges which the 
world esteems so high, came duties which 
slke had long contemplated as imperative, 
yet difficult and soleitah. 

" For many years have I been looking 
forward to this day,” was her observation to i 
the friend waiting for her at the door of the | 
chapel ; " yet it still finds me, if neither 
weak nor wavering, gHevonsly unprepared.” 

“ Thou woUldst lay too much on thyself 
at once, dear child: give thyself time to 
accomplish the good thou designest.” , 

" No time — no time I Let me work whilst ' 
it is called to-day ! For what have 1 desired 
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this unsatisfying tiches, assumed, yea, battled 
for, suffered martyrdom, to attain these barren 
honours — sought this great, this awful 
responsibility — save to work out those bene- 
volent schemes of wiser, and more thoughtful 
heads, which my own heart and conscience 
sanction ? Thinkest thou, dear companion, 
that 1 might not have been happier — ay, 
happier far — as the wife of Frederick 
Leighton^ the village surgeon, than the 
solitai^, loveless, joyless possessor of all 
this unvalued wealth and grandeui*? Had 
the base attefnpts of others to defraud me, 
not alone of my rights, but of niy intellect, 
^ my personal independence, my freedom, 
not'Thoused my spirit to the combat, I some- 
times feel that I shoidd have been most 
thankful to abdicate my sovereignty to tbe 
» next iieir, and get me, — dot to a nunnery, 
but to a haf}py, humble home.” 

“ 111 vindicating your rights, you took the 
course which (lod and man approve. Need 
your friend say how much, were it but for 
the sake of humanity, she exults in your 
escape and triumph.” 

Y'^t I shudder as I look back, and wonder 
whence 1 derived the strength of spirit which 
has borne me through that terrible ordeal 
which exposed me to the real wreck of those 
poor wits wliich^I was accused of wanting. 
Stanch kinsman as Sir Jervis Yates is, and 
ever will he to a countess-cousin — zealous as 
the house of Fanfaronade has been for a 
noble heiress, who may yet be converted into 
a nearer relative — and, tliougii to botJi I feel 
all due gratitude — whdt, save for your sym- 
pathy and adection, and the noble, the geue-* 
rous devotion of Frederick — what, save for 
Jiyj consummate knowledge and ability, must 
have been my fate in those dreadful investi- 
gations ? Now 1 could almost bless my past 
trials. Have they not revealed to me the 
true nobility, the unimagined beauty of one 
human hesArt, and that one devoted to me 
with all its untold treasures of love and 
goodness. You press my arm— I know 
well the meaning of that gentle check,” con- 
tinued the young Countess, smiling ; “yet you 
shall not, on this morning of jubilee, grudge 
me the proud Jiappinesid of knowing that 1 
am beloved — loved for myself alone; and 
that the only heart I ever sought is my own! 
Can 1 ever forget whaf sustained mo through- 
out those torturing, degi’ading, maddening 
trials! Had my enemkis triumphed — had 
I been proved a lunatic, an idiot, unfit to i 
enjoy the commonest rights of the species-^ 
his love, 1 know it, would not even then have 


failed me^ We should hftve fled together 
beyond the reach of cirael and tytrantiical, 
because blind laws ; and, though proAOUliCed 
unht to enjoy the honours of the heirese of 
Delamcre, mine might have been a mote 
blessed lot.” 

The maternal friend wished to lead the 
mind of the young Countess from a course 
of thought to which it was of late mor- 
bidly prone, and to fix it upon present duty. 

We must look back for an instant. The 

complicated transactions of Mr. Grimahaw, 
the steward of the late Countess, and her 
confidential man in all her affairs, had left 
liim, as all the world believed, greatly her 
debtor. ^And, though the destruction* of 
account- books and vouchers of all kinds in 
the mysterious burning of the left wing of 
the Abbey of the Holy Cross had involved his 
affairs in inextricable confusion, Mr. Grim- 
shaw looked forward with apprehension to 
the period when the young Countess should 
act u!ider the counsels of her clear-headed 
cousin, Sir Jervis Yates, whose talents for 
business and accompts were famed through- 
out the country, and who had been heard to 
say, that the Jong widowhood of Countess 
Marguerite, and the prolonged minority of 
Lady Blanche, must liave made the Dela- 
meres the greatest motK^ed aristocratic 
family in the north. 

Before the death of the old Countess, Mr. 
Grimshaw having made, a^ was alleged, a 
safe preliminary bargain witli the next heir-^ 
that young Irishman of whom the reader has 
fonnerly heard — began to hint doubts about 
the soundness of mind of the eccentric or half- 
mud heiress, born to destroy the estates, and dis- 
grace the house of Delamere. Mr. Grimshaw, 
the young Pretonci^n, and tliose of his friends 
who acted by the steward’s instigation, and 
under his guidance, would have been better 
contented had the ybung Countess, on coming 
of age, quietly agreed to leave them the sole 
management of her fortune, promising not 
to marry, and to have spared themselves the 
scandal and difficulty, and her the pain of 
the investigation into her soundness of mind r 
but Mr. Grimshaw too well knew her high 
spirit to entertain any hope of so desirable 
an arrangement ; and a case, most carefully 
drawn up, was accidentally shown to Dr. 
Fi-cderick Leighton, by an eminent physician 
in London, which revealed the deep-laid 
scheme of villany. It w^as shown to ]Lelgh«- 
ton as a professional curiosity upoJmadis-^ 
cuSsion accidentally arising about insanityy*" 
and its strange and varying symptoms. 
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The young female^ A. B. had been born^ 
it waB stated, in an eastern country, vas 
aged eighteen, handsome in figure, and with 
regi|lar Grecian features ; but of a raised 
and distracted look and wandering eye ; 
complexidn dark, temperament melancholic ; 
liable, from childhood, to sudden and wild 
bursts of passion, sometimes amounting to 
actual frenzy ; apt to be amorous, and, at 
one time, when very young, had almost 
formed a matrimonial connexion with a 
young man living in the family in a half- 
menial capacity. The hypothetical case tal- 
lied in so many, minute pailiculars with 
what Leighton knew of tlie liistory and 
opinions of Blanche Delamere, that he could 
not doubt as to the identity of A. B. Nor 
could he lielp admiring the ingenuity with 
which trivial facts and circumstances had 
been perverted and distorted, to make out 
tlie case of a young lady, always remark- 
able for eccentricity of conduct and opinion, 
falling into partial insanity, which cer- 
tainly made her unfit to manage her own 
important affairs, or to contract marriage ; 
and compelled the next of kin to come 
forward. 

Indelicacy of manners, superstition alter- 
nating with infidelity, contempt and outrage 
of public opinion in matters which, by 
women of honour, are held sacred, were 
among her alleged vices of disposition, but, 
above all, rebellion against the authority of 
the most indulgent of grandmothers. A 
number of illustrative anecdotes, wdiich, -it 
was said, could be established by evidence, 
closed this remarkable case, among which 
were an exaggerated version of the story of 
Phoebe Waterton,and of Rosamond Weston. 
Much stress was laid upon tlie influence held 
over the mind of this unfortunate lady by 
an artful attendant, who, it was believed, 
intended, as soon as she was of age, to 
marry her to one of her own connexions, 
a person, in birth and fortune, every way 
beneath the rank of the patient. The brow 
of the. young physician burned as, by this 
odd c^ncidence, he read of the designs im- 
puted to himself and his aunt upon tlie for- 
tune and person of the imbecile or lunatic 
I heiress. He had, . hoivever, sufficient pre- 
' sence of mind to suppress his indignation at 
the complicated vilhuiy laid open. 

Little doubt about th^ frail wits of this 
poor damsel,” remaiked his friend. Here 
is a]t>>ioIutely one of those cases in which law 
steps in with advantage, to protect the weak, 
and baffle villany; for .there are, I fear, 


men to be found base enough, for filthy 
lucre’s sake, to marry a creature in this 
pitiable condition ; and she may give heirs 
to a rich and noble house.” 

Dr. Leighton answered, that the case was 
indeed singular — very singular. They had, 
however, seen but one side of it. They 
were not in a condition to judge of the 
motives of the relatives of this young lady 
for depriving her of personal liberty, and the 
control of her own aflairs; and lie craved 
leave tot^opy over the singular case, which 
w^as at once conceded. 

Painful, most painful, had it been to 
Frederick Leighton to communicate to the 
Lady Blanche the discovery he had ined^; 
and for a long night had he ruminated upon 
withholding it, at least until the matter took 
Bha])e. But this idea was abandoned* He , 
felt the urgency of the occasion. He relied 
upon the fortitude and strength of mind 
early displayed by Blanche, and felt the 
importance of instant warning, while those 
around her might be hourly on the watch to 
misconstrue her every word, and misrepre- 
sent her every action. 

This was but the first of a long series of 
services as effectively as delicately rendered, 
during the torturing investigation, to which 
the Countess Blanche had been privately 
subjected, and undei* which her pride, her 
firmness, nay her intellect, she believed, 
must have given way, save for his unfailing 
sympathy, and heroic devotion. For her 
s^e, he had, for tlie time, abandoned his 
professional views, 4ind every immediate 
jiope of advancement in life ; for^ber sake, 
to secure her from further indignity and 
persecution, had he foiiborne to accept the 
rich and passionately coveted gift almost 
proffered him — the hand of her, whose 
heart had been ever and only his, and 
whose love no longer brooked, nor sought 
concealment. ^ 

Had they made me out mad,” continued 
the Lady Blanche, as she walked with her 
friend from the door of the chapel towards 
the happy festive groups, waiting her pre- 
sence under the trees, ** then still had I been 
blest. Oh, so blest ! — Frederick would have 
fled wdth me-— you would have accompanied 
us to Syria — to my own dear childhood’s 
land. There might no longer have existed 
a Countess Delamere in the peerage; but 
how blest a Blanche Leighton, in some safe 
, and humble hoine-— blest and making 
blest I” 

And hast thou not now power to bless? 
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Unthankful Indy ! — to whom hundreds look 
up for the happiness which, largely impart- 
ing to others, cannot long fail thyself. There 
is hut too much reason to fear that the first 
whisper of alliance with one whom the world 
deems so far below thee, would be the signal 
for the renewal of those base schemes, which, 
degrading to thee, might for ever deprive 
those hundreds of thy dependant fellow- 
creatures of thy generous and considerate 
care. ^Thoii hast already a large family — 
ties enough t^ occupy and fill even •thy ex- 
pansive affections. Look, lady, to the small 
part of thy expecting assembled English 
^mily which yonder await thee. Thou hast 
higirduties — doubt not in their fulfilment to 
find happiness. Is not gur Heavenly Father 
the Just One?” * 

• Thff young Countess siglled, and strove to 
be contented. 

“ I endeavour to think in this manner — 
to look only to the bright side. I have 
triumphed over villany, and possess what 
seems a boundless power of doing good. 
Would that society were so constituted, that 
no one, however generous and well-inclined, 
possessed power so ample and so dangerous. 

But I will make the best of it ; and, 

some day, perhaps — some far distant day — 
the sense of th§ benefits I may have been 
able -to confer on others, slidl soothe this 
weak, fond heart, and quiet this human 
’ yearning, wdiich now cannot be appeased. 
Thei*e is but oue man in this whole world 
whom I can many ; and 1 know that our 
union is at present alllbut impossible. But 
I will not'desert the post in which ProvidenceP 
has placed me. I will not — I dare not — ^lisk 
throwing those poof people, who have no 
hope save in me, upon the tender mercies of 
those who have no mercy. But why dally ? 
Have 1 not work enough for a long life 
l^efore me ? ” 

In cordially doing the honpurs of her 
rustic fete, iii reciprocating kindnesses, and 
breathing, as it were, an atmosphei'e of love 
and gladness, among the objects of her love 
and bounty, the spirit of the young Countess 
recovered its elasticity. Before the festival 
of the women and children had closed, a 
procession of men and boys, with banners 
and music, arrived — a spontaneous demon- 
stration of regard andfespect for their young 
lady, who was so good to their Afismas and 
little ones.” There waaalso to he a dinner 
of farmers and country neighbours* at thei 
George and Dragon ; and already Was Hie 
! antique Market-Cross over ag^nsb that 


hospitable hostelrie decorated with evergreens 
and banners. A more delicate compliment 
was paid to the Countess by some unknown 
person, who had privately adorned with 
flowers the windows of her grandfather’s 
humble parsonage. 

The indignant refusal of the farmers to 
have their festival dinner presided over by 
Mr. Grimshaw, who volunteered for the pur- 
pose, marked the general feeling towards that 
gentleman. He had not, indeed, come osten- 
sibly forward in the late delicate investiga- 
tions respecting the sanity of his mistress ; but 
not only was the disgraceful affair well known 
throughout the country, but his share in it. 
Some tallied of a sound pelting with stones, 
if the steward presumed to show his face 
abroad that day ; and it was remarked that 
the Guy Faux w^hich sufiered incremation at 
the Market-Cross, amidst loud rejoicing, wore 
the exact costume of the steward, and looked 
his twin-bi*other, both in the redness of his 
nose, and the sinister cast of his eyes. 

From dispensing and receiving simple gifts 
and memorials of the day, offered by her 
morning guests, the young Countess w'as 
summoned to important business. Mr. Grim- 
shavv was there — the lawyers were already 
met ill array — the guardians assembled — 
Lord Fanfaronade was come — and, as a 
friend and relative. Sir Jervis Yates took 
post by his kinswoman. The business 
formalities were happily despatched, as far 
as was possible ; for something yet remained 
to be done, both by the Lord Chancellor and 
the steward. But the Countess was free^ 
uncontrollable, in word or action, and wdth 
grace and dignity she received the congratu- 
lations of her company ; with touching soft- 
ness, the whisperc';! congratulations of her 
old friend, Dr. Hayley, whom, tb the con- 
fusion of Lord Fanfaronade, and the displea- 
sure of Sir Jervis, she requested to take the 
place of honour at the dinner-table whei'e ! 
she first publicly presided as mistress. As ; 
Blanche arose from the table, where she >va8 ! 
the only lady present, she addressed Lord | 
Fanfaronade. 

“ Your business is happily accomplished, j 
my lord — mine is but beginning. May I, , 
even at this unusual hour, request your 
sence, with that of my cousin, Sir Jervis 
and as many of the gentlemen assembled 
will do me the honour— as witnesses to the 
completion of a part of mine. My own 
agent and people of business are i q^l. 

the library.” 

His lordship and the other gentlemen 
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bowed, ae she glided awa>% each conjectunDg 
what this business might be, 

should not be surprised if she wei*e 
about to betrotli herself to that Frederick 
Leighton, who has been galloping over to 
Ireland and the West Indies on her affairs — 
all the settlements ready cut and diy,” 
whispei*ed Sir Jervis to the Peer, who drew 
up in offended majesty^ 

shall remonstrate strongly — I never 
will consent to my cousin throwing herself 
and her fine fortune and connexion away 
in this manner; — she who might make the 
ffrst match in England.” 

Lord Fanfaronade bowed his reply — he 
was unable to speak, 

** 1 have backed her out and out against 
the heir-at-law, instigated, it is said, by 
Grimshaw — and would again ; but I cannot 
stand this. Your son, Mr. Devereux, who, I 
understand, did the Countess the honour to 
pay his addresses to her, when she was a 
mere child, has not, T hope, changed his 
mind 1 There is a connexion to ensure the 
protection she so much wants; and the 
Countess cannot be insensible to the impor- 
tance of such an alliance in her present 
delicate circumstances, nor to the kind in- 
terest your lordship and your family have 
always taken in her and her affairs."** 

** You are extremely obliging, Sir Jervis. 
My family — my wife and daughters — who 
have known the Countess from her child- 
hood, and who are much attached to her, 
did, at one time, certainly, desire the alliance. 
That my son Horatio was attached to Lady 
Blanche, I am also aware. His present 
sentiments I do not pretend to know. But 
when a young man of fashion — - who might 
form tlie most brilliant matrimonial con- 
nexion — remains for years unmarried, in his 
peculiar circumstances — the fair inference is, 
that ho has his reasons^ Some cloud did 
intervene between the young peoiile, years 
Higo ; but 1 have no doubt that my son 
Devereux remains attached to your charming 
relative. Caff you have any good reason to 
believe that she meditates a connexion so 
unsuitable, BO extremely derogatory, I must 
Bay, to her family and her Order, as that 
^which you suspect? ” 

In faith, I foar it, my lord ! ” returned 
Sir Jervis, becoming familiar upon the 
strength of a reciprocal ^nfidence, and a 
common object. Leighton, who is a most 
^intelligent fellow, has made lumself ex- 
tremely busy, and not a little useful to my 
Ihir cousin ; and 1 know, from good authority. 


that there have been far more paper-drawing 
work and documenting, going privately on, 
than a young lady should be conceiued in, 
without the advice or knowledge of her 
friends : but these people have, from child- 
hood, got so round her ! She has always had 
too much of her own way, that’s the truth 
of it.-— But she is a fine creatiim ! — a noble 
creature ! were she once properly settled 
down.” 

Lord Fanfaronade bowed and hejnmed. 
He woifid not repulse Sir Jervis ; he would 
not commit himself. He liad gone far 
enough, and abided the issue ; but hope or 
pride wrung forth this remark as they passgjJ 
to the library, ^ 

“ The Countess >yould scarcely have in- 
vited so old a friend of the Delamere family 
as myself, to witness an act which I rrfiist be*i 
pardoned for regarding as degradation to 
herself and her noble Order, were her purpose 
what you suppose.” 

“We shall see — wc shall see! ” rejoined | 
Sir Jervis. “ And if it be my countenance 
slie seeks to such a connexion, I promise 
you, my lord, she shall see the blackest side 
of it.” 

“The champagne has affected tlmt per- 
son,” was Lord Fanfaronade’s thought. 
“Vulgar, no doubt, but a, shrewd man — 
perhaps ambitious in his own way.” 

When the gentlemen entered the library, 
they saw a table covered with written’ papers ’ 
and parchments; the modest Quakeress in 
her best gray silk gown, and her gentleman- 
like nephew, Dr. Lei^iton, in his professional 
black. He had just arrived from Ireland, 
wdih the agent on the Countess’s Donegal 
estates, and two gentlefiien of the law, wkb 
whom he seemed on very intimate terms, and 
who had met him, by appointment, at Stokc- 
Delamere. 

“ Hey-day ! here is an an’ay for a birtly- 
day dravring-Toom,” cried Sir JerVis, briskly ; 
“what, my fair Countess, is about to be 
played off for the amusement of your guests, 
and in honour of the day ? ” 

Blanche suppressed her rising disgust, 
while she replied, — “I owe, Sir Jervis, as 
some of my guests must be aware, my life — 
or all that gives life value, my health — to 
this dear friend, who has, for twelve years, 
watched over me with^a mother’s care. How 
much more I owe to her than mere life — fur 
that which far transcends its dearest interests 
— which exists above, which endures beyond 
life, it* is not for me here to tell. But 1 
cannot sufibr even one day of my hard-bought 
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independence to elapse^ without rendering 
her all the compensation within my poor 
means.’* 

“Certainly, certainly!” said Sir Jervis 
Yates, relieved, and concluding that “ com- 
pensation” to the aunt must mean an 
annuity, or a good sum in hand, and not 
marrying the nephew. 

“ A service of tea-plate, perhaps,” thought 
Lord Fanfaronade — “a small touch of the' 
innate plebeian ostentation, in taking so 
manyVitnesses to the mighty rewaud — were 
it no inore.’^ Bflt he hemmed, and said 
sententiously, that “Faithful and useful 
servit-e acquired all the rights of humble 
Ttie.'ulship, and could neither he over- valued 
nor over-rewarded.” 

“ 1 am glad your loi*dship thinks in this 
, mamiar — I seek not to enrich my friend — 
biic requires neither my gifts nor my money 
— she is rich enough already for her wise and 
modest wants. But I seek to increase her 
j hap])incsB. It was she who early inspired 
I my childish mind with the deepest horror of 
slavery — of man holding property in the 
blood, the sinews, and the free-will with 
which the Creator has gifted the meanest of 
His ci*^atures. Nor could X, upon this the 
first day of my power, lay my liead on my 
pillow ill peace the owner w^ere it but of one 
slave. 1 have faken measures to ensure the 
safety and comfort of the emancipated 
* negroes on the West India estates of my 
family, in the enjoyment of their new^-hora 
freedom ; and also, for the protection and 
improvement.of my property. I uow’^ hasten 
to sign their manumission, and thus to dis-» 
charge, so far as it may be discharged, my 
weight of obligation to my maternal friend.” 

* Before Sir J ervis could recover his astonish- 
ment, or Lord Fanfaronade dispose of his 
pinch of snuff, Blanche had started to the 
table, and rapidly signed several sheets of 
paper, the •leaves of which Dr. Leighton 
turned over for her. 

“ Softly, my dear madam,*’ cried Sir Jervis, 
at last ; “ are you aware of what you are 
about % or the number of your slavei^ above 
thiue or four hundred ! ” 

“ So many more hundreds of i*ea^n8 against 
the delay of justice. Will you, Sir Jervis, 
do me the kindness to sign as a witness. Dr. 
Leighton, give me y<mr name. Nay, ray 
lord, 1 do not despair of your lordship also 
humouring me and honouring me.” 

Lord Fanfaronade was taken by surprise ; ^ 
and the dignified Fanfauonads figured before 
simple Fnderich LeigMony in the act of 
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emancipation, which drew moisture to the 
eyes of the Quakeress, as she silently pressed 
the hand of her late charge, and retired* 

“ 1 have nothing to say to so extraordinary 
a document,” said Sir Jervis Yates. “It 
is not alone the amount of property rashly 
thrown away, but the example. I don’t 
undemtand it. Was this the reward which 
your nurse requested? The idea might be 
quite natural to a Quaker, yet not the most 
j)i-oper for a young, unmarried lady of title 
and fortune — eh! my lord ? — who might, 
at least, liave been expected to consult her 
friends in so important a step.” 

“My young friend, the Countess, if I 
may have the honour of calling her so, has 
graced the day of her majority by a gracious 
deed,” said Lord Fanfaronade, who was 
already compromised by his signature. “ Let 
us not damp the pleasure which the glow of 
benevolence sheds over her bosom ; and let ' 
us hope that the poor w^rctehes whom she has 
released, may neither abuse their freedom, 
nor disgrace her goodness,” 

“1 fear it not, my lord. I have, with 
wann love to all my kind, great faith in the 
human race — in all God*H creation^ in all 
my fellow-creatures, whetlier black or white.’* 

Lord b'anfaronade had quickly recourse to 
his uuftuling snuff-box, and the contempla- 
tion of the diamond-encircled stately Maria 
Theresa pictured rm its lid, lie doubted, 
after all, if this singular young woman--*- 
against whom insanity Imd lately been so 
plausibly alleged, that e^en his own mind 
was shaken— could be a fit wife for Devereux, 
great as were her extrinsic advantages* Her 
“ kind,” her “ fellow-creatures,” “ God’s 
creatures*” Why, what was all this but a 
sort of RadLcalisiT' in disguise ; and the 
worse because disguised under the cloak of 
Christianity — Christianity, wliich some blas- 
phemous, dissenting or German preacher had 
lately styled “ the highest and purest form 
"of democracy ? ” He had heard the young 
Countess herself quote those sliocking expres- 
sions BO repugnant to social order, decency, 
and religion. 

“ I could not sleep in peace the owner of 
a slave,” continued Blanche; “but neither 
can I remain the mistress of a race of misefsr 
able serfs, whose degraded existence must- b^ 
a constant pain and reproach to me, and a 
curse to tliemselves. My second act of inde^^ 
pendent sovereignty, my lord, sliall ^ jto 
raise the Irish peasantry on the 
estates to the dignity of inHwafrintt 
pendent labourers and fanners.” 
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“ This will require mature consideration,** ‘‘Alienation ! ” repeated Sir Jervis Yates, 

said Lord Fanfaronade, with more quickness “And in whose behalf, pray ?” and his eyes 
than his ordinary manner, — I mean, totally again involuntarily sought Dr. Leighton, 
changing the management of those valuable “ In behalf— if alienation it be — of those 
estates.** ^ who, I believe in my conscience, have tlie 

“I have not been rash. Your lordship is best right to these wild lands, — of the people 
aware that 1 was indulged in making a long reared upon the cultivated portion of these 
visit to Ireland last summer. I was not rack-rented absentee estates, of those whose 
idle ; and then, if I felt ^ith my girl’s heart, industry has given them whatever value they 
1 also saw with my own eyes, and judged possess,” replied the Countess ; “ and,” she 
by my own and by more enlightened un- proceeded, “ 1 have not been, even in idea, a 
derstandings, of the condition of the people rash innovator. My power over thaf pro- 
on these estates and on tliose of neighbouring perty is unquestionable. is that by which 
properties. Dr. Leighton has since devoted alike the King holds his crown and the cot- 
some months to the same examination. He tager his copyhold — Law. And, while 1 • 

has just returned from Ireland. All that 1 retain that pon er, 1 am i-esolved to exor^'ise^ 
desire, and am bound to attempt, cannot it independently, and to the best of my judg- 
be accomplished in one day, nor in one year ment, and with, 1 **trust, a profound and 
— no, nor perhaps in one lifetime. Yet, ever-present senstf of my responsibility The * 
knowing my duty— having taken anxious landsalready under some kind of cultivation, 
and humble pains to learn it — I will not however imperfect, amount to nearly two- 
Buffer an hour to elapse without commencing thirds of the whole estates. Of these wo — 
the work of amelioration — of atonement'* my counsellors and myself,” — and she smiled 
“Your ladyship, having kept yourself as and bowed to her new Irish agent, — “propose 
poor as a rat, during your minority, in to give long leases, prcfeiring the ]»resent 
throwii^ away your personal allowance on tenants, unless some in8ui)erable objection 
those Irish iucorrigibles, would now throw exists — and at gi’eatly reduced rents. I shall 
your landed property after it,** said Sir Jervis deem it wise for both parties, livndloj*d and 
Yates, in a tope which somewhat ruffled the tenant, to encourage the spirit of improve- 
temper of the young Countess, though she ment and industry by every proper means ; 
checked tlie retort which rose to her lips, and by making advances for inij)rovcnu*iits 
“Come, my lord — come, Mr. Grimshaw — on a much more liberal scale than has been 
we must form a council-board on these Irish usual, where the ])riiiciplc is to draw and . 
affairs of my noble cousin’s,’* continued Sir screw all away, and to return nothing. Nor 
Jervis. “We must not allow the generosity will I be an absentee, though 1 hope my j 
of the Countess to be altogether imposed upon, Irish tenants will soon be very well able to 
and advantage taken of her inexperience to do without me. The world does not offei* 
deprive her of all power over her Irish pro- more delicious summer retreats to the true 
perty before she lias for four-and-twenty lover of natui'e than are to be found in the 
hours enjoyed it.” bays opening on tlie Atlantic, on tlie shores 

“ Who seeks such advantage. Sir Jervis ?” of the Delamere, and of many other Irish 
inquired Dr. Leighton, firmly, on seeing the estates, which the owners never see. ’Tis to 
eyes of the baronet fixed upon himself. such places* my friend. Dr. Leighton, says 

“ No one, I hope, my good Doctor ; but, he would send English invalids, in pre- 
at all events, if they should, English good forcnce to the more fashionable haunts of 
sense is able to resist Irish or any other the Continent. And there shall be my sum- 
encroachment.— Eli, my lord ? ” mer station. The mountain lands — those 

. “ With all deference,” observed Mr. lying in a state of nature since the Deluge, 
Gihhshaw; “so complete a revolution as but quite susceptible, 1 am informed, of 
my lady meditates in the management of the cultivation, and at present of little or no 
Irish estates would not only require delibe- use to any one — we propose to allot in 
' ration, but 1 have doubts if, by the family small farms, held by perpetual leases, and 
settlements, any proprietor is entitled to at first at merely a nominal rent. We 
perform acts which go to the virtual aliena- shall build good cottages and offlccs, and 
tionof the estates from the family ; for what provide for the comfortable settlement and 
perpetual leases ? *’ maintenance of the mountain farmers for 

* 1 ” ejaculated^ Lord Fanfar- the first years of their hard but hopeful 

onade. struggle and from the first hour it will 
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be fiopeiul ; for they shall not feel that 
they are ivearing out their strength, and 
encountering distress and privation, merely 
to pay a rack-rent to an absentee, but to 
improve their own little possessions, and 
increase the coxnfoi’t and wealth of their 
families. It is my wish that eveiy re- 
maining poor family, that has been ejected 
from the estates of my ancestors, shall 
find a refuge in those mountain- fanns. ^ 
This is a justice which 1 owe to them, 
and to* the memory of their former land- 
lords. Can tl^ir spirits rest in peace, while I 
these poor people, driven out in their 
misery, are wandering as beggars on the 
£sce the country which their toil has 
enriched ! ” 

“ And therefore your ladyship’s mse 
cmmscllors would have you generously open 
pauper- warrens to receive them all in your 
wdld lands?” inquired Sir Jervis, sharply, 
and looking hard at the mute new Irish 
agent. 

“ Pauper-warrens ! pardon me, cousin ; 
but what has my grandmother’s Irish 
estate been, for fifty years back, save one 
large and increasing pauper-warren, if you 
will name it so. My projected mountain- 
farms — hnd w’ould that law gave me the 
right of disposing of them, out and out, to 
all whom industry might stimulate to labour I 
to redfeem them ! — iny mountain-farms shall, 
in the first place, not be too small, and one 
main condition of the teniii'c provides against 
subdivision. The rent — at first, nothing- 
like that of all the otl\er farms, can only 
increase with tlie productiveness of t!he farm, 
and the consequent ability of the tenant ; i 
and it will be limited by being paid in kind I 
-^oV as a grain-rent. We intend that a 
considerable portion of it, in the new lands, 
shall at all times go to maintain parish roads, 
mills, and such new improvements as the 
progress of society may introduce into agri- 
culture ; and also to maintain the school- 
houses, the chapel, the parish library, the 
infirmary, and other useful institutions.” 

"The Papist Chapel, madam?” inquired 
Lord Fanfaronade, solemnly. 

"Whatever kind of place for Christian 
worship the householders of the new town- 
ship choose to have, my lord ; and any 43ort 
of school they approvp. ^^ere can the 
patronage and care of such institutions be so | 
well placed as in the hands of those seeking i 
religious instruction and* consolation ^ 
themselves, and useful learning for their 
children?” 

Voi. lU. 


"In the hands of ignorant or bigoted 
Roman Catholic peasants, madam ? ” 

" They are men, my lord, endowed with 
like faculties as other men. Give them free- • 
dom, and motive to exercise those faculties, 
under the stimulus of their dearest interests 
— whether as intelligent, responsible beings ' 
eras fathers and neighbours — and my Hfe 
upon the quick access of knowledge and 
liberal feeling among my Irish farmers. 
Your lordship does not like the Roman 
Catholic religion ; neither, al>stractly, do 1 
admire it ; yet 1 please myself in thinking 
that my nevr mountain-farms — tnp emigra- 
tion colony, (one going only the short dis- 
tance from the plains to the hills,) may form 
a sort of altonement for the cruel hardships 
inflicted on the poor people of those estates, 
through the harshness, or the culpable negli- 
gence, of my predecessors. Mp mountain- 
farms shall he a perpetual Mass for the 
repose of their spirits ; and, I trust, not an 
unacceptable one.” 

Lord Fanfaronade knew not what to reply 
to this wdld talk ; or what final opinion to 
form of the character and sentiments of so 
singular, so decided, or so over-bold a young 
lady. Meanwhile he wislied to get away. 
He required tlie counsels of his lady, and 
particularly of his daughter, Lady Blande, — 
of whose talents for penetrating character, 
and managing high-flown, and, indeed, all 
kinds of people, he had a great opinion. 

On taking leave, he expressed a hope that 
Holy Cross and Fanfaronade Park should 
ever maintain their ancient amicable rela- 
tions ; and he mentioned tlio intention of 
his lady and her daughters to drive over to 
congratulate the young Countess to-morrow, 
as they knew that business engagements, and 
entertaining the tenantiy, must occupy all 
her hours on this important day. 

Some county business remained to he dis- 
cussed between his lordship and Sir Jervis ; 
and, as their roads lay in the same direction 
for a few miles, tlie latter, with evident 
pleasure, from the condescen^ng invitation, 
accepted a seat in the peer’s carriage, though, 
amidst the multifarious business of the day, 
one little affair of his own was still 1^ 
unsettled. For this, he invited himself back 
at an early day. Sir Jervis Yates had i 
recently witiidrawn his now illustrious name 
from the vast concerns of tlie mills, but 
was so far from Slaving surrendered Ids 
pecuniary advantages to tlie ostensibU^art^ * 
W, that the majority of the Countess 
been impatiently waited for to obtain ^ 

No. 67. 
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JlMi«e» resolutely fipd angrily refused by her yis, about the dame’s schools and the 
'^andmoiber» i>f a pleee of nouud conunaud- fiower-plots.” 

lug a fine water power, wiere he proposed There was a Uttle gpod^natured sneer 
erspriug 3:^W and yery e^ensiy^ option- conveyed in the tone of the last words ; but 
miUa> Llanc^e was not offended with her inilliou- 

ypU know the term*?.” said the young aire relative, who she understood to beat least 

g tnntess, smiUng, when, at parting, lit drew as considerate about the human instruments 
r aside to remind her of the request which produced his wealth as are the most 

^ ready —T our bouse is — to pay not of liis brethren in England. It was agree- 
mersly a good, but an enormous rent for able to him to see them clean, and looking 
that small reaoh of the river,” replied Sir tidy, if not healthy ; and his interest tliat 
JeryiSf they should be industrious and temperate. 

I do not want — I would not receive an He, therefore, encouraged Tcipperance Socie- 
snormouB rent — and 1 have none of my ties and Savings’ Banks among his partner’s 
grandmotheris repugnance to the neighbour- work-people — for he rarely saw them him- 
hood of manufactories. I see their value, self — and had no objection to a g^me . .t 
O^ecially to the people of Stoke- Delamere ; ball or cricket on a Cliristinas afternoon, if 
psriiaps I may yet find an asylum for some the amusement nover interfered with the 
of my Irish families, or their off-shoots, in regular hours of working the machinery, 
youv new mills down the river. But you which they, however, somehow always did. ‘ 

know the only conditions on which I can 

grant you a lease, not merely of these falls, It w^as with a sense of relief that the 
but of the adjoining farms, for your cstah- youne: Countess saw her guests depart ; and 
lishment.” the longest day of the year, and of her life, 

Ob, flower-plots before the whitc-w’alled come to an end in the despatch of business, 
pottages, I believe. Was not that it, my wliich wdih her ideas assumed the nature of 
lady?” And he laughed. important duty. She had signed lier will, 

^^Yes, flower-plots — hut much more — which was ready prepared, and also a deed, 
neat, roomy, i^ubstautial, and fairfy rented which secured for her natural life i)1000 
cottages—- each with its garden or a-yoar to the next heir to the estates, be- 

docit as well as the flower-plot ; common yond her own power of revocation, 
greens and public walks ; school-house and This is, indeed, to heap coals of fire upon 
library ; vfasliing and cookiqg cstablisii- the head of the ingrate,” said her friend, as 
meats ; baths, brewery, store, and surgery, tlie deed, hitherto kept secret, from motives 
And these are but the husk — the beggarly of delicacy, was witnessed by Dr. Leighton 
elements of social happiness in my well- and the Irish agents 

ordered, imaginary factory of Beau Ideal. It is an act of mere justice, and, perhaps, 
You kindly warn me against forming a scanty justice. Can 1 approve the law 
pauper-warren in the Donegal mountains ; which leaves this young man to languish in 
but, with every wish to forward your pro- absolute poverty, while it enriches, to pro- 
ject ^r Jervis, neither shall 1 be in any digal extent, a girl who Ims chanced to step 
way accessary to establisliing a worse sort of between him and the large possessions which 
warren almost under my own eye. There our common ancestors have gathered to- 
are forms of misery still more squalid than gether — it will not now do /.oo curiously 
those of the Irish peasant — a civilized lot to inquire how. 1 havo provided for every 
sriUmore dohuinonizing— more soul-stunt- domestic and dependant who might liave 
mg than the peasant’s in his worst cabin of been disappointed by the sudden demise of 
fha hog. But I am not merely willing, but my grandmother, not, I fancy, what will be 
to facilitate this scheme of you and called nobly or munificently, but fairly, 
your paiinats ; in so doing, I can be as- My few maternal relatives — those who 
sored that I sliall help to lay were it but have lately, in the most remote and unsus- 
V one little atone to the sure foundations of a peoted localities and degrees of consangui- 
flrmer and happier social ay^^tem than tliat nity, made me aware of their existence and 
which is growing up around us, in riieae of our relationship sliall endeavour to 
manufaeturing districts.*^ treat with hecoimug kindness and tender- 

^ Vb have no doubt about satisfying your ufis ; but fortune' is not given me to enrich 
^ ' IdiyEhip’s men of buslnesi^ and also meet-^ oidy them. I have an impression that it is 
iug your benevolent vlews,^* replied Sir Jer- temporarily intrusted to my stewardslup for 
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more expansive objects. With those abuses 
of public charities udth which we are all 
conversant^ I almost fear to complete the 
endowment of my pet plan my schools in 
Stokc-Delamere, and asylum, and annuities 
for poor lonely widows and destitute spin- 
sters ; but we have been so very wary— our 
lawyers so skilful •— tliat surely, for some 
generations, our scheme will not be vitiated. 
So let us to work on this — and then my^ 
birtli-day star may set when it will 1” 

I ‘fear you have exhausted yourself 
abeady,” sai(^ Leighton, looking anxiously 
on her eyes of preternatural brightness, and 
• her flushed cheek. *^The excitement of 
flencuolent enthusiasm may prove as weary- 
ing as that of fashionable dissipation— « and, 
for these many mouths bf preparation, you 
r-,* fiavc b^en suffering under ^ tiio philanthropy- 
fever;’ — shall we not, therefore, for this 
night, sweep away agents and lawyers, 
parchments and doctors, and leave you to 
I reposed** 

I ** Not till my task he accomplished ; I 
i thould not else taste repofte. — Could a 
I Howard, a Wesley, a host of glorious men, 
j devote tlieir whole lives and energies to the 
most fajiguing labours in the service of their 
Buttering fellow-creatures, and shall I drop 
in one day ! — Don’t think so meanly either 
of my mental oV physical powers. 1 am 
ever strongest in trial. Let us finish our 
. business.” 

There was more signing and scaling. The 
schools were founded and endowed— the 
asylum for destitute age and respectable 
poverty, established — with all legal forma - 1 
lities ; and the funds for their support pro- 
vided paiHy from tho rents of thoso Idnds 
which were intended to surround the 
munufaoturiug village ; 'which lands, it was 
believed, must rapidly inci’ease in value. 

‘^And now,” said the Countess, laying 
down her pen, I do confess fatigue, for 
which the remedy shall be a soothing drive 
in the twilight to witness the rejoicings^in 
my honour in Stoke-Delamere. I am bound 
to return the visits paid me this morning. 
Where are our children?*’ And the little 
daughter of Mr. 'Devereux and the lost 
Rosamond, for whom Blanche felt as a ten- 
der mother, and kept constantly with her, 
and tlie boy, now at heune from school, at- 
tended her to enjoy the spectacle of tiie 
night, as they had done of the morning. 

The first rocket of the fireworks, whtbh 
were to render the natal day of Blanche, 
Countess of Delamere, brilfiant and illna- 


trions over all the surrounding country, 
announced the arrival of her landau in the 
little antique town ; and loud were the 
huzzas and hearty and heart-felt the cheers'. 
It was with some difficulty tliat Dr. Leigh- 
ton was able to prevent the young men and 
lads from unharnessing the horses and tak- 
ing their places themselves ; and only his 
positive assurance thdt the Countfss would 
be frightened, angered, and disgusted by 
such an attempt, prevented the degrading 
proceeding. 

Among the most active of tho volunteer 
beasts of draught was the husband of Fbcebe 
Waterton, who, now that his wife’s patroness 
had come to her kingdom, was convinced 
that his torinne was made, and huzzaed 
accordingly. The son of old Jacob €h>od- 
ridge, keeper of the Buckshound gate, would 
he turned out |it once, to make ivay for him. 
It went to the heart of the heiress, on this 
day of power and rejoicing, to deny the 
humble petition of her old friend and play- 
mate ; yet, even under the menace that 
Phoebe would be liarslily treated or hetUm 
by her disappointed and angry lord, she 
resisted importunity to perform a deed of 
injustice, which would have made fifty dis- 
contented, and one ungrateful ; and thus she 
allayed the murmurs of the maidens and 
gammers of the Goodridge faction, who had 
whispered that a fair face, though faded, 
and an oily tongue, went farther with 
great folk? than good will and faithful 
service.” 

I shall never be popular,” said Blanche 
to her friends,, as they drove from the town, 
immediately after she had <lismissed, with 
something like severity, the second petition 
urged upon her hs the tearful Phoebe. 

When 1 consider the many preposterous, 
unreasonable, and impossible petitions and 
requests that have *heen made to me from 
my earliest childhood, and which pour in 
upon me now, I could pity a harassed states- 
man in office. I must be content to be 
imagined hard and cold, though it wounds 
me, that I may deal impartial justice to all, 
and be understood and loved by few — how 
few ! One by one, all will forsake me ; and 
I shall be alone — alone !” 

Her tremulous, desponding tone, and Idw- * 
breathed sigh, revealed the depth of this 
sentiment which these few words embodied^ 
The (Quaker matron looked at her lady, as 

tenderly deprecating and pitying, •wmp^ 

chided this desponding spirit; and fhe 
strong emotion of the young physician, over- 
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coming his habitual Belf-command^ was 
betrayed by an involuntaxy expanding of 
his anns^ while the mute eloquence of pas- 
sion, in his kindling eye and animated 
gesture, seemed to say, — “Come to this 
heart and be cherished-— come, if its life- 
long devotion may suffice thee.** 

The full import of the slight involuntary 
movement on both sides, as Blanche, for an 
instant, seemed to bend towards her lover, 
as if about to throw herself into his opening 
arms, and to shed her grateful and raptu- 
rous tears on liis bosom, was mutually 
understood ; , and to her heart, this self- 
betrayal of one usually so provokingly 
guarded and sage, so inflexible in purpose, 
was a triumph and a solace. A thrill of 
delight shot through her whole frame, to 
the exalting thought — “Although he so 
often imagines I may never his, although 
thus ever-guarded, he loves me — yes ! he 
loves me ! and 1 am happy !” 

The twilight of the lovely evening had 
reached that point when, about midsummer- 
tide in England, twilight seems to kindle 
and brighten after the setting of the sun, 
and to shine with a splendour that seems all 
its own, unborrowed of the departed lumi- 
nary. 

“ How balmy and refreshing is the air to- 
night. What a luxury only to live and 
breathe this sweet air,” said Blanche, after 
a long pause. “ 1 do confess something like 
collapse of spirits after the varied excite- 
ments of this day, and can fancy no restora- 
tive equal to a stroll home through the 
woods, and coffee under the beech trees — 
with the dealest friends of my childhood 
about me.” 

“Command your slaves,’* said old Dr. 
Hayley, gallantly. “Coffee shall appear 
at the touch of my fairy wand ; and my 
friend Frederick will *giye you his arm 
through the shrubberies. . That is a felicity 
and honour which a small twinge of my old 
enemy prevents me from disputing wdth him 
to-night.*’ 

, The Cduntess had alighted, and the last 
gleam of her white dress, as she disappeared 
among the trees» leaning on the arm of Leigh- 
toE) enabled the Doctor to remark to Mrs, 
Simpson, with impunity, — “ Our Countess is 
at last her own mistress, and how deserving 
of every happiness. I do not, ma’am, affect 
ignorance of Ihe state of her affections — hut 
Grhnshaw and the heir-at-law— would they^ 
b(mimence their schemes i^ain? What do ' 
ypu think, ma’am ? I wish I could make 


Dr. Leighton a prince to-night for her 
sake ! ” 

“Would she value or like him more?” 
remarked his companion, quietly. 

“ The poor, dear child, I could lay down 
my life to give her happiness; but another 
conspiracy, and no one to support her this 
time ?” He shook liis head. “ But, come, 
let us make her as happy as we can, ma’am ; 
let us get supper arranged under the trees. 
Dr. Leighton leaves us to-morrow morning, 
I believe. Come to-day, gone to-mowow — 
he is unkind to liis friends,” ^ 

The good Doctor really liked Leighton, 
and was not very insincere, tliough he at this 
time certainly wished the young man we'S 
away and on the high seas ; but no shadow 
of insincerity found favour with the single 
mind of the Quakeress, however innocent oi%. 
speciously veiled it miglit be by kind motives, 
or so-called politeness. She drily answered — 

“Frederick goes to-morrow, or haply this 
night. He will embark for the West Indies 
on Friday. He is pledged to sec the eman- 
cipation experiment, which he heartily ap- 
proved, fairly made. He will remain for the 
approaching cane-harvest, and probably tlie 
next.” 

“I hope it may answer,” I’ctunicd the 
Doctor, in a doubtful tone, “ for the sake of 
our Countess, whose kind heart was set upon 
the thing.” 

“ For the sake of humanity, of justice, I . 
pray it may — and for her sake also.” * 

They drove on in silence, much less em- 
barrassing than that which was as solemnly 
kept on the wood-paths threaded by the 
lovers. 

“ I fear you have suffered much from the 
great exertions of fliis day,” was the wliispci* 
which at last fell on tlie ear of Blanche, as 
she silently seated herself on a rustic bench, 
to rest for a few moments, after ascending a 
winding steep. o 

I shall have abundant leisure to recover 
from fatigue,” — and she proceeded in a mom 
impassioned tone, — “Oh, Frederick! when 
you know that these are the last hours, the 
very last, we may ever spend together — tlie 
last moments that we may freely talk to each 
olher— that I have to endure the anguish of 
seeing you depart to the perils of the sea, of 
climatei of all that snay intervene, ere our 
far-distant meeting, if indeed we shall ever 
meet again— can ;^ou talk to me of personal 
fatigue V* 

“ Should I tiy to keep alive that anguish, 
dearest Blanche ? Y^t I confess 1 should he 
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of you ever affcer a« a Peri the creature of 
an Oriental fairy-tale^ save for that dear^ old^ 
quaint book*” 

" I remember it all notr, though less die* 
timely than many othef times as that 
burning .and your broken arm, I was not 
in love with you till that night not quite,” 
and she smiled. Then my tenderest feel- 
ings were excited by your accident. We are 
kind creatures, wo poor women, Frod. We 
will never make great mathematicians, 1 
i suppose; nor, they say, write tragedies or 
epic poems, like you men— ^but a much easier 
process might raise us into ministering angels 
! than would be required with many of you of 
I the nobler sex. ... 1 should be sure 

you loved me to-night, Frederick, if I had 
before doubted.” 

“ By what new token, dear Blanche ? I 
fancied 1 had exhausted them all.” 

“That your tlioughts carry forth my 
image the idea of our blessed and blended 
• existence, into Eternity,” she said, in a very 
low and solemn voice. “ Oh, this is true, 
this is exalted love.” 

“ It is thus I have ever felt, then-^even in 
childhood — for my turtle doves, which 1 
would have been unhappy not to take to 
heaven with me-*- how much more for you, 
that sacred, that indestructible love, 

— ‘ which em buiDetb, 

Which came from heaven, to heaven returneth.' 

Courage, dear lady ! It will exalt and sus- 
tain our souls to endure this long probation. 
Like the youthful patriarch, roy years of 
bondage shall seem but as a day. Were o 
they spent beneath your eyes cheered by 
your smiles, soothed, charmed by your sym- 
pathy — as a rapturous day. . • I must 
not let my thoughts dwell on this, hut on 
the blesshigs t con only win by deserving 
them—^And you, my own Blanche ? — ” 

shall strive to follow your example# 

I am not insensible to the many, great 
privileges of my lot ; to the far greater 
blessings 1 possess and hops for. What 
woman’s lovi^ pride— what Woman’s un- 
hlmtided faith in man, can be equal to that 
which I feel) and am jusHhed in feeling! 
Forgive my quemlouSness and seeming want 
V)f fortitude • and do not grudge the relief of 
weeping with you, to o&S who must so often 
weep alone. I do not shrink from our reso- 
lution:— yet sufihr me to rbpine a little, were 
itJhut«foT the dear delight of finding your^ 
st^gth taxed to sttstain my weakness. 1 
have told you that 1 am not always quite 
rational in my deeper iselitigs ; and, to say 


truth) I do not desire to be so. It is enough 
that the burden shall be unshrinkingly 
borne — we may surely adjust the load so as 
to fit tile back.” , 

Such desultory talk, with many a pause, 
many a broken whisper, fond interrogatory, 
and soothing promise, brought the lovers 
within sight of the noble beech trees on the 
lawn in front of the Abbey ; under which, 
by the prompt orders of iheir friends, the 
servantfi had already set out a table with 
refreshments — fruit and wine. 

“ How like a glow-worm, seen through the 
foliage, is the lamp on which tlie coffee is 
simmering,” said Blanche* < * 

“ And how grandly and proudly the nol)le 
old house looks out from the ancestral woods 
in the twilight, as if it carried its head the >» 
higher to-day, because the Lady Blanche is 
every inch its mistress.” 

“ There remains a ]>rouder day for it and 
for her — that on which she can tell it to hold 
its head higher still, for a noble master ; or — 
bid it farewell for ever, and follow him to as 
liapjiy although u much humbler home.” 

A long and silent embrace was the seal of 
this parting covenant, and unbroken silence 
brought them to their waiting friends. If 
suffering from their approaching separation, 
the young pair were yet too happy in, their 
own feelings, not to feel with kindness and 
complacency for all things around them, ^ 
animate and inanimate. 


cHAVirEU xli. ' 
The Dmm&mnU 


Amn having solemnly, if silently, givjen 
her troth-plight, Blanche and her lover joined 
their waiting friends, under the magnificent 
guardian beeches, in front of Holy Gross. 

It was Blanche who first courageously 
spoke, “Djr. Leighton leaves us* to-moirow, 
Dr. Hayley. Having advised or approved 
my tUTong measure about the poor negroes, 
he goes to en^tm its success by his personal 


“ So sobn !” replied the good Doctor. 

“ Ay, make mrach of me to-night, ladies,” 
Mdd Leighton with gaiety somewhat forced ; 
“you may not see me for three years again. 
I have long wished tovisit the United States; 
from thence I can easily procure a vessel for 
the Mediterranean, ,and realise a boy’s classic 
dreams, by visiting Greece* 1 may even, 
perhaps, h& tempt^ to cany your ttaiied 
loves to our old friend Hassan, under his 
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“We geiltletaeii, who 2iT& at liotdeateajMi, 
may be tempted to envy yoti the power of 
doing good and acquiring liberal knowledge,” 
replied tlie Doctor. “ Thd eystem of a 
gentleman’s education is greatly expanded 
since 1 was a yOiing man, and placed my 
highest pride in being appended to a nobfis 
lady’s girdle.” 

“ The ladies do not sfeein to covet so awk- 
ward an appendage as myself, ot I also might 
he huf too proud. The Countess, however 
my vanity may be mortihed by the preference, 
lias, I fear, the good taste to choose you.” 

" Indeed you must never leave us again,” 
said lliaiiche, addressing her old friend ; ‘‘and 
I shall never ])e quite sure of you, till you 
fairly give up your living. You Hatteringly 
b tell me»how happy I make you, and now that 
1 am emancipated, your protection is more 
necessary to me than ever, were it but to 
put the proper face of decorum upon my 
jnaid(‘n court.” 

“ You arc but too good to me — foo kind, 
dearest lady,” rejdied the old ^an, melted to 
tears. , “Need I say that my home of forty 
years has become dearer to me than ever.” 

“ Then wc never part ! ” said Blanche, 
extending her hand to ratify the covenant. 
The old man raised the fair hand to his lips 
with gii'ectionaie'and graceful courtesy. His 
fonner petulant pupil also seemed deeply 
• touchpd. 

“ And that I may deserve your counte- 
nance,” she said, when she liad recovered 
composure, “•! promise to be ^he most 
decorous, dignified, and pretty-behaved peer-, 
css of my years, in this wcll-otdered realm — 
yiat is, in my public capacity. At homey 
among ourselves, With the children, and sucli 
worthy and intelligent people as will he 
social with ud, I may be privileged to be as 
foolish as I list ; — aiid wfe shall he So happy, 
and, 1 am* sure, so attadhed, thongh tlie 
world should call us a humdrum family. 
Nor shall We be so very humdrum. Many 
of life’s best pleasures lie aTOUlid uS for the 
gathering, and we Will taste them With relish 
and dxeeiful thankfulness. The WUrld may 
not quite nuderstand us, but it shall be 
compelled to respect, and, perhaps, in iMe, 
to lore ns. By the ihne I have reached the 
mature age of twenty-five, it wilb perhaps 
admit that so sober-minded and well-con- 
ducted a personage has ^ right to judge for 
herself in What mainly concerns her own 
happiness ; it may not, in short, be longer 
able to withojd its consent” — and she hesi- 
tated — "to my marriage with Frederick. 


Gite US yours now, Doctor, with yottr bless- 
ing!” 

The good Doctor was taken by etuprlsei 
and fairly otercome. The consent he had 
no right to give or to withhold, and the fertent 
blessing, were the spontaneous impulse Of 
his warmest feelings, as he clasped the united 
liands presented to him. 

" And now,” said Blanche^ smiling and 
drying her eyes, " all is as it should be — 
there ate no secrets, no mysteries in our little 
household, and we shall be all the happier 
for that ourselves, •— strangers have no busi- 
ness with our affairs oT projects.” The 
ladies withdrew to the house, and Leightoh 
soon folloVed them, leaving the Doctor to 
recover himself. 

A thousand last Words werO still to be 
spoken — and a thousand telnindingS of | 
arrangements for constant correspondence -p j 
and ten thousand fond entreaties and counsels 
to be given to a medical maU about the care 
of his own health : and that scheme was iff 
he absolutely negatived which precluded an 
1 intermediate Visit to England before Leighton 
went to Greece. Even his sage annt re- 
marked that he Was bound first to return 
and give an account of his steward^ip. 

" Return only to be banished again ? I 
am not equal to continually renewed tortUre.” 

" Nay, remember,” said Blanche, gravely, 
•‘that this lies in your oWn choice. If I 
have sometimes almost Spit in the world’s 
face, to express my Scorii of Some Of its 
bas<) ways, 1 am surely eqUal to setting 
myself above its tyrannical opinion, iu so 
solemn a matter as this. It would punish, 
me for being a woman ! Were I a yoUng, 
independent nobleoij .n, falling In love antd 
marrying a physician’s pretty daugbtteT, I 
would in time be forgiven by the ia<fies, 
and the gentlemen* Would at oftce apjfiafid 
me — ^if she were ifefy preitV. . . . How 
idly I talk ! Good-night, then, Oobd-fi'^ 

“Nay, aunt— nay, my oWli Blanche — 
stay hut a moment! — Yah shatl not take 
her from me yet,” and, while the old lady, 
smiling gently, retired, he led back the Lady 
Blanche, softly repeating — 

“ < Good night ! Ah, no, tho night is ill 
That severs those it should uilite; 

Let us but be together still,* 

Then Will it bo — Good NienV !’ ; , 

For hcfw many •solitary days aiid 
in my exile, will those wdrds, ] |pnnf 

‘ Good-nJght ’ has recalled, ring In nijr 
But now it must be *Good-night, indeed.*^’ 

" Our God be ever With yoU to bless yoti^ 
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dear Leighton S . . . . Oh, I'emember 
aU that you axe to me*— that 1 have of this 
world’s ties, of supreme good, but you alone !” 

Though Leighton, it had been agreed, was 
to go off without further leave-taking, the 
young Countess felt deep chagrin, and some- 
thing like momentaiy displeasure, to hnd 
next morning that he had been able to obey 
her own command. 

He might have let us see him for one 
moment,” she said ; I could be supersti- 
tious about it. Do you I’emcmber Clara’s 
feeling about St. Preux’s dream of Julia and 
the veil? and you can smile, my friend. Well, 
fortunately, I must go down to those business 
people — and then receive those visiti rs. WeD, 
well, the longest day comes to an end.” 

On this long day Sir Jervis Yates had the 
honour of attending the ladies of Fanfaronade 
Park, on their congratulatory visit to Holy 
Cross, to aiTange about the ball he meditated 
in honour of its mistress coming of age. 
She was found looking remarkably .well, in 
high spirits, and dressed with more splendour 
and care than was her wont ; and also 
exceedingly obliging and gracious. She 
accepted a verbal invitation to a quiet dinner, 
in the next weekj for herself and Dr. Hayley. 
The invitation had, from policy, been ex- 
tended to “ the d-dmint laundress,” her 
MmUenony* as her friend was sarcastically 
called by the Fanfaronade family, but declined 
by that judicious person, who quietly put 
an end to a mutual embaiTassment, by simply 
stating that she never visited save among her 
own friends. 

And may we not hope to be included in 
that favoured number ? ” said Lady Blande, 
in her most insinuating voice, though with 
the gentlest possible sneer. 

The rebuke of the Quakeress was, quietly 
going on with her mu^liu-hemming, as if 
nothing had been said. It was a sensible 
arrangement of the old vroman, they agreed,* 
since the Countess was so very absurd as to 
place her so nearly on a level with her own 
aocieiy, though, indeed, she was rarely or 
ever met in the reception rooms. 

Nor was this all the good luck of the 
morning! Dr« Leighton, it was understood, 

i iad departed, and was immediately to sail 
or the West Indies. 

: ^ It must, therefore, have beeu all nonsense, 
that has been whispered on that score,” Sir 
Jervis said; or else Blandie had come to 
hsavsenres, and, retreated in time, and it was 
of little consequence which ; while Lady 
Blande whispered a request to see ‘^her little 


! niece,” and that mamma, also, might see 
Devereux’s child.” 

Pardon me,” returned her hostess, red- 
dening ; 1 cannot expose little Eleanor to 

such a trial. She remembers her mother; 
she is a child of great natural sensibility — < 
anotlier time she may be prepared to see 
you ; ” and no more was said. The party 
joined Dr. Hayley at luncheon, and heara 
him enlightening Sir Jervis upon the young 
Countess’s plans. * 

Her ladyship sets off foir Ireland in a 
month, and tempts me to accompany her ; 
she will, if we find the residence as agreeable 
and quiet as she anticipates, remain^herb 
till late in October. We are to be great 
schoolmasters and* agriculturists. After 
spending Christmas at Holy Cro^, the ^ 
Countess proposes to take her first season in 
London.” 

“ I am delighted ! ” cried three or four 
female voices in chorus. 

“ I admire your good taste, iny dear Coun- 
tess, in re-furnishing Delamere House, antique 
as it is, in the good old square,” said Lady 
Blande. “And that channing villa' — the 
ambassador’s lease of it is expired, 1 be- 
lieve.” 

“ It is my own now,” said Blanche, “ and 
I must, 1 fancy, be so extravagant as to 
keep it. It will be, if not impossible— ^since 
toiling thousands do it continually — yet dire 
punislimcnt to ray friends and myself to live 
in London, in the sweet spring, and sweeter 
early sununer ; but I hope we shall contrive 
somehow not altogetlier to misuse ,our privi- 
leges and indulgences.” 

It was not until afj;er Easter, that the 
young Countess and her venerable establish- 
ment went to London. The widow of a late 
Governor-General of India — a distant cousin 
of the Delameres, a woman of high con- 
nexions, and universally respec^d, though 
far from being rich — condescended to pa- 
tronize the heiress, and to live with her in 
town. Dr. Hayley. also formed part of the 
town establishment, while the Quakeress 
lived wholly at the villa, where the Doctor 
also had an apartment. The Fanfaronades 
disliked the new arrangement, and endea- 
voured to impress the heiress with the appre- 
hension, that, in her aHstocratic chaperone, 
slie would :take a bore and a selfisli tyrant 
into her family; but Blanche, always a 
decided person, lu^ hot become less so since 
*8he had reflected upon her changed position 
and felt her own consequence. She therefore 
took her own way ; mingled moderately in 
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fashionable, society ; went twice to Court, 
and sometimes to Church, and sometimes to 
Meeting ; — rejected, or, more properly, 
delicately distanced admirers and proposals ; 
and made the duty of her chaperone almost 
a sinecure, by plainly stating to her that she 
would not marry until she was twenty-five, 
and that her affections were already engaged. 
^Save that she acted upon all occasions with' 
tlie independence and decision of a married 
woman, or of one far bej’oud her iji years, 
little fault cowld be found with her conduct ; 
and if not popular in her first season, neither 
• Mras she condemned ; while it was found 
*imp(^iblc to fasten a ridicule, whether in 
dress, style, or behaviour upon a person whose 
natural dignity and courtesy, and perfect 
. ^ simplicity of manner, baffled the most 
dexterous of the fashionable >vits, gossips, 
and quizzers. 

Even the nice, cheerful-looking, silver- 
haired matron often seen in the carriage 
with her, was now dressed with simple 
elegance, in rich, though mild-boloured silken 
garments, not of the veiy stiffest (Quaker cut. 
She "was, to he sure, rather a Hannah- 
Ai oreisli looking person, but not objectionable 
as an old governess. And the aristocratic 
dowager, who, if poor in purse, was a woman 
of high spirit, if*8he began the connexion — 
to which her poverty and not her will con- 
sented-r-witli an inward feeling of mortifica- 
tion, 'prolonged her residence under the roof of 
the orphan heiress from gonujne attachment. 

The inyst^y of season after season passing 
away and the Countess remaining single wa§ 
none to her. The secret had been frankly 
intrusted to her honopr. She did not approve, 
Ibut she would not betray ; and, as their 
intimacy , ripened into sincere friendship, 
Blanche would playfully say — 

“ You must see Frederick ere you condemn 
me for falliog in love at ten years of age, and 
deliberately confirming my choice afr twenty.” 

The dowager had learned the history of 
their connexion, and sometimes she heard read 
part of the contents of those letters which 
formed so much of the happiness of her 
young friend ; on which, indeed, her soul 
seemed to haug, and to sink when ithey 
failed to appear. 

The maiden condition of Blanche was 
accounted for in various ways. There was, 
according to some excellent authorities, dis- 
appointment in consequence of the romantic 
attachment in girlhood, of a very romantic^ 
girl, to one in inferior station. Others 
whispered of a compromise with the next i 


heir, who had agreed, on obtaining an im- 
mense annuity, not to disturb tiie actual 
holder of the honours and estates about the 
flaws in her titles, provided she remained 
unmarried. The Fanfaronade family did 
not discourage such reports. True, she 
continued inexorable towards Mr. Devereux, 
but she was indifferent to any other admirer; 
and thus hope was not entirely shut out. 

We must wait till she get alarmed at 
being an old maid,” said the politic Lady 
Blande. 

That the young Countess lived in compa- 
rative retirement, and in a style below her 
imagined circumstances, was imputed to 
various (auses. She was known to have 
devoted a considerable share of her income 
to the improvement of her Irish colony, and 
to objects of public utility and benevolence ; 
and when tempted to what seemed very 
trifling and not wdiolly unnecessary ex- 
penses, she would thus laughingly parry the 
attack. 

“ Can’t afford another w'hite bonnet, though 
of ttie most exquisite Parisian shape, this 
summer ; this one is quite clean. Think 
what a pretty chest of drawers the cabinet- 
maker in my village of Bally peri could give 
me for this sum, (so trifling to Madame,) for 
one of my tidy Judys. It Tvould puitshase 
such a quantity of prize-books for my 
school ! Why, four charming cuckoo clocks 
— heir-looms among my tenants — could be 
got for this. No, I can’t afford the bonnet. 
Thank-you, dear friend, for having so early 
instructed my tastes and feelings in the true 
value of money to myself and others. How 
much of the science of happiness may lie in 
the knowledge whu^h teaches the proper 
application of the first rules of arithmetic. 
To that homely science, together with the 
perception of the •truly beautiful, as dis- 
tinguished from the expensive and conven- 
tionally beautiful, how much of the daily 
enjoyment of my life has been owing, with 
nearly the whole power which I possess, even 
with my ample fortune, of doing some little 
good to my fellow-creatures ! ” 

Blanche sat with her matronly friend and 
her noble chaperone, Lady Vesey, and one 
or two ladies, over their small but elegaan 
dessert, when the new bonnet had been 
started, apfvpos to a public breakfast whick 
was about to be given by a noble bncheloi^,' 
who had been veiy long young, wjer^ the 
unmarried ladies were to appear in a' 
of uniform, whicli had led to tiie conversa- 
tion on toilet economics* , 
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“ I» it not the duty of persons of forttme 
and condition to enootimge eleg&nt matitlfaOi* 
tores and ingfonious indnstiy^especially ladies, 
in desernng persons of their own sex 1 Is it 
not a soft of Oharity to purchase and use fttie 
laoc and embroidery?*’ said Lady Voscy. 

‘‘ Perhaps— a sort it may ; many amiable 
women, at least, consider it so ; and it is 
char^y, even to palliate the distress of the 
pour lace-makers and embroideresses, until 
their distress is done away Iry society learn- 
ing to do jtbstice to all its members. 'Phese 
are deep, difficult subjects. Jiut I am so far 
fromthinking myself cAanVaiZcforpiirchasing 
lace and embroideiy, that 1 have trembled to 
think of the price in health, and ‘’in useful 
leisure, pleasure, seasons of mental improve- 
meut to some young sister woman or her 
babes, that my veil, or the trimming of 
pocket handkerchief, may have cost ; luxuries 
which, idle tliat 1 am ! those pale emaciated 
creatures fabricate labouring fifteen hours 
a-day, and stealing time from necessary sloe]) 
to perform their domestic duties — wliile I 
shall be pronounced chariUtbh for bHnging 
them to me with a wish.” 

“ I strive to put such thonglits far from 
me ; and, fortuiiately, in the meanwhile, 
there are enow of i»ersons in the great — I 
mean in the rich world — to encourage the 
pretty arts of millinery and jewellery, tliough 
my taste in luxury takes another direction. 
To say truth, so far as concerns mere per- 
sonal tastes, I have little to give up. I feel 
very little dtfierence between my ornaments 
and those of the simple maiden, who has the 
better taste to decorate herself, and shed 
an atmosphere of perfume around her, with 
fresh fioWers. The W'hole to me seems 
resolvable into what pamphleteers call ‘ The 
Bullion Qmstion* — hoarded wealth — fixed 
capital — which men exliibit on the persons 
of their wives and daughters, or their prin- 
cipal slaves, as it may be. The custom of 
loading the person with ornaments seems to 
me so essentially barbarous, that I wonder, 
Lady Yesey, what tny jewels would bring? 
The money could be turned to so much 
better aocount. Tes, yes ! depend on it, our 
trinkets Will speedily follow the gold-lace 
and bag-wigs of <mr lords, I speculate upon 
all the jewels of clviliied Europe (that dte 
left tttiBtolen) being i^eedily absoriwd by 
tlie Amerlbatis and Rusisibnfi(, to be niade 
over in rime to the Esquinia'n:^ provided that 
iSSflon be ingenious efiough to mid any trifling 
exchangeable commodity, with which to buy 
the baubles. There is some real value in 


trinkets ; — like the desire fbr ghhs and 
pistols, they mey stimulate the Industry of 
savages, and so help to civilize them.” 

The Lady Blanche sjioke rapidly, as if 
embarrassed, and, meanwhile, fixed a steady 
gaze on her chaperone. 

" 1 have been denying stoutly every where 
that you mean to sell yoUr jewels, Countess.” 

Ihank you ; but it Won’t longer deny. 
I have told it myself, hoping to raise my 
market.. I require all the money which the 
ornaments will bring from ifiio very best 
bidders.” 

Lady Vesey looked disturbed. She hem- 
med and said — * 

So many commercial people, and cten 
Jewesses, now wekr diamonds, that, no 
doubt, tlieir Value to persons of condWou is 
greatly depreciated ; yet valuable famih/ 
jewels have always been one distinction of 
persons of rank,” she added emphatically. 
"Their age and history, no doubt, greatly 
enhance their value to their hereditary 
possessors. 1 have a clumsy, little, antique 
Hcal-ring, which belonged to our common 
ancestor, Hubert, seventh Baron of Dfcla- 
mere, w'hich 1 certainly value at fwetity 
times its intrinsic worth.” 

" Oh, no ! depend upon it, your Value 
is no mote to you than its” intrinsic wprth. 
Though, scmiehow, I disregard the ihcre 
ornament, don’t imagine I undervalue the 
tohm, the s^mholy the heirloom^ if you will. 
Yet I sadly foar this religion of sentiment 
is very apt, in our uWn sex, at any rate, 
to degenerate into superstition ;• that the 
mere symbol becomes the worshijjped idol. 
I love the sentiment,- the memorial, the 
tohm, but yet dread and despise tlie vanity 
and avarice generated by the passion for 
these pretty toys.” 

"Remember the tafqUoiee ring and the 
silver shrine,” said the Quakeress, looking 
up from paring het pippin, with the qUfet 
archness of manher which often gate point 
and drollery to her simplest laconisnfS. 

"I do; and am charitable!” returned 
Blanche, blushing and smiling, while her 
eyes glowed with pleasurable recollections. 

The turquoise — believe it is a bit of blue 
glass, after all — but Frederick LeightbU, 
when a boy, brought it to me at the laundry 
from Stoke -Delameie Fair ; the ♦silver 
shrine’— it is the cqteriug 1 procured With 
,my first pocket-money, for that old oak- 
bound Bible, derived to me through my 
Puritan grandsires. It has, Us I find by my 
grandfifttherifl papers^ auoh a histoiy, that 
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poor homely tome ! Td me it is hallowed 
by BO many tender^ bo many lofty and 
solemn associations — deep as the first heat- 
ings of the Protestant R^ormation — eletat- 
ing as every the poorest emblem must be, 
of the unconquerable martyr-spirit, the un- 
quenchable love of truth and freedom, Which 
burned in the magnanimous breast of its 
first possessor— that humble Cheshii-e yeo- 
man, of whom I feel more proud than if he 
had been descended of llie flower of Norman 
chivalry.” • 

Blanche felt that she hod said far too 
much, and spoken out of season ; and she 
Siifierad a chill and recoil of spirit. Excel- 
lent, or rather respectable person as Lady 
Vesey was, it was not from her she could 
^ expect ^ympatliy in such eiitliu&iastic feel- 
ings. She rose from table, saying, in a 
lighter if not a ^ny tone — 

“ I find how difficult it is iu this affair 
of gems and slirines, to retain the pure Pro- | 
tostantism of the sjiirit — should I say the 
Quakerism ? If ow one’s best feelings imper- 
ceptibly blend with one’s most pitiable weak- 
j nesses*! I had no suouer gotten an idol than 
I must, have a shrine for it, as my friend 
says ; but now, lest the pure sentiment 
which the heart attaches to family memo- 
rials and tokens t)f afioction, should degene- 
rate with me into woman’s paltry love of 
. personal ornaments, and also for other good 
reasons, I am determined to get rid of my 
jewels. Besides, I need the money.” 

“ To maintain your <)rphan family? your 
modem. St. Cyr, as your satirical friend,. 
Lady Blande, terms the establishment at the 
vijla.” • 

" I am obliged to Lady Blando for giving 
my little household so fine a name. l)o not 
you, Lady Vesey, think, that if I am able 
to provide the means of educating those 
twelve orphan girls aright, my trinkets— the 
loss of which is really no personal sacrifice— 
which, on the contrary, are a plague and 
anxiety to me and to every body — will hot 
be worth considering 1 My friend, at an 
age whicli requires indulgence, gives up her | 
time, devotes her whole energies to erttr 
pupils.” 

" I trust the results may he as Biitlsfactory 
as the motives for the undertaking are pure,” 
returned the lady, evarively, and ' rather 
drily. But foMy jewels — there ate ques- 
tions of transmission involved. Shotdd your 
ladyship marry, and have a son, for whi^ 
as a true Delamere, I am bound to pfay 
Heaven, the jewels — at your pleasure no 


doubt— might naturally be regarded he part 
of the fitting paraphernalia of hhr bride ; 
or be divided, in part, among yotif daugh- 
ters.” 

‘“’Tis a far cry to Lochawe,’ aS erdr 
cousins, the Campbells, say, Lady Vesey/’ 
returned Blanche, laughingly ; “and I hope 
my sons and daughters may have some ctf 
their mamma’s tastes in matters of mere 
luxury and decoration. But, though not 
convinced that I have not a perfect right to 
use my own discretion, I shall certainly not 
purloin tlio property of my heirs and suc- 
cessors, Much good may it do them, to j 
peruse the inventory of their necklaces, rings, | 
bracelets, ^spoons, buckles, and dishes ^ with 
a cover.’ Save the spoons which I and my 
friends eat with, I am sure I have had no 
other good from those heaps of iml^s things, 
accumulated at our different stt|)emumeraty 
mansions. I have, indeed, experienced a 
swell of pride in looking on my woods and 
streams, but 1 am immovable towards my 
plate chests.” 

“ Gold plate is not to be laughed at,” said 
Lady Vesey. “ Old family plate,” more 
emphatically. 

“ Certainly not — nor for that matter 
silver-gilt ; and I am so much of the saver- 
fork school myself, that I wish every body 
in the world had silver in place of iron and 
horn to eat their food with— ’tis so much 
cleaner and nicer.” 

“ You love luxury after aH, Countess 

“Warmly — 1 love it, where it ministers 
to the cleanliness, the refinement, nay, to 
the real grace and oniament of life — BO 
warmly, that I wish aU mankind to share 
in what I love. Bet my homely Quaker 
arithmetic taught me to prize, first, things 
necessary ; and Bible bids me loVe my 
neighbour as myself, and do to others as 1 
would have them do uiito me. Now, were 
I in the place of one of the pretty young 
wives of my poor Irish tenants, I am certain 
1 could never think it right, that an idle 
young woman, like myself, should be squan- 
dering those fruits of Judy’s husband’s labour 
which her husband pays in rack-rent, upon 
useless and cumbrous olnaments, while the 
cabin was without beds, chairs, pewtefT spoOtfSp 
and platters. But, as I have told you, I 
follow and gratify my own tastes ; I grant 
by what is faulted an unnsnol mode of 
expsndhum, although I did not it, 

in my jieouliar clrcumstaneoi^ a duty. — ^ iVtg' 
Lady Vesey, the regalia of Great Britain, 
did it adorn my person, Would bUt humble 
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me the more, were those whom a vicious social And they wear the Quaker garb, and 
state have made my impoverished dependants, take vows of celibacy, poor things ! ” sighed 
left in squalid poverty, while 1 lavi^ what is the young lady. 

theirs — ^the fruits of their industry. I pre- Blanche laughed. Only strong resolii- 
scribcto no one; but, with my Bible lights,! tions against foolish, loveless, or mercena^ 
am bound to a certain distribution of my in- marriages. Lady Fanny, which their educa- 
come, and to a certain present and prospective tion sets them above, if they follow it up.” 
management of my property. My St. Cyr, as Your Friend is qualifying the young 

it seems my friends call it, shall not be allowed women for superior domestics, 1 understand,’* 
to interfei'C with these first duties ; but it will said Lady Fai^ai-onade ; “ and of these there 

absorb all my personal savings. 1 deny is indeed a grievous want in high life,'* 

myself no pleasure, meanwhile, that I really “ Not exactly for domestics though every 
feel to be sucli ; and I only fear that our mistress of a family, as I hope some or many 
famify at the villa is becoming too attractive of my young friends will become, must first 
to fashionable people, though 1 am not afraid know how to serve* There is really qpthin'g 
of many imitating our plan.” wonderful in the system on which we are 

The beautiful villa on the banks of the endeavouring to train these friendless young 
Thames, which the eccentric young lady had women. Theii;, range of study it^^ much ^ 
given up — some said for a Nunnery, others more limited than that which one sees in the 
for a Magdalen Penitentiary — did become an conglomerated ologies of the advertising cards 
object of curiosity to a set of persona^asily of ordinary boarding-schools. We wish 
excited by any novelty that promises amuse- them to learn nothing that is not worth 
ihent ; and many applications were made to acquiring and retaining ; and we strive not 
the foundress, both for tlie admission of to force natural genius. 1 shall be dis- 
pupils and examination of the premises, appointed if, in after life, these young girls 
The greater part, and far the happiest, of may not be heard to say, that the days in 
her own horn's were now actively spent there, which they were qualifying themselves for 
in forwarding the objects of an establish- the serious duties of life, and to earn inde- 
ment, from which it inquired some firmness pendent bread, if need be, were as happy as 
in the superintendent Quakeress, to keep oiF any they have known.” 
tile inroads of the idle and impertinent. “ But what do they leaim, pray ? Do 

‘‘ Wo shall burst upon you. Countess, they embroider, or do millinery, or inalcc 

when you hold your Fancy Fair to dispose artificial flowers? or 

of the pretty things made by your ingenious Blanche shook her liead, as if dissenting. 

said one of the ladies Fanfaronade. We prefer, for th^r acquirement, skilled 

^^Devei*eux means to ho an immense pur- labour in things likely to remain useful, 
chaser.” 'and, consequently, in demand, to mere 

‘‘My young friends make no things manual dexterity in any small art, however 
for sale ; they are busy in educating and temporarily profitable. Of a thousand girii^, 
being educated, and in being happy.” four hundred and fifty will make dresses and 

‘‘ Oh, then it is a drama they are to per- bonnets about as well as the larger half. 

1 form on your birth-day -^something GenliS” We wish our pupils to turn their attention 
Uke, We are, however, quite resolved to be (where Nature has not denied^ the power) 
invited. Mamma says she will take no to pursuits requiring long study and diligent 
refusal ; she takes immense interest in such application. No trade can, to man or 
exhibitions.” woman, be the certain means of comforiable 

I have seen the girls on the la>vn of an subsistence in our society which is too easily 
evening, perform Thread mg Grandmother's acquii'ed ; and 1 hope these young persons 
JVewttc,** replied Blanche; laughing, “ the will, by their own labour, be rendered corn- 
most brilliant, hitherto, of their histrionic or fortable as well as independent in their cir- 
gaiitomimic efforts, I fancy.” cumstances.” 

. you not, then, training them for “Trade! I fancied they were respectable 

vocalists ? so enthusiastic and accomplished young women, tlxe daughters of professional 
a vocalist as yon are yourself; or actresses ^ ” men* and of decayed gentlemen.” 

*‘To act tl^r part as use^, independent “And so they are — aU of them, the un- 
mtfubers of sdeiety; to. he amiable women, ^provided daughters of educated if reduced 
energetic moral beings ; no more than that families. But call their future vocations, 
of acting, I^ady Fanny/* professions, if you please, for the term will 
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be rightly applied. We have three young 
ladies who will» by and by, be well qualified 
to supply the place of mothers — to be in- 
structresses — governesses if you will ; but 
that is the one narrow resource of all well- 
born young women in reduced circumstances 

— and a profession that is both over-done and 
underdone. 

‘‘We have already in our family two very 
promising wood-engravers, and one exquisite 
miniature-painter, particularly of children ; 
that girl will make a fortune if slie^ choose. 
We liave a map-engraver, and a painter of 
decorations and armorial bearings for nobi- 
lity. I have no doubt that some among the 
girls qgiiglit be very clever at jewellery and 
watch-making. But these are not con- 
sidered very high atts. • One mathematical 
genius^mong my Friend’s jiupils, her master 
has formed the ambition of having appren- 
ticed to his brother, w^ho is an eminent 
optical instrument-maker. 1 hope the plan 
may succeed. Women, without renouncing 
the gentle virtues of their sex, might be 
helpful to themselves in a thousand w’ays, 
and society all the happier for it, had they 
only fair play,” 

“ Oh, true ; see the women in Paris in all 
the shops — Madame directing, managing 
every thing, so keen and active and aleri in 
business — and really harder to deal with 
than ‘Monsieur,” said Lady Fanfaronade. 

. “ I cjonfess,” returned Blanche, “ that I 

participate in the English prejudice against 
female traiOickers, shopkeepers, and clerks. 
How very sharp, and ,sharp-witted, selfish, 
hard, worldly, and, in one word, *unw<man~ 
ized^ clever girls do become, in chaffering* 
situations as book-keepers, bar-maids, and 
trtiatever else exposes them to the public 
gaze and the contact of strange multitudes, 
with gain,' or the hope of it, for their object, 
or personal vanity their continual stimulus. 

— Morally, •these female dealers are in a 
worse condition than the poor actresses and 
figurant^. They only stimukste^ and often, 
what is the most soft, refined, and feminine 
in the sex ; while ‘ the women of business,’ 
where the most gentle in their nature, at 
best only learn to conceal their grasping 
dispositions under flattery and cajolery.’' 

“Just like a fashionable pliyidcian striv- 
ing, by mean arts, tq obtain practice : the 
modiste palms off her wares, like the doctor 
his nostrums upon silly women,’i said the 
Quakeress, “ and often the same arts of 
cozening and white-lying. I would nt)t,< 
therefore, have thee rest blame explnsively 


upon the poor professional women, dear 
lady.” 

“Nor do I — they are very like their 
brethren ; and perhaps the brazen impudence 
or hardness of the lower class of trading 
w'omen — those whom one sees at the coun- 
ters of gin-palaces and in pawnbrokers* 
shops — is not a whit baser than the polished 
or lackered metal worn as the visors of their 
superiors. But if our young friends cannot 
acquire and exercise some branch of skilled 
industry without becoming public traders, 
plunged into the keen competition of selfish 
interests, and jostling and elbowing their 
way in tlie market, 1 shall at once abandon 
my plan. Let us English, whatever the 
French inny do, keep at least one sex sacred 
from the selflsm and contamination of trafiic, 
as far as is possible. I suppose that few 
merchants, and indeed few professional men, 
physicians, lawyers, and still less statesmen, 
would wish their high-principled and pure 
and single-minded wives and daughters to 
know about the compromises, and trimmings, 
and subterfuges, and “ tricks in trade,” that 
sometimes enter into their aflairs. Such 
confidences \rould inevitably diminish es- 
teem on both sides. When a man is blamed 
for not acquainting his wife with his aflair^ 
one must believe that the true reason often 
is, that he respects her probity, her purity of 
principle, too much to take her into liis 
confidence about bis commei’cial enteiprises, 
speculations, watchings of the turn of the 
market, and all those fine things into which, 
for the sake of both men and women, 1 
should be very sorry to see women initiated, 
although tliey should be condemned ‘ to 
chronicle small beer’ for a century longer. 

My young sisterhood shall be taught no 

art nor science which they may not exer- 
cise in woman’s true place, the bosom and 
sanctuary of hamej and either as single 
women, drives, or widows, as circumstances 
may dictate ; though it is for the indepen- 
dence, and consequently the happiness, of 
single women that 1 am principally con- 
cerned.” 

“ And you would neither have them mil- 
liners, dressmakers, nor in business at all V* 
said Lady Vesey. 

“ There- will always, I fear, be too m^v 
milliners and dressmakers ; and I have said 
that I do not, at present, like trafficking for 
women. In the name of all that is holy and 
happ^r in domestic life, let us shield' at least 
one-haif of the species from, 1 fear^the^Ao 
frequently corrupting processes by which 
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bread must be strive^ for in our imperfect 
and uneasy society.” 

**Not bread,” said tbe Quakeress, quietly; 
that is generally honestly and hardly earned 
by the sweat of the brow; but certainly 
bread, if with inater to it, by those who 
seriously profess to believe all the while that, 
for tho threescore and ten years, food and 
raiment will suffice ; and to depend, from 
day to day, for that same on God’s Provi< 
deuce.” 

** Oh, just so. It is the plum 'cake, the mu- 
eml bread, whicli so many among us are 
striving for, and* rarely obtain, without sus- 
taining some moral injury — some stain to 
the virgin purity of conscience in the worldly 
strife. The softer and more tlexi&Ie nature 
of women, at least, could hardly escape 
contamination.” 

“Persons in business are, 1 am aware, 
often very low-minded, if not sordid crea- 
tures,” said Lady Vesey, looking annoyed by 
the discussion, “ and such cheats 1 ” 

“I^ardon me, Lady Vesey, my homely 
illustration comprehended many more diau 
tradespeople — ^all the professions — all those 
who wish for more money or money’s woilli 
than they can honestly and honourably ae-^ 
quire; and that, lam afraid, includes nearly 
the ivhole aristocratic world we landlords 
especially.” 

“ You are a Whig, Countess, and always 
were,” returned the lady, bowing and smiling. 
“Now, as I am a Tory, and, besides, know 
nothing whatever about politics beyond an 
election perhaps, ladies having, I am sure, no 
busineie with tiiem, 1 may as well yield to 
you.” 

“ If by politics you understand, as indeed 
every body seems to do, party rivalship, 
struggles for place, factious opposition, in- 
trigue, and even gross falsehood, neither do I 
desire to understand politics farther than 
to renounce and repudiate them. But the 
knowledge of what I have been taught to 
consider politics — and 1 heartily wish we 
had another i&me for the science instead of 
the abused one — is among the noblest of 
human attainments. Poetry, we are told by 
one who was a great prose-poet, as well as 
the greatest of philosophers, * has something 
ijivine in it, because it aooommodates the shows 
ef things to the desives of the mind;* but 
poUties^Ni^ what I undevstand by politics*- is 
of a nature still mere divine, #or it accommo- 
dates the rso^we of thinga to the dictates of 
tbrjudgn^nt and oonseienoe^to truth, love, 
humanity; to all those glorious ends for 


which Our Father, who is in heaven, created 
this beautiful world, and gave it to his chil- 
dren to enjoy, while undergoing that dis- 
cipline of love which best prepares them for 
the fulness of joy, in tlie future and perfected 
exercise of all the faculties of their nature. 
Politics, in a word, is, or ought to be, the 
science whicli teaches men to live together in 
soedety, according to God’s will. But as for 
wlmt is generally understood by politics and 
politicians — My soul, come not thou into 
their secret ! unto their assembly; mine 
honour, be not thou united !” • 

Lady Vesey heard this flight with pre- 
occupied attention. Her mind was fixed 
upon one point — the unnatural a)p?rsioh 
which the young Countess seemed to eiiter- 
I tain to the dearest end of all womankind — 

I marriage. . ^ 

“You don’t, tiiGu, wish tho girls to marry, 
Countess?” 

“ Not quite that, ” rojdiod the Quakeress, 
ill answer to an observation which escaped 
the rapt Blanche, who was jihinged into a 
momentary bright reverie of human progres- 
sion and happiness. “ But wt‘ think we 
exalt the one sex, and (rontributo to the 
happiness of both, wlien wc strive to place 
young women above the temptalioii of 
marrying merely for a maintenance.” 

“ Can any one doubt abeut the degrading 
and miserable consequences of such neces- 
sity?” said Blanche, recalled to the .conver- 
sation. “Can any one who feels the full 
value, the inexpressible tenderness and 
sanctity of the unioiv of true hearts, tolerate 
the counterfeit, with all its attendant, teem- 
'ing evils, incurred that a young woman may, 
on certain conditions, ohjaln food and clothes; 
be provided for, as my Irish friends honestly; 
if bluntly, phrase it? Tlio world is bursting 
with misery, to which ill-assorted marriages 
contribute not a little. And there will still 
be too many unhappy allianoer, when tho 
prudence of parents is satisfied that tlieir 
daughters ne^ no longer marry merely t(» 
be ^ provided fo/r^ ” 

“ Apropos,” said the courtly lady, whom 
it was impossible to startle from her pro- 
priety, “ apropos to your subscription for the 
Bishop’s Charity School— 1 must take leave 
to reiidnd you.” 

^ I am sure you ar^ v»y kind, and very 
ooneiderate, Lady Vesey, to take such pains 
to make sme stand well with the religlous- 
fbsblo&able world ; hiy five guineas, or what- 
ever you think ri^t^ shall, from respect to 
you, not be wanting. There — mulct the 



jaLANCHE DELAMERE. 239 


and fdi« laughingly handed over her I 
purse. “Nay, take more**- shall I write a 
che(iue for you ? The children in the Bishop’s 
school will, no doubt, be duly taught to read 
and repeat the Lord’s Prayer. Would that 
the world, or any considerable portion of it, 
could only understand and' act upon its 
spiiit, as embodied in one-half dozen words ! 
How can 1 consistently aid in teaching the 
children of the poor to repeat that prayer,, 
while 1 tacitly constmt, in a hundred ways, 
to retard the di^^ne will from being ‘ done on 

earth as it is m heaven ? ’ ^What ftiockery 

in us, the English nobility, to contribute our 
pittance to teacli the poor to pray, ^ Give us 
Jhis day our daily bread 1 ’ while we profit 
hy scl!ish and cruel laws of our own making, 
to tax their l)rL'ad ; to ipb their basket and 

their store only to enrich ourselves. Oh! 

it is oileii all darkness and distraction to me : 

1 am lost in a chaos of tumultuous thoughts : 
l>ut the conviction ever remains, that 1 par- 
ticipate in the guilt of this centuries-old 
scheme of spoiling, oppressing, and brutal- 
izing our fellow-creatures ; Kuid that dearly 
may wc yet rue it,” 

The Countess was more excited than her 
watchful maternal friend approved. SJic 
looked^anxiously towards her ; and Blanche, 
hy a sudden strong control, checked and 
subdued the outward signs of her emotion. 
But -the vehement current of her thoughts, 
if staid, was not changed, and she sank into 
u troulTled reverie. 

“ Give thy thoughts vent, if conscience 
say that thou oiightest not to suppress thorn,” 
whispered her Friend. * 

“ Do you not fancy it a very awfuf 
parable, that of the Saviour, about Dives 
4iiid Lazarus?” rcjflicd •Blanche, in a low^ 
voice, witli an abstracted air, and a slight 
shudder. ' “Lady Vesey, after the sudden 
and painful death of my poor grandmother, 
and the sl^ock which iiiy nerves, nay, my 
whole sentient and spiritual being, sustained, 

T do imagine that though 1 was not sensible 
of it at tlie time, there might be some colour 
for the derangement or excitement imputed 
to me* How gladly would 1 have sought 
consolation, then, in the superstitioi^, as we 
deem them, of the Romish religion, hac'. not 
reason and conscience revolted ! Yes ! never 
once wavering in my oym fcith — neve? dis- 
turbed by one doubt that might he called 
religims — 1 was yet accused of a religious 
craze — while the overwhelming evil against 
which my unshaken faith, and the wisdom ej 
and sympathy of the wannest friends with 


which a woman of my condition was ever 
blessed, were taxed to the utmq^ to sustain 
me against what it were far nearer the truth 
to describe as a moral mania, a social or 
political madness, into which my agonized 
mind fell, under tlie distempered feeling that 
I was the last of a race of oppressors, — of 
doomed Diveses, upon whom the vials of the 
Almighty’s wrath were to be poured forth. 
The wrongs done upon the face of the earth, 
and especially the cruelty of the rich, and 
their instruments, to the ])Oor, of which I 
had witnessed so much, even in my ovm 
narrow experience ; ])old, shameless, trium- 
jdiant villany ; the wrongs inflicted by man 
on woman ; and the misery in which, in 
those datii days, the whole earth seemed 
steeped ; though they could not shake my 
faith ill the power and goodness of the 
Almighty, presented the fearful temptation 
that 1 and mine were of those, most miserable ! 
wdiose portion is only of this world ; that we 
were of the number of the illustrious repro- 
bates, who ‘ have here our good things, while 

Lazarus has his evil.’ It was in vain, for 

a season, that my Friend told me, in accents 
of love and compassionate sympatiiy, that I 
vrixH not more powerless to change the destiny 
of my j)rogeuitors, than unblaniable for the 
station and jiosition in life which I filled ; — 
that 1 had but one concern — duty, present 
duty — one unfailing trust — the goodness 
of Providence. Frederick Leighton came, 
and reason borrowed the language of love in 
persuading me ; and itjipugh I was in time 
consoled and cheered, yet I can deeply pity 
any one who may suffer as I suffer^ then : 
1 can still pity, and not veiy much condemn, 
ill myself, tlie spiritual conflict into which I 
was thrown. . . . Sometimes a grming 

of that dark periovi cveeps over my spirit 
still. 1 am still tempted to feel that this 
is — 

* A wild and miserable world, 

Thorny and full of caro, 

Where every fiend can make his prey at will »’ 

and, with tears and cries, to demand, as in 
those days, 

* Is thore up ho^e in stove ? 

Will not the uiuversal spirit oVr 

Revivify this wither’d limb of Heaven ? * 

am quoting much at random tfiolo 
deep, agitating words which haunted ipe 
then.” — 

The Quakeress, evidently uneasy at, the 
agitating nature of the canversatioff, endea- 
voured to relieve or divert it* She accord- 






inffly took up the quotation, and smiling 
'Serenely, recited*-- 

" *0 mt Thee t»anq[uil; chile thoie feirfol douhie, 
Thai ne*er ihoold laok an everlieting lonl. 

Joy to the epirit eiine I 
Throio^ tiiC wide xint in Time's etexnal veil 
Hope ww Been beaming throngh the miito of fear; 
Earth waa no longer hell ; 

Love, freedom, hmlth had given 
Their ripeneis to the manhood of its prime, 

And all its pulses beat 
Bymphonious to tho planetuy spheres: 

The dulcet music swell 'd 
Concordant with the life-stnnj^ of the som ; 

It throhVd in sweet and languid beatings thi le, 
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And dies on the creation of its breath, 

And sinks and rises, fails and swells by fits.' " 

n 

“ 0 thank you I thank you, heat friend, 
fur remembering so much of my ^ hane and 
antidote,* as once you called that above-earth 
composition.*^ 

"I dp, witliout approving all, remember 
TGjy much of that wonderful poem. II ow 
could anyone, at all able to sound its depths, 
ever shake off its high and solemn import i 
How could 1 forget such passages as that in 
which thou fouiidest the mtidate : — 

' Yet, Human Spirit^! bravely hold thy course. 

Let \irtue teach thee linnly to pursue 
Theg^ual paths of an aspiniig change; 

For birth, and life, and death, and that strange state 
Before the naked soul has found its home, 

All tend to perfect happiness, and urge 
The restless wheels oi being on their way, 

Whose flashing spokes, instinct with infinite life, 
Bicker and hum to gain destined goal. 

Life isita state of actioniin 

Death is a gate of dreariness and gloom, 

That leed|i to azure isles and beaming skies — 

The bap^ regions of eternal hope. 

Therefore, O spirit ! fearlessly bear on I 

Are there not hopes within thee, whidi this scene 

Of link'd and gradual being has confirm'd ? 

Whole stinging bade thy heart look further still, 
When to the moonlight walk, by friendship led, 
Bweeily and sadly thou didst talk of death ? 


Biavely bearing on, thy will 
Is destined an eternal war to 


Tbofenns of miseiy from the human heart. 

Mat is the hand whose piety would soothe 
Iwiny pillow of unhappy crime, 
whm impotemie sA eaay pprdop gwns, 

WAtchliiglts wanderings as a mend's disease. 

is thabniw 'whoas mildness would defy 
Its nereest MM and bsm its stemest will, 

When fenced by power and master «f the world. 
Thou art stnesrs and mxMf ; of resolute mind ; 

Flee Itmn heart-wHiheiing ciudomb cold ccatrel ; 

Of penion lofty, pore, and unsufadned. 

Eira*l pride aaid meanness ooold not nn^uish thee ; 
And theie&ie art thou worthy of the boon 
Whidi thnn hast full received. Viitiie shall keep 
Thy footsteps an the path that thou M trod; 

And maay days of hwiag hepo ahwl ow < 


Thy spotless fife of sweet ond sacred love. ' 

Go, happy one ! and give that bosom joy 
Whose sleepless spirit waits to catch 
Life, bght, and rapture from thy smile.* " 

“ I seem as if I Were vain enough to ap- 
propriate something of this beautiful encou- 
ragement and exhortation to myself,*’ said 
Blanche, as she turned her suffused eyes 
from her friend, and as, with the childish, 
pretty motion which had become with her a 
natural trick, she rapidly winked her eyes, 
as if shaking away the gems from their long 
delicate lashes ; “ yes, 1 am thus vain — I 
own it honestly. You quote to elucidate 
the beauties of the denounced poet, ivlioso 
fervid natural religion I have heard you so 
warmly and candidly extol ; and 1 ajqjiJy tlicf 
text to my own circumstances.” 

And so do 1,” said tlie Quakeress. “ But, 
to come back to sublunary, or anti-injlleiiial 
matters, shall I order coffee, Lady Vescy? 
I voluntoei'ed young Shaw’s duty, that he 
might Ih) present at his sister s w^edding, and 
am getting very like other ofheiul deputies.” 
The Quakeress went a\vay. 

“ How curiously your friend chants^ rather 
than recites poetry,” said Lady Vesey ; “and 
such a memory i — ^Admirable Wordsworth ! 
But he is equal to every thing ! ” 

Blanche either did not hear, or did not 
Blink it necessary to correct the lady’s mis* 
take. ** 

“ Shall we go to the drawing-room ? Any 
thing save dreams of Elysium, or the music 
which begets them, is intolerable, after this 
high colloquy,” 

She led the way^ seated herself at the 
pianoforte, and, without another word, poured 
forth the vivid feelings of the moment in the 
extempore, impassioned, music with which 
she preluded and accompanied what Ladt 
Vesey remarked to be a song quite out of the 
common way certainly, neither Moore’s nor 
Haynes Bayley’s ; perhaps from something 
like Comus, or one of Bie old Masques. 

He came like a dream in the mom of lift , 

He fied like a rtiadow before its noon ; 

He is gone, and my peace is turned to strife, 

And I wander ano wane, like the weary moon. 

O, sweet Echo wake ! 

And, for m^ sake, 

Make answer the while my heart shall brook ! 

** But my heart has a mosie which Echo's lips, 
Thouipi tender and tme, yet con answer not ; 

And the shadow that moy^ in the sonl's eclipse 
Oou rstum not the kiss by his now forgot: 

Sweet lips!— he who hath 
On my desolate path 

Osit the darkoMS of Absence, worse tlum death !" 
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" What an eccentric, mgrhty creature 

is, after all/^ was Lady Vesey^s thought, as 
she busily suited shades of Berlin wool. 
“ Yet how resolute and even obstinate she 
can be on some points. I have no doubt but 
that she will sell her jewels — ^^how strange 
and disreputable ! ” 

‘‘How I wish Frederick were returned, 
that the misery of suspense to so excitable a 
being were terminated,” was the rumination' 
of the Quakeress, who cast a furtive, anxious 
look, from her perpetual hemming^ at the 
» enthusiastic musician, fervently wishing her 
some moi*e sedative amusement, and almost 
, resolved to remonstrate against the intem- 
^)erat(j‘^ indulgence of the bewitching art. 
Blanche caught her eye’s meaning — rose, 
locked the instrument, and brought her the 
key as^Lady Vesey left tlied'ooiu. 

“Tljcrc — place it iii thy work-bag, and 
keep it for me till the riglit time. 1 am 
very lidgetty to-day. That packet announced 
as at Falmouth in the morning papers, and 
still no delivery perhaps no letters to be 
delivered.” 

“ I can sympathize with tliy impatience, 
witUoUt forgetting that thine is, alas ! an 
idle if a natural anxiety. . . There is one 
question I must put to thy conscience, dearest 
one, in the spirit of tenderness and fidelity 
which has ever inHrked our intercourse, since 
thy heart first developed thy understanding, 
and led^ tlicc to place confidence in one so 
unequal to thyself in fortune and station.” 
Blanche — her clasped hands rested on her 
> knee, her concentrated spirit seated in the eyes 
ri vetted on the face of her friend — *bowod in 
the pause, as if she wished the discourse to 
l>roceed. “ A rt thou not, dearest lady, seeking 
fmtee strength in pruie, while it is in affec- 
tionate tenderness and obedience to the 
dictates of reason, instead of cowardly sub- 
mission to the factitious tyranny of opinion, 
tliat thou capst alone find strength and hap- 
piness in one V* 

“ Cowardly submission ! — am I then the 
• " world’s slave — ^the slave of its false opinions ?” 

“ For a limited period ; a bondage* of four 
years covenanted for, to propitiate its favour; 
but they are well-nigh past, and save for 
this restless impatienoc — ^the sinking of Lope 
deferred — that agony of suspense under which 
I so often see thee sujPer, alternating wi^ 
the flush of feverisli expectation » I should 
he content to see thy self-imposed sacriflee 
to pride— thy penance — consummated ; but 
as it is . . . . 

“ Pride again ! ” returned Blanche, almost 

VoL. III. 


m the accents of pnde, and, wim .a flushing 
cheek. " I may have been over-proud of ' 
my choice ; over-proud of the heart fud 
intellect wliich I have gained and possess ; 
weak and over-fond, in the hope that^'t shjHild 
compel tlie world to do my motives and 
feelings justice, and to acknowledge that, in" 
the unusual path I pursue, I am a reasonable ' 
being, living up to tbe full charactei!, and fer ‘ 
the blessed purposes for which God has given ; 
me existence; not a silly, vain, fond, and 
self-willed girl, bent upon the indulgence of 
her own inclinations at all hazards.” 

" Spare thyself,” interrupted her friend, 
calmly ; “ in every daring experiment, even 
the most mudeiit and cautious applaud suc- 
cess after it comes. This much I can promise 
on the world’s part, in thy meditated unequal 
alliance ” 

"Unequal alliance f How can I listen 
to such woiAs from your lips — that union 
in which I place all my pride — my true , 
pride, as well as every hope, dear to a loving 
woman’s heart ; — and you have told me there 
is fervour and depth in mine.” This was 
said in a tone of tender reproach. 

" I used the world’s language, dearest lady 
Had our Frederick not been the manly coun- ' 
tcrjiart of thine own generbus and fervid 
spirit, he must have been warmed and., ^ 
moulded to it ere now. J spealc fi-om ardently 
desiring your mutual happiness, and thine 
especially, now sacrificed — pardon the plain 
phrase — to mistaken And Frederick ? 

but he docs notcompl^V Like the youthful . 
patriarcli — tlie seven yeai*s of bondage may 
to him seem but as a day.” * ^ 

" I certainly have no right to trifle with 
his happiness, nor perhaps to throw from us 
both, so much of th^* dear blessing of a united . * 
life. And to this feverish restlessness I do 
plead guilty. I supposfe every day become ' ‘ 
as long as a month in certain states of feeling. 
Nay, i am often almost ill, and, if not unfit 
for duty, yet feeling nothing like the old 
cheerfulness and elasticity of spirits in the 
dischai’ge of its proper business. Yet how 
can 1 bid Dr. Leighton return immediately, . 
that ii^e be married forthwith, as nothing 
goes well without liim,” she continued, with' 
a touch of her natural gay humour, " how 
tell ‘ T/iQt Igmg UJee a ghaist^ and earem^^, 
s/?ifkV Tluink God, however — oly ho^ ; 
fervently for that '—that it is no sin, but-' 
my best Ibiaplnnes^ my pride, my crownfe^. 
joy^ to think of him, and to chejji^i hS 
•image, and to dream of our pei’fceted^hfisjs:' 
Am not I the happiest of women?’^ 

No. fl8. 
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thy rery caprices tins most charming 
of women, might thy lover saj',” returned 
her friend, smiling. But the soW certainty 
of waking biiss — that pure and serene atrno* 
sphere in which the soul finds vigour and 
e/goys repose, thy native element^-is wanting 
to thee still ; and thou art self-e:jdled from 
it by mistaken notions, while another inno- 
cently suffers with thee. While Frodenck 
had a duty to humanity to perform, I was 
patient for thee.” 

‘^Wert thou but a powerful magician, as 
Uiou surely ait the benevolent little Fair}- 
Lady who i)resided at my birth, I know 
what you would do for me to-night,” said 
Blanche, trying to smile. 

“ Summon Frederick home ? br merely 
send to the Colonial Office, to leani if theie 
be no packet, ostensibly at least, for his poor 
old aunt i ” 

Perhaps botk.'* 

** Ifay, tlieii thou art exacting : Imt the 
first I cannot do. Shall the intriguing old 
govemante hasten matters, lest the Countess 
of Delamcre rue her folly ere it be too late^” 

“ Who indulges false pride — who is the 
world's slave — opinion's slave, now ^ '' ci k d 
Blanche, with vivacity, "if even you, dear 
friend, dare not act with simplicity and godly 
sinceiity, for very fear that your pure and 
benevolent motives should be misconstrued?” 

" I confess it, but without purpose of 
amendment. Were 1 so unhappy as to 
perceive any want ^lunutual faith between 
you the sliadow^innisunderstandiug — 1 
might see it a duty to interfere, so far as to 
place matters in a right light ; hut, at pre- 
sent, the humble Quakeress may cherish her 
pride and her delicate scruples, as tender!}' 
as if she were one of the world's ladies.” 

Blanche was smiling at this candour, when 
the loud simultaneous noises of the door-bell 
and knocker pierced the recesses of the 
distant chamber where she sat. She became 
very pale. 

" 0 that postman— 'What power lie has in 
aooelerating poor women’s pulses ! how my 
spirits require the soothing cordial of letters ' 
to-night ! ” 

The servant brought in letters — Iiisli 
letters ; Blanche looked at them, at once 
^vitli interest and disappoin^ent. He also 
announced the arrival of Sir Jervis Yates, 
who requested the honour of immediately 
seeing the Countess, 

" Th^ is surely some wondrous cause for 
ttie unusual hour my cousin eelects ; but 1* 
fancy he^has just arrived from the country 


to enter upon his Parliamentary duties. . . . 
What an easy trade tiiat of legislation seems 
to be. It is the only one which gentlemen 
take up at their own hand. Before 1 go, 
dear friend, there is one point of my false 
pride that you have spared, and on which 1 
am about to bo tried — my Irish failure** 
She hesitated, and played with the huge 
packet, addressed in her Irish agent's hand- 
writing. " Head this before I letum, and 
do not spare me ; tell me the tmth and the 
whole t]iuth. We have already had discou- 
raging news, but I anticipate ivoisc.” 

" I regret your disappointment — tlie 
damping of the too sanguine hopes of a 
young geneions spirit — but I see no 
no probability of it.” 

" 'J'hank you forrthat ; your synijiatby i*’ 
all needed at pucsent. llcie is Sii^ Jtr\is 
come to exult (the very least) ovci the ill 
success of my rash experiments as a leioiming 
lush landownei.'’ 

"Were thy kinsman so imgeneiou-, he 
hath no cause of tinimph. If uitli tli} 
glowing love, thy laige laith in humanity, 
thou hast nottoolly, niid all at once, leckoned 
upon the txisting amount of ignoiancc and 
piejudice thou Imdst tao^ciconie, as well as 
the actual destitution thou hadst to alloMate, 
slialt thou for that be dismayed, oi faltei in 
thy generous woik \ J do mot fear Uiy lalsc 
pride here ; and llowe^er thou majest faltii 
on points of false opinion, legaiijing the 
delicacy of conduct lequircd of woiriin, it 
is error on the safe side. — But tliou wilt not 
shrink from tlie chUies and lesponsi bill ties 
undertaken for thy poor Irish tcnantiy 

"In the btTengih»of Heaven, no I ” mplicd 
Blanche. " But learn from tliese despatches 
the worst wo have to expect, wliilo I see 
Jervis.” 

The attempts which that gentleman made 
to disguise the vivacity and exultation of 
his thoughts, under a long an^ serious face, 
did not deceive his fair relative. 

"You have news for me, Sir Jervis ; 
Irish intelligence— bad, perhaps — ceitainly 
painful. 1 have received unread letteis 
myself. What has happened since the firing 
of the new chapel by the Orangemen I 1 
have taken measures to pay the tithes, and 
other obnoxious public burdens, myself, to 
prevent tlie possibility of bad blood and fatal 
collision ; but yet I feai’.” 

"The more you do, the more you wdll 
I get to do, madam, that is the nature of Paddy ; 

I especially writh us English Protestants whom 
I their priests incite them to hate.” 
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** Not the priests whom I know, at any 
late,” I’cturnol Blanche ; “they liave been 
the most zealous auxili allies of the magistrates 
in preserving order and suppressing the spirit 
of outrage, which, I regret to think, has spread 
even into my neighbourhood,” 

“ Your neighbourhood, ma'am ! arc you 
aware that the Barony of Delanicre Upper 
is all(?ge<l to be the focus of the entire mis^ 
chief i ‘ In thos» mountain-farms every man 
is a sworn Wliitcboy — sworn over the dead 
1)0(1 y of the murdered proctor, laid •out iu 
the ])arish priAt's hnrn.^ Here is niy autho- 
rity ; a private letter from a most atti\e, 
resi)e<*table, and loyal I'lotestant maspstrato, 
S(]unv»roihyii of Coibyn drove — a small 
piopiietov, and \ory l.ivge middleman.” 

“ J know whom you m?an,” said JUanche; 
"‘and l*hope this pentlonu'fn’s information 
may he altotudhei iiicoireet— pait of it must 
be so. Some of my geilcrous, if mistaken 
friends, feeliiii: themsehea becf inning to be 
comfortable in their holdingWonh from their 
o^^n industry, ha MS 1 fear, b^n tempted to 
try to helj) their lu ighhours also * 1 o light 
th( ms^ilves,’ as tluy call it.” 

“ Right themselves hy f])oliation and 
murdei ,*rountosB ! — -‘And their ingratitude ! 
'J'liey hav(‘ warned your Scottish agent to take 
liis departure before next ivnt-day, on penalty 
of cropped cars for the first oUence ; and 
Iiish warnings are no jokes.” 

• “ Vpir try to al.inii me, now ; liiit J ^*hall 
nev(‘r believe this until I ask the people 
themselves, and hear them own it 

“Ask them,sny lady, to confess their guilt! 
you caunofr he serious.” 

“ Never >vas moie *»o. If they aie capable, 
fi;gm any degree of ignorance, of acting so 
u ickcdJy, with such entire disregard to their 
own Interests and to oonsequcncefc*, it wdll go 
near to break my heart ; yet how conld I 
expect that my neighbourhood should all at 
once be a sBcne of virtue, prosperity, and 
peace, surrounded ab it is^ Excuse me now, 
Sir Jervis ; will you take any refreshment ? 
E am eager to peioise my head agent's let- 
ters.” 

I have jiosted to town, Counters, to 
volunteer my jioor services in suppressing 
these disgraceful outrages, and endeavouring 
to settle your Irish estates upon some scheme 
that will give you tranquillity on that score. 
T will procure a party of militaiy from 
Enniskillen.” , 

“ Many thanks Sir Jervis ; but I bad 
hoped so much fx^om the basis on wliicii T 
was endeavouring to settle them — on what 


seemed to the only fair and just one. I 
must see my way more clearly befoio I 
consent to trouble you or any one with these 
matters ; which will come right, depend on 
it. The last season was a severe one ; and> 
notwithstanding all I have been able to 
effect in the way of alleviating the general 
distress, it has been very groat. This natu- 
rally generates those discontents of which j 
there are spirits of evil ever read) to take 
advantage in poor Ireland. Honv much more 
strongly do I fed every day the extreme 
difficulty of doing any good there ! ” 

“Let well alone, Counfess; that is ray 
maxim. The rents of the Donegal estates 
were treblpd during the long life of the late 
Countess, turbulent as the tcnantiy always 
w(*i*o. J believe the Steel-hoys and Ifearts- 
of-Oakwcie first heard of on your family 
V states.” 

“I am sorry and yd proud to hear it. If 
1 live a few years I shall lealizemore advan- 
tage from that projierly than my grandmother 
ever actually' did, inched and sw^ollen out as 
her nominal rent-roll had l)c( ome. But that 
at present is my least contern. I shall go 
♦)\or immediately and talk with them ; and 
when I have once touched their kind and. 
giMteful liearts, I shall not despair of en- 
lightening their understandings.” 

“Not to be thought of, madam— that 
liO])efnl mission ! Trust 'yourself among 
assassins and inccndiariis ? — Fancy the nn- 
gj-atefnl wu-ctches ofreT|||||o fire your Murine 
Cottage, and aetnallj»^wRing up the turf of 
the lawn, and destroying all the young trees 
. and slirulis — those rhododendrons, and arbu- 
tuses of which you wttc so proud, from the 
size which they had attained in tlie open air 
in that soft climah 

“I will not beluM' that anyone of my 
owm people, my own friend^ did so I ” ex- 
claimed Blanche, locking distressed. “ It 
were sacrilogo against hnman nature to fancy 
this possible. Those shrubs and flowers, the 
finest ornaments of my liftle home, w^eiv 
jdanted hy the hands of their owti girh and 
hoyi in their presence and mine ; they were 
a covenant between us. I Jiav e the heart's 
franl^pledge for their safety. It w'Diild half 
break my heart to find it violated, but never 
lead me to desist, in my atteinjits to benefitP 
them, and raise them to a better state of 
feeling. Surely those whose worst crimes 
ate 60 closely allii^dfto the warmest feelings 
of th) human heart afford a fair field for 
^Christian effort ? I will not, Sir Jervis, send 
troops nor police among my poor fiiends. 
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If they are so misguided as yoi^ represent, I 
will, noyertheless, throw myself upon their 
generosity. I will meet them face to face, 
and hear their complaints, and what cannot 
be all at once redressed, will, I am confident, 
be cheerfully borne.” 

"You will, my lady ! — consider your sex, 
your age ? ” 

" Never mind my age ; I am old enough 
to have held these estates in absolute pos- 
session for nearly four years ; and if women 
may hold large landed possessions, tliey must, 
in common sense, be assumed capable of the 
duties connected with such important trusts.” 

“ You will at least accept my escort.” 

" I had much rather go among ^thern with 
my family, as I >vont to do, with no pro- 
tection save their kind feelhigs for me. This 
root of bitterness which has lately sprung 
up, I can trace it now.” 

This was, indeed, as very n trifle as most 
of the pretexts or proximate causes of Irish 
outrages always are, however deeply the true 
cause may lie and rankle. On the Delamere 
. pi*operty, there stood, by a mountain lake, a 
ruined chapel, which the Catholic population 
of the neighbouring country somethnes visited 
^in summer, on -a kind of pleasure-i>ilgriraage ; 
the aged animated by devotion nut of the 
most ascetic character — the young for recrea- 
tion or ^amusement. A jjromiscnous, and 
ratlier merry if not riotous group, had been 
taking their way to tliis spot one day in the 
last summer, w]ie||^ party of Orangemen 
overarched a narro^^iart of the mountain- 
road or Pass with memorials and tributes to 
the glorious and Immortal Memory, in the 
form of Orange flags, lilies, &c., surrounding 
a grim effigy of King William, which each 
pilgrim was compelled to pass under ; thus 
by implication either doing him homage, or 
being kept back from tlie shrine, or place of 
devotion. Nor would this have caused more 
than a skimlsh, terminating in a few broken 
heads, save that the Orange guards of the 
Pass boasted that their flowers and' banners 
had been the gift of the lady of the manor, 
tlie young Bm Ttenia, tlirough her agents 
and servants. A des^ierate conflict had 
ensued under those insulting trophies, which 
were trampled under foot, ere the pilCTims 
had forced their way. But not soon did the 
wound inflicted, as was now belied, by so 
unlooked-for a hand, cease to rankle. It 
was whispered at many^t fireside that win- 
ter, thet the Saxons wer^ all alike, fair and 
And what had they or their children' 
to 'look for at 6er hands' moile than from 


those who " went befoi*e her.” The sentiment 
was not yet general, but it was spi^ading in 
the district ; and laying a foundation for 
all manner of misrepresentation and bad 
feeling. 

" My own presence, and the language of 
truth, spoken in faith and love, will at once 
dissipate the shadow which has fallen 1)c- 
tween us,” said lilanclie. " I will set out 
to-morrow, if need be. Meanwhile, thoss^ 

jewels, cousin But, pray, be sure that 

it is not to veil my poverty or disgrace from 
the world you make the purchase. With 
your ofier I am quite satisfied ; and they 
will be a handsome bridal gift to — may 1 
whisper — Lady Sarah Devereiix, iviiom *1 
understand I am to have the lionoiir of 
calling kinswoman*!” 

" That affiiii" is entirely off, Countess ; 
which, indeed, was never properly on. It 
is not so easy as you ladies fancy to move 
us cautious old bachelors,” returned Sir 
Jervis, smartly. “At my age, jiew liabits 
are ill to acquire, and sometimes sit with ill 
grace. I am more desirous to see you, my 
fair cousin, properly established, than occu- 
pied with any matrimonial projects on my 
own account.” 

" You arc very kind, I am sure, Sir J ervis,” 
replied Blanche, laughing. 

" I begin to fancy you w^ro all along right 
about that Devereux — a half superannuated 
dandy. You miglit do better. Wluit is lie 
but a younger son, though 1 own ivith fair 
prospects enough ” 

"Of his brother dying, Sir Jervis!” said 
Blanche, archly. 

"Why, your younger son, madam, youi* 
seoondy ay, your third eioii, might be a moi’o 
important j)er 80 i)age than the future Earl^bf 
Fanfaronade. What is a barren title though 
a baron’s title? You were quite right about 
Devereux.” 

" I always fancied I was. I was certainly 
right in knowing that I never loved, never 
esteemed, and consequently never ought to 
have mamed him.” 

" Oh, of course ; hut the late proposal. — 
All, your blushes eloquently speak, Countess! 
as the poet says. Well, well— I do not press 
the delicate tppic ; only I don’t care if alTthe 
woidd know that I shall choose for my heir 
the third son of a certain Marchioness that is 
to be. The elder, of course, inherits his 
grandfather’s, the Duke's, title and fortune ; 
and, for the second, the Delamere titles and 
estates ought to content any reasonable 
ambition ; but the thirds my hey^ Countess—* 
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Jervis Yates de Buble, if I may venture to 
christen him beforehand — 

Blanche was at a loss whether to frown or 
smile. She instinctively did something be- 
tween. "J'his absurdity was too pitiable and 
humiliating to be heartily laughed at. 

She told her friend that she had lost the 
expected customer for her trinkets. A hitch 
seemed to have taken place between Sir 
Jervis and the Fanfaronade family after the 
matrimonial negotiation had been, by fasliion- 
able report, al4 but concluded. 

“I think some member of the family must 
have let him see rather openly that they 
8espis(^ him ; and worthy Sir Jervis docs 
not want jiride in any kind save the true 
kind But my Iil.-sh letters?” 

“ Gl<iomy enough. Insuwection, or what 
borders on it, all around ; and these sympa- 
thetic peojjle, strongly excited by kindred 
suHering, seem ever to blaze u]i togctlier 
* Like five to lioather set.’ 

Your agent’s letters are, indeed, quite de- 
sponding.” 

“ I am going to Ireland ; — will you ? But 
I don’t ask it. Some of your pupils, my 
maiden^ I will tako with me ; as many as 
volunteer; and Eleanor, poor child! — the 
excurshm will benefit us all. They say my 
])rotty marine cdttage is destroyed, but wc 
could'pitch a tent in the very midst of them, 
.as 1 did. while it was building, and find in 
('very man n brave and^ faithful defender. 
Would not that he abettor way of conquering 
the insurgents, think you, than goipg among 
them w'ith, soldiers and constables?” ^ 

I will not counsel this, but yet will I 
follow whithersoever, thy strong faith leads 
iffee. No one believes that the outrages on 
your new .and modest dwelling, have been 
committed by persons near the place ; in 
short, all is doubt and mystery, as is ever 
the case in eivcry thing Irish, But read for 
yourself.” » 

“ My reading shall not alter my resolution. 

I have* but to provide for my young friends 
here till the period of their apprenticesliips 
or studies shall be terminated, and for their I 
fair start in life ; after which, towards them, 
my duty closes— my affection never will 
terminate. Some of these girls are dear to 
me as younger sisters. • Had Heaven decreed 
that I should remain a single woman, by send- 
ing no Frederick Leighton into the world, 
then I can conceive of no life so happy or 
respectable as to continue in the superinten- 
dence of my St. Cyr. But I have, with 
infinite satisfaction to myself, dropped a few 


good seeds in^ favourable ground ; others may 
yet prepare the successive harvests, and reap 
abundantly and now to fresh fields.” 

The Countess made her arrangements and 
preparations with her wonted promptitude 
or vehemence, where her heart was interested. 
Her .jewels were disposed of next day, and 
the price placed at the disposal of her lawyer, 
and her friend, Dr. Hay ley, for the use of her 
pupils ; and now she had only to give them 
a long-promised farewell holiday, to be cele- 
brated by a breakfast at the villa, a boating 
party on the Tliame.9, and a collation on the 
grass ; to be followed by a concert in tbe 
beautiful grounds which Uiey proposed to 
visit — a *'oncert so far only as the party 
themselves could supjdy musicians. It con- 
sisted of one friend invited by each of the 
pupils, together with their masters, and some 
artists, and dealers in works of art, interested 
in their studies, and desirous of promoting 
the views of their benevolent patroness. 

Beneath a summer’s sun, in fine weather, 
any boatful of young English girls will look 
pretty and picturesque ; and the barge, occu- 
pied by the Countess and her companions, 
attracted universal attention^ and admiration, 
as, after a happy day spent in rambling in 
the woods and meadows, its wdld-flowcr 
laden nymphs sailed homcw'ards, while glad 
choral strains, ’hnd bursts of young mirth 
rose from its bosom. The Countess alone 
looked sometimes, if no^t sad, yet abstracted. 
Her thoughts were '^Windcring pensively 
away, even into the future of the young 
creatures now rejoicing in their own glad 
feelings and in her smile. Four of them 
were to accompany her' to Ireland for a few 
months ; two, win were draughtswomen^ for 
improvement in their profession ; one, because 
change and native air had been recommended 
for her; and the fourth — she was a little 
plain-looking girl — Magdalene Leighton, the 
half-cousin of Frederick ; but tliero was in 
the thrilling pathetic tones of her rich deep 
voice, a spiritual power, which, in those late 
months, had often created a sudden flutter in 
the heart of Blanche, or sent a rush of tears 
to her eyes. While Magdalene, in the gloom 
of twilight, sung those simple and affecting 
north-country ballads, which Blanche . h^ 
first listened to in childhood from his lips, it 
seemed as if his spirit communed with hers 
in music and poctiy* This was become an- 
other of her unnerving indulgences^ and it 
» had not eluded tlie observation of her wfl^tch- 
ful friend, who would say, in gentle expos- 
tulation, ‘ Thou art never merry when thou . 
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hear’st sweot music.’ Get thee ^one^ Magda- 
lene, with thy woful ballads.” And this 
was said once more, when Blanche was re- 
called^ from reverie by the darkening hour, 
and the duty of saying farewell to her young 
companions. 

The farewell was affecting, almost solemn, 
which she took of her young sisters, as she 
affectionately named the girls she had be- 
friended. “ Her sweet and amiable sisters,” 
she termed them^ “ whose society had been 
so sustaining, so delightful to her; whose 
futute well-doing would be the cause of such 
joy and pride!” And as she kissed each 
weeping girl, she gave and exacted a solemn 
pledge, that if ever, in any of those calamities 
or trying turns of fortune which lie in every 
woman’s path, any one of the number should 
be condemned to suffer what sympathy could 
soften, or be tempted to submit to what was 
unworthy of her, she sliould then frankly 
confide her trials and difficulties, or her 
errors, to her sister, and be assured, that 
there was pity and love for her in all circum- 
stances, and probable help in man 3 ^ 

Let us never forget the obligations of 
our Sisterhood/’ was her parting injunction ; 

I they are only such as will beneficially ox- 
I ercise our virtues and affections — render our 
orplianage less desolate, and a single life, if 
such be our choice or our fate, less solitary, 
selfitsh, and dull ; if they do not make it, as 
rightly understood tlipy ought to do, usehil, 
social, and cheerful.* 

The Lady Blanche had merited solace and 
reward by her manifold exertions to promote 
tlie happiness of others on this day; and 
they awaited her to fulness on returning to 
London, on the eve of her journey to lier 
** insurrectionary provinces.” 

“ Letters from Frederick ! and he is 
coming 1” she cried, running breathlessly into 
her friend’s chamber ; ‘‘-in three months — 
perhaps less — by the packet after next ! — 
Before I can be back from Ireland. But 
I you shall have them — have his journal only, 
1 mean— ‘Cato’s is not an ear for a love 
I tale,’ ” and she smiled. “ He has been in 
Cuba, and St. Bomltigo, and the United 
States, since we heard of him last. What 
Jiurueying! Many letters must be eitlier 
lost or delayed. He could not return to us, 
he says, ten^pted as he was, without again 
revisiting the plantationspto see how the poor 
^ blacks went on as their own masters and 
managers. They are doing admirably in 
their joint-stock concern ; tmd it does rejoice 
' me ! Dr. Leighton told them that he must 


leave them. I had given them freedom, and 
would give them work, and lend them money, 
or send stores, if they chose to continue on 
the plantations ; otherwise the land must bo 
sold, and the people dispersed. I would not 
consent to work my estates with slaves. 
Their continuing to work as free labourers 
might, he thouglit, be a mutual obligation 
and advantage ; but they were free to act 
for themselves. 

“ Many grand palavers were held. Would 
wc could liave overheard then#! Some were 
too rash in their grateful generosity, and 
would insist ‘on working for Missy — who 
make ’em free — for love.’ Others were as 
selfish ; and a few longed to return to realize 
some fondly-chcrisffed vision of a reed-cabin, 
and plantain trees and groves, aixi little 
brothers and sisters at play, on the fixtal 
evening when the man-tigers had sprung 
forth to tear them away from their African 
land ; hut, finally, they agreed to he, in the 
mean while, my tenants at will, cultivating 
the plantations with my capital, but under 
the superintendence of managers and over- 
seers chosen by popular election from tlieir 
own numbers. 

“Leighton was astonished, when lie re- 
turned, at what he found had been the good 
sense and orderliness of their proceedings, 
and the judiciousness of their selection of 
leaders. But remember the motive." Good- 
will and energy, and direct personal interest, 
have accomplished far more tlian the brutal- 
izing lash ever could: compel. The lazy have 
, been shamed and compelled to exert them- 
selves, by the good rule, that those ‘ who will 
not work . I fancy there is still a 
touch of despotism in the power of the over- 
seers, but then they may be displaced at the 
end of every crop, or oftener, upon an emer- 
gency. And in this last year, the culture 
has been better and more cheaply managed, 
and the crops larger, than in any former 
season. They will be able to pay me even 
too much rent. T can have no fair claim to 
the large surplus they offer me, but Fred, 
advises that 1 should take it, were it but to 
tempt my neighbours, even through their 
cupidity, to follow my example, and try 
something more human than their present 
practices. 

“ I do not despair of having yet wealthy 
black tenants, and ^f selling land or granting 
leases to negroes. Their worst present diffi- 
culties arise from ilie jealousy of the planters^ 
and the diabolical tribe of attorneys, over-^ 
seers, and diivers. This, I fear, wiU long 
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continue, and not allow the hopeful experi- 1 
ment any thing like fair play. . . . But 

I am out of breatli, and you out of patience.” 

The Quakeress, who had gone early to 
bed, in prospect of her Irish journey, sat up, 
mingling adoration with thanksgiving, while 
grateful tears filled lier eyes. 

“ I will<not congratulate thee, dearest one,” 
she said, — “thy i>re8cnt rapturous feelings 
arc happiness enough ; but I will pray God 
to strengthen thee more and moi*e for future 
good works. ^ They bring their own tlessing.” 

It vras in light and refreshed, if not gay 
spirits, that Blanche set out witli lier house- 
• hold for Ireland. They travelled leisurely ; 
for sfie had tender consideration for its two 
aged menibers, and thei^e was to herself ever- 
spriiijjing enjoyment in tlic pleasure which 
the young girls derived from the new scenes 
and objects they saw ; nor is it easy to 
decide whether witnessing the rapid unfold- 
ing of an ingenuous and intelligent young 
mind, jdaced in exciting and novel circum- 
stances, be not as delightful as “watching the 
gradual development of the dawning facul- 
ties of childhood. No situation can be more 
fjivourable for observing temper and natural 
charattor ; and, with a little placid indul- 
gence for weakness, and sonic amusement at 
affectation, the. Lady Blanche reaped both 
pleasure and improvement from the strict 
ohservatioii of her juvenile companions on 
the Journey ; — from one of them in particular, 
who, after an absence of four years, was re- 
turning with the Couiijtess to all she had over 
Known of home, her foster-mothet’s cabin in 
the sheltering hay, where Blanche had rear^l 
her Marine Lodge. She was the orphan of 
•gtlie schoolmaster ahd his wife — “ a genteel 
and decent young couple, tliough not of these 
parts — AVho had been cut off together in the 
fever!” Their cliild was maintained by a 
subscriptioii of a^out two sliillings a-week 
from the fanners, until taken to London by 
Lady Blanche to he taught to earn her 
bread. 

The Irish character was beautifully re- 
vealed in the tears and petulant bursts of 
passion, and vehemence of protestation with 
which Marcella Boyle vindicated the very 
worst of her countrymen from the hare pos- 
sibility of having touched or banned “were 
it but the poorest rush in the bog she (the 
Countess) ever set her foot upon.” The 
letters met at Dublin did not hear out Mar- 
cella q^uite so far ; but they conveyed no 
tidings to damp the courage of the Countess, 
though she was rather pleased when she 


succeeded in persuading Dr. Hayley to i-e- 
main in Dublin for a few weekly about some 
antiquarian piece of learned reseal^cdi* 

The morning of the tenth day brought 
the travellers within sight of that mountain 
range for which, though on the other side of 
tlie island, and she a geographer, Marcella 
had in vain watched, ever since they had como 
in sight of the Hill of Howlh. She now 
begged to ride outside ; and twenty times 
during the day she asked the Countess, or 
rather assured her, “That must surely be 
Slieve Vanau now, madam.” 

Blanche was more familiar with the land- 
marks ; and, as the day was drawing to a 
close, aiMl the journey to an end, she felt 
uneasy and depressed. At the inns, in the 
few j>iaces they passed through, the accounts 
of the state of the county were contradictory 
anx. doubtful ; and ftu* the few newspapers 
found at these hostclries, Blanche needed 
only to look to their titles to know the cre- 
dence due to their varying and contradictory 
reports. She saw they were reaching a 
critical turn of the road, but she would not 
deprive Marcella of the rapture of surprise. 
It was remarked by her compauions, that 
Marcella, who had long laboured hard and 
rather successfully to exterminate her native 
brogiie, now exclaimed, — “ The the say I 

[anglicc, the sea,) the lodge 1 the baton ! the 
boys ! — Och, mi lady ! ” ^ 

And she sobbed and wept, and hugged little 
Eleanor, who sat next jier. Tlie Lodge stood 
tliere, sure enough, its chimneys, “ those 
windpipes of good hospitality,” sending their 
light turf-smoke airily to heaven. If the 
sward of the lawn had ever been damaged, 
it was smooth, and trim, and green as an 
emerald, now; j.uJ the — their joyous 

hurrahs sunk iT.t>iF respectful silence as the 
carriages approached, and twenty young 
fellows bounded forward to hold wider the 
open gate — a rileuce which enabled the 
Quakeress to overhear the whispered— 

“It's Mi Lady Countess herself, it Is.” 

No, faith it ; it's little Margy Boyle. I 
knowed the black rogue eyes of her, big as 
she grew. And if my lady has made a ffrst- 
rate gentlewoman of her, poor coleen ! — 
bringing her home in her own coach, and 
m iin chipate the niggers, is she, think 
going to be a tyrant, like the ould one, to 
the poor decent creatures bom* and bred on. 
her lands?- N^er a hone of myself will 
believe it, Terry.” • 

“ Hurrah, then,” shouted the other ; “she 
is past now, long life and glory to her, and 
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a good husband ! — she is past^and so I may 
let go any manners — hurrah, hoys!** and 
t}ie cheering became general and loud* . 

Faix, if she does not get from the heart 
the ten thousand welcomes, Slieve Vanau, 
there, is a big liar, for he is repating them 
too.” 

All the mountain echoes were indeed 
repeating the joyous welcome, as Blanche, 
unable to conceal her glad weeping, was 
respectfully handed into the house by her 
Scottish agent, and left alone with him. 

“ It seems to me to have been all calumny 
^and nonsense about our poor friends, Mr. 
Ward I aw.” 

Much of if, no doubt, my lady„ but not 
quite all.” 

“ I have met with a reception which shames 
my suspicions. How have j^ou so speedily 
l)een able to restore a good and right under- 
standing ? ” 

I had the powerful influence of an old 
friend, madam, in whom they have con- 
fidence.” 

There was a peculiar smile, or rather the 
faintest ghost of a smile, or of suppressed 
humour, fluttering about the left corner of 
the mouth of the Scotsman, had Blanche 
been able to perceive it. 

That Squire Corbyn, I suppose 1 ” in- 
quired the lady, in not the most grateful 
tone.^ 

“ Not he, madam — a friend of your lady- 
ship’s, who, on a fonner occasion, gained the 
confidence of the tenantry by doing them 
justice. But 1 promised to let Dr. Leighton 
know as soon as you arrived. He has ridden 
up to the priest’s on business. Ah, here he 
is ! ” 

Blanche did not shriek nor faint, but site 
catched at the back of the sofa by which 
she ‘Stood, as the agent withdrew and gently 
mut the door, •whispering ^to the (iuakeress 
still in the vestibule, — “ The packet in which 
Dr." Lei^ton came had rough weather in 
the Channel. He got off in a pilot-boat, 


and, learning our bad state, came to us at 
once. — He has been here for three days.” 


" There is to he no bridesmaid save little | 
Eleanor, after all,” said Marcella Boyle to 
her London companions in about a month 
after this ; “ so we need not be jealous about 
it now. We will all be at the^ wedding, 
though, and all the young girls and boys on 
the estates or in the couuty, if they choose. 
It is to be celebrated in Stoke-Delamere 
Church;* and then tliey return to dear Ire- 
land again — return to luintcr here ; yes 
winter — ‘brave the storms of the Atlantic,’ 

I heard Lady Vesey call it ; as if our sea- , 
breeze W’as not as good as London fo^ any 
day.” 

“ But won t the n\ourniug for Sir Jervis 
Yates, who has left the Countess shch a 
fortune, delay the wedding, Marcella ? ” 

“ Not a hit of it ; sure, does she not rather ! 
need a husband the more to comfort her. 
And she won’t touch a penny of the fortune. 
She considers he^’sclf his trustee iu behalf of 
neglected relations and the people of his 
factory, wlio made it all — the factor]' of 
Bonny Dale on her own English estate.” 

“ Of Beau Ideal you iifean, Marcella.” 

“ I’m sure tlie other name is as pretty,” 
said Marcella, pettishly. 

“As pretty, hut not right/^ returned 
dalenc, mildly. 

“ There is no harm in things, I 

suppose, Miss Magdalene ? ” 

“ Oil, no ; and Beau Ideal, or Bonny Dale, 
must he K>th right dud prettj before the 
Countess is satisfied.” 

And here, for the present, closes, as of 
right, with a mai;riage, our history of^ 
Blanche, Countess of Dblamerb. The 
privilege of relating the success of her bene- 
volent experiments in the factory of Beau 
Ideal, or Bonny Dale, as the name was happily 
corrupted, and in her mbuntahi* colony in 
Donegal, we however retain until some future 
opportunity. 


THE WIEED OP THE WINRAMS: A TALE OF THE PERSECUTING TIMES; 

AS BELATED By THE DOMINIE OF ST. BONAN’s. 


Thebe are inany months in every year 
when the hostel of St. Rbnan’s, and the 
whole of that lonely village, are as mute and 
desolate as if it were one of those romantic 
watering-places embosomed in the Swiss 


Alps, or buried in the heart of the Pyrenees, 
after the last flight .of the summer-loving 
martlets from the cities had taken wdiig 
tiomeward. It was at this deserted season, 
and to a rustic and purely Scottish audience 
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of greedy listeners, tliat the Dominie of St. 
Ronan’s narrated the following traditionary 
story, which he thus preluded : — 

“ It might be in the latter year of the 
godless and gainlcss reign of Charles StuaH, 
the second of that unhappy name, or in the 
first year that his black-hearted, Papistical 
brother Ix^re sway in this ancient realm, that 
a gathering of douce neighbours and orra 
wayfarers, miicli like this same, was drawn 
round the ingle-neuk, within these same 
stanch, auld, black walls — the whilk, sirs, 
were utterance gifted them, could tell many 
a stranirer talc than mine is. 

, “It was Candlemas-tido, as I have heard, 
and f9now lay thick on all the heights, and 
deep in all tlie hollows of the Gala, the 
Lea<ler, and the other waters round ; by 
reasoiT of wliich, Robin Scolt, the then carrier, 
or ca<lger, between that coantry-side and 
Edinburgh, was full three days behind his 
ordinary time ; and, as this was a period of 
sore trial and tribulation to the persecuted 
Kirk and oppressed Estates of Scotland, the 
Tueu-folk, yvi may be sure, were hungering as 
sail' for tidings as were the women for the non- 
sense trill kuin-trankums Robin brought, in 
exchange* for got)d fresh eggs and fat cerocks. 

“ Jtohin, siowas'his pace was, in dandering 
from farmstead to farmstead, was tlie only 
posli and mail of those days, unless when a 
laird or a lord, like Thirlstane or Tor wood- 
lee, . tft* him of the Black Barony, or the 
malignant persecutor. Sir Marmadiikc Win- 
ram, might send off one of ‘their liouse-varlets 
with a special budget dn some of their godless 
errands ^f harriment and cruel oppression 
of the Lord’s people. For this, sirs, >vas a 
time when heavy jttdgiijeiits were abroad in 
this land of Scotland, — when the sword of 
the smitor was unsheathed to slay utterly. 

“ There is a yinniu of discontent and a 
banning of restlessness abroad among this 
ancient pebide evdn now ; but I trow, sirs, 
our lines have fallen in pleasant places, when 
our lc»t under the Protestant Princes of the 
House of Brunswick is compared with that 
of our godly and persecuted forebears, hunted 
like Patricks owre the mountains and through 
the moss-hags, by Claverhouse and his godless 
gang ; harried in their gear, and racked in 
their memhers with the bootikins and piliie- 
winks, and the othft* damnable devices of 
that Pandemonium, the committee of the 
Privy Council of Scotl^d ; where the apos- 
tate Lauderdale, and Middleton, and Bothesu 
and their hellish instruments, Bloody Mac- 
kenzie, and the Muscovite tiger Dalyell, and 


the excommunicate malignant, Sir Manna- 
duke Winfam, of whom it more nearly con- 
cerns me to speak ” The Dominie gasped 

for breath, 

“Weel a weel,” cried a young fanner, 
named Elliot, interrupting his old teacher 
somewhat irreverently, “ if times are on the 
mend, thanks to the spirit of our forefathers ; 
and, if they righted matters then at the price 
of their blood, let us try to hold them so, 
or shame befa’ us, say I.” 

The Domiuie, who mightily prided him- 
self on being “ a Whig of the Revolution,” 
was looked on with suspicion by the younger 
Liberals of the parish, from having lately, 
in obed^nce to his ecclesiastical superior, 
the minister, refused them tlio use of the 
school-house to hold a meeting for Parlia- 
mentary Reform. This circumstance gave 
sting to young Elliot’s speech, especially 
when he added — “ It is just the auld story 
owre again then. Dominie, as now — ‘Do as 

the laird and the minister bid ye, or else 

Then it was the King and the Curates ; — it 
comes aye to the same thing. Now it is — 
hereawa at least — the Deuke and the 
Chamberlain.” 

The Dominic waved his ]iafid> sawing the 
iiiv with Ciceronian dignity ; and, giving 
the go-by to this home-thrust, held on — 

“ At a time wlien judgments were abroad, 
and the Malignants, in their blind^and 
blood-thirsty rage, spared neither age, sex, 
nor station, hidings from the capital were, .as 
1 remarked, sorely waited for ; and, in 
especial, the guidman of Elshicshiels — who 
likewise fanned the Mains of Redheugh, and 
had himself . been out at Pentland with liis 
auld maister, Rutherfurd of Redheugh — 
declared he would not :>tir from tlie chaumer 
in whilk we now sit, till Robin appeai'ed, 
though it should be broad day-light ; and so 
called for another* bicker of ale, to help on 
the clatter, and also the graver discourse, 
which naturally ran in the subdueif vein' of 
a people quailing under oppression, yet stirred 
and excited iu their minds by the many brave 
examples of steadfastness, even unto the 
death, with which that period abounded. 

“ Among the remorseless and cruel char- 
acters to which that disturbed age gave birth, 
none were regarded, by the country peoj^'e^ 
with greater horror and a sort of supersti- 
tious dread, than Sir Marmaduko Winram, 
whose patrimonlflll possessions in this neigh-* 
bourhoo l had lately been increased tjby several 
forfeituri‘8, and the gift of the fines he had. 
levied in the course of his zealous service. 
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^ He had been concerned in ^ arrest of 
Mr. Donald Caigill, nnd had also been 
selenmly excommuidcated by one of the 
preachers among the Covenanters-^acireum- 
stanoe deemed so awful that some of his own 
servants abandoned him as one set aside and 
sealed to perdition and made over to the 
Enemy of Man. 

** ‘ It is tauld^ and I have good authority 
for believing it/ interrupted the goodmaii of 
the Mains, ^ that the same night tidings came 
to his lordly dwelling of Randolj)h’s Tower, 
that Mr. Donald Cargill iiad lifted up his 
testimony at the Gallowlee of Edinburgh, 
and laid down his precious life for the cause 
of Christ’s Crown and Covenant — /.hat the 
blasphemous wietcli leucii loud out, and 
cried to his man, Sergeant Warrock, another 
wicked oppressor of God’s people, and a 
spoiler and harrier of His heritage — Fill 
me a cup of wine, Warrock, and we ’ll drink 
the Wlngamore draidgie ! ” Whei*eupon the 
red wine in tlie cup turned in liis hands into 
congealed blood I Yet he greedily drank it up 1 ’ 

‘‘ A thrill of horror crept through the circle 
then surrounding this ingle like ourselves ; 
and many other tales were related of the 
cold-blooded butchery committed by the 
persecutors ; of their dissolute and a1)andoned 
lives ; and of the visible rctributory judg- 
ments already visited upon them for their 
savage cruelties to the Covenanters, and all 
those emphatically named ‘ the Lord’s 
People.’ 

“ ‘ He is off to Etlinburgh last Monday 
morning, to crave from the Privy Council a 
deed of gift of Redheugh’s lands,’ continued 
the farmer of the Mains — * your own great- 
grandsire he was, Mr. Elliot, and a savoury 
Christian in his generation ; but there will 
be words about that ; for there are as 
greedy gleds before him yonder as liiinself — 
oflF, after attending ane of their Pandemo- 
nium Ctjruncils against us and ours, over at 
Thirlstane, where the hallowed rest of the 
blessed Sabbath was spent in cards^ and dice, 
drinking and damning, and blasphemies lit 
iLo have split the roof of the Castle, and sunk 
it fathoms dejsp in the earth.’ 

“ While the honest man held forth, the 
dogs began to yowtF, and a glaikit lassie 
thfew over her wheel in her haste, and ran 
out, expecting Uie longed-for cadger. 

** Ht’s no Robin,’ was her cry, on returning, 
*but just Sikker Simmft,* the packman, 
wha, guiff be aboot us ! when I speered for 
tidings, tauld me, the Malignants have burht 
the Noi’’ Loch of Edhibore, and that the 


cadgers were selling the burnt ffi^ for half 
naething !’ 

“ The laugh at the pedlar’s joke was not 
general ; and that small gray man, who had 
been stabling his pony, shortly afterwards 
appeared in person. 

Simon Sloan, or SikJter Siinmie, as the 
itinerant merchant was named, « from the 
extreme caution of his dealings, had for 
many years plied at stated peiiods in this 
district — his beat being up and down the 
Gala, the* Ale, and Leader Waters, and also 
other tributaries of tlie Tweed, before he 
annually traversed the valleys of Yarrow 
and Ettrick, making, by that way, his exit 
into Moftat-dale. It was also known* that 
he statedly travelled the east of Fife, Avhence 
he made his transit across the Frith, and 
ranged the Lammermoors, before desce*nding 
upon the Tweed and its feeders. 

‘‘But this was not Simmie’s usual period of 
appearance at St. Ronan’s, which ^\as never 
till after the l)car-Beed time ; and surprise 
and questioning were added to that usual 
warm welcome to the Cleikiiin Inn, from 
the female part of the household, which the 
facetious pedlar always received. 

“ Wants of all (kinds were )iow 'to ))c 
supplied to the females ; but the cravings of 
the men for tidings were s^ll more eager. 
Simmie heard all their questions, and often 
parried them with jokes, sometimes at the 
expense of the Covenanters ; for, strange 
as it might be for one in his rank of life, 
Simnae was loyal .and a Malignant ; and iu 
Fife, whertf his principles were better known, 
or more rigidly canvassed, he was bven lat- 
terly suspected of using liis calling to act as 
a spy for the curates and persecuting lairds.,. 
Some light remarks from Simmie, therefore, 
provoked the displeasure of the grave good- 
man of Elshieshiels, who, shaking his head, 
said— 

“‘I trow they did not wron^ you far, 
friend, that put honest men on their guard 
against ye.* 

“ The pedlar looked dieftutbed, but laughed 
it over. 

“ ‘Against the leiigth of my ellwand is it, 
guidman? Weel, it measured aff ten ells of 
Flanders lace tills day week, and double 
that of French lawn, for the bridal gear of 
bonny Lady Lochkel1»e, owre yonder at 
Lindores, who is coming to be your lady here 
at Redheugh ; and^ if ehe shall say I 
jvronged her, let me abide it.’ 

' “Here was nev^s — and twenty throats wei'e 
opened. 
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‘ And will Sir Marmadukc ever let that 
lady and her gear past himsel’ or his sou?’ 

“ < Ay, that’s a point for divines like you, 
guidman ; but see hej'e, lasses, saw ye ever 
rarer ribbons ? That’s ca’ed The Duke of 
York’s darling.’ And he threw a wreath of 
red ribbon temptingly over his arm. 

“ ‘ Maitftn of mine shall never wear snood 
o’ that bJoody hue,* said the old farmer." 
‘And I take blame to myself for clatterin’ 
wi’ a scofhng fool-bodie like ye, whp, 1 have 
heard, partooic, tw’enty and more years since, 
in the heathenish doings at Linlithgow, 
when Middleton and Daly ell, with other 
* rotte’j-hearted Maligiiants, the magistrates 
of that town, burnt tlie Covenant, and put 
the Cause to t»peu shaii'c with their mocking 
devicfis, dancing around 4«h(‘ir big bonfire, 
while the I’ublic Fountain spouted French 
and Spanish wine, in whicli tlie frantic 
WTctches toasted the healths of the excom- 
municate apostate, Charles Stuart, and the 
eueinicb of the Kirk and of Scotland. No 
>vonder ye blench, poor siiifal wretch, and 
that the sweat breaks on your brow, come 
as ye are of pious Pre8})yterian parents, and | 
allied^ to the blood of the Covenant. A pre- | 
sent judgment w'as seen on him, my friends,’ ! 
continued the speaker, as the appalled circle | 
drew back, leaving the sacrilegious pedlar 
alone in his sliamc : ‘ He wasted in flesh, 
sirsj and pined in spirit, like a thing be- 
witched, from that day ; never again could 
settle to his honest trade of a slioemaker, 
and so took, to the pack, and to ^ what other 
less honest trades lies between liiin and his 
conscience.’ 

“‘Simmic mustjliave been but a stripling 
^callant, then,’ said the 'landlord, sympathiz- 
ing with his guest. * It will not do, Elshie- 
shiels, in these times, to look owre strictly 
back to Avhat ony o’ us were aboot a score o’ 
years syxe. There has been a liantel 
changes o’ beliefs and unbeliefs in our day, 
and there is like to be inair yet — so least 
said is soonest mended ; but let the guidman 
try, Simmie, wliat temper your razors are o.’ 

“It was not a little remarkable, that, 
besides ballads and broadsides of all' descrip- 
tions, for the lads and lasses who heard the 
curates, Simon never travelled witliout a 
secret assortment oi such seditious and rebel 
tracts as ^ Leai Reso, which boldly maintained 
the doctrine of the lawfulness of armed re- 
sistance, or, ‘ The Caitses of God's Wrath f 
and such proscribed documents as * Tke 
Lanevrh and Sanquhar Declaration^ * The 
Bugkn TesHmny* ‘ The Tmoood Emmmqp 


nijcation^* ai}d ‘ The D^Hg of the 

Mangrs^ who were still mffeiAng in nnm- 
bets at Edinburgh, ai^l in other parts of 
Scotland. ‘What can the like o’ me do>’ 
he would reason, ‘ who am but a servant rf 
the public, trying to earn a bit . of honest 
bread at a season when the very giglei 
lasses, that wont to sing Gilmvriee ot 
Kathrine JamfrUy affect mair these tra- 
gedies regarding the last hours of the virgin 
martyi’s, Isabel Alison and Marion Harvie, 
than Vans Bentinck o’ the Krames’ best 
pinners and pearlins.’ 

“ As all was safe in the Cleikum at this 
time, in his estimation, so Simon undid the 
contrabiftid printed papers, which were con- 
cealed in a web of duffle ; and, at very 
moderate cost, but under strict injunctions of 
secrecy, dealt out a supply of those con- 
traband wares, which were eagerly and 
instantly read. 

“ ‘ And this is what they mak’ by their 
villanous tests and edicts, an* grievous bur- 
dens laid on tender consciences,’ cried old 
Eishieshiels : ‘ their ain creatures, such like 
as that weirdlesB body, Simon Sloan, being, 
by a gracious, overruling Providence, turned i 
into sharp instruments to work their down- 
fall and destruction. Honest Robin Scott* 
durst not hawk about the precious inditings 
which, for the lucre of pelf, the Council- 
curates’ tools sell to us. No, no, sirs — alb 
the soul-killing tests, and body-slaying mur- 
ders, and all the hnings, and hangings, and 
I drown ings, and racks, and thuinbikins ever 
! hell deviseil, and all the dragoons and 
I troopers in the three kingdoms, ivill never 
I extinguish that fire of love kindled in tlie 
heart of Covenanted Scotland ! For nearly i 
i twenty years they have tried to drovm it 
in l)lood ; but it will never be quenched. 
Fathers will be telling the baims, when 
they are old men* that in their young years 
there were great days in Scotland ; and that 
the faithful ministers — a Cameron and a 
King — a Well wood, a Renwick, and a Kid 
— would not be silenced from prencliing tlie 
truth, nor the Lord’s people kept back from 
hearing about their civil and religious lighta ; 
and how the scaffolds ran red wi* blood, and 
how gory heads of martyred saints were ^ 
stuck on all the ports of Edinboro \ 
all would not do.’ 

“ Such was ^ the. talk of auld ElHi>t td 
Elsliieshiels. sSme of his friends thou|;llt 
that ills long keeping to the hills vmder 
hiding, after the business at Airtnoss, and 
a sore imprisonment, suffered in Tantallpn 
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Caetlc, had given his brain a shake from 
the base of solidity; but it was remarked 
that Ms love waxecl aye the warmer and 
more vehement as nis worldly judgmiit 
failed; and he 'would find fault even with 
his own iancUord^ Redheugh, and other old 
companions in arms for the cause of the 
Covenant, because of what he scruj)led not 
to call a lukewaimpess and defection. 
This made Elshieshiels the more anxious 
about the fact, when he heard from Siinon 
an inkling of the marriage of tlic Ladj^ at 
Lindoi*e8, with his Laird. 

“ * Comely house-dames and rich heritages 
have long been among the Enemy’s most 
effectual snares,’ he remarked ; iaiid he 
strictly inten-ogated Simon as to Rodlieugh’s 
project of matrimony with the young widow 
of Lochkeltie. 

« Though Redheugh was well stricken in 
years, the lady was yet a fair and buxom 
gentlewoman, on whom more tlian one or 
two suitors (even among the Cavaliers) cast 
eyes of regard, with maybe a shlmt towards 
her fat dowerj^ lands in the Howe of Fife, and 
some ul tenor view of the custody and 
bestowal, in due season, of her only child 
Magdalen Leslie, to whom, though still in 
' years but a babe, gieat wealth had fallen, 
both in lands and money -bonds held by her 
late goodsire, the Provost of Cupar, over tlic 
Laird of Winvam’s estates. Lady Lochkeltie, 
in her state of bereavement, sojourned for 
personal safety near the West Bow Port of 
Edinburgh ; and, though carrying herself 
with marvellous discretion for one of the 
weaker sex, she could not altogether with- 
hold her succour and solace from the per- 
secuted and outed ministers then under flight 
and hiding ; for whicli fact her dwelling had 
beeu repeatedly searched, and herself brought 
up before the Privy Council, to bide the 
gibing and jeering of Lauderdale aiient 
harbouring sturdy trams of the Kirk iu her 
very secret chamber. Her woman’s ndt, 
and maybe her comely countenance, helped 
h6r through; though it was alleged, by 
Elshieshiels and other higliiiyers, that her 
replies were not altogether so single-minded 
and ae-fold as became her pure profession. 
So she was dismissed skaithless, Lauderdale 
saying— 

‘“Ye maun ware your widowhood upon a 
jolly Cavalier, madam, who will answer to 
us for your good conduct.’ 

“ At OK 0 of these targings the lady 
chanced to be seen by this said Winmn, 
who had just come from Galloway, where 


the storm was raging, to give an account of 
Ills devil’s stewardship, in shooting, hanging, 
fining, and plundering. 

" Ilis prodigal and dissolute life at thc Court 
of Charles Stuart, and the maintenance of 
his riotous troopers, had long since brought 
Sir Marmaduke to a piece of bread, in spite 
of all the plunder and fines s^hicli he 
pocketed ; and he was now clamouring for 
prey with the best of those ravening wolves. 
It w’as rejnarked that, wlieii the widow w^as 
removed, whose daughter, if there had been 
justice in the laud, might in right of bonds 
be said to carry his estate in her bib, he got 
into a rage with the wkole Council ^diich 
had paiTied his demands ; and, the Duke of 
York being iu presoiyce, he swore a blasphe- 
mous oath, By*th(i Rood ! that he mus^t have 
siller, if he gaed to hell and^^pawued his soul 
for it! Upon which either Lauderdale, or 
Rothes, or some of that pack — ^for tliey were 
all alike, and, to use the vulgar idiom of the 
vernacular, ‘ac sow’s farrow’ — cried out — 

“ ‘A God’s name, man, take the Whig-a- 
inore Leslie’s widow as the first instalment of 
thy unreasonable demands, and worry thy 
poor friends nae mair. /J'he quean has a 
drop or two of gentle hlood in her veins. If 
ye manage half, yo may, in due time, hestow 
her weel-todiered daughter cai that hopeful 
youth, the Master of Winrani, which will 
cancel all heritable bonds, and B])ai'e yc the 
lang journey ye may take soon enough. 
The wench ouglit in conscience to be made a 
ward of the crown, an^ bred up in honesty. 
But she will ])c safe in thy fatherly custody.’ 

• “ Sir Marmaduke, who had the pride of 
the Foul Fiend, winced at tliis frank project, 
hut let himself be overruled ; especially as it 
w^as expounded to him that there was no 
need wdiatcver to part witJi his Englisli con- 
cubine, Mistress Anne, who duly attended 
the curate’s mass, and reigned ^my Lady 
Paramount, at his dwelling of Randolph’s 
Tow'er, over the entire household, and the 
Master to boot ; and never, it was said, did 
this woman forget or forgive tliis scheme, 
though it turned out of non-effect. But the 
matter got air, for, somehow or other, tJie 
friends of the cause of the Covenant had a 
sharp ear even in Privy Council committees ; 
and, that same night, the hand of the widow 
of Lochkeltie was, by tlie offices of godly 
Mr. Biackadder, then under hiding in Edin- 
boro, secretly bestowed in holy wedlock upon 
Rutherford of Redheugh ; the little maiden, 
Magdalen Leslie, acting as her own mother’s 
bride’s-*maiden, and James Rutherfurd, then 
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a stripling of ten or twelve years, as his 
fathet^s best- man. 

“‘I look upon ns two,’ said Redheugh, 
‘ but as the proxies of onr children, if it shall 
please the Lord to incline their young hearts 
to each other.* 

There were divers reasons for this union 
in operation among good friends. By the 
preachers 1;lien in Kdinboro, the sudden mar- 
riage was considered a matter of needful 
carnal polity, (as Lady Lochkeltie was bent 
on wedlock,) to keep so rich a pi;ize, in a 
temporal senee, fj’oin iho enemy ; and as a 
clear dispensation of Providence, to strengthen 
the hands of friends. 

’ “4istcad of ‘the young folk* (as every 
pair is called when they marry, however 
well stricken in years th<?y may be) travelling 
to Rgdlieiigh, to keep the hone3’inoon, as 
Sikker Siinmie had foretold, the^' took boat 
for Fife }>etinies next morning, and had 
crossed tlie Frith lang before Sir Mannaduke, 
who had ])cen drinking and diccing all night 
with Lauderdale, heard of the imircli which 
the Covenantors had stolen on him. Flinging 
his furred cloak over his gold-laced habit, 
tliafliad never gone off his hack after the 
debauch, he hurst into the I’rivy Council 
chamt)er like a man i)osscssed h.v the Evil 
One ; and, the Duke of York l)eiiig again in 
presence, first swore a deadly revenge against 
the ‘Laird of Redheugh — of whose lands he 
deinapded the instant forfeiture — and a 
deeper and more burning hatred than that, 
set on fire of hell, which alread\" raged in 
his veins — ; against the Lord’s ]j)eople. lie 
even oftered his dagger at his kinsman, Lau- 
derdale, who could not keep from jeering iit 
his disappointment with the widow ; for 

‘^isuch, sirs, is the friendship of the wicked. 

“ Though afflictions vexed and bruised the 
Kirk and Commonwealth of Scotland rnoi-e 
sorely than ever after these happy' es})ousals, 
and thoug]i the ungodly trode down the viiie- 
3'ard like swine, an<l rioted in the goodl3'^ 
fruits thereof, there were quiet days and 
peaceful nights for Redheugh in his own 
peculiar ; so that it was alleged by Elshie- 
shiels, and other suffering brethren, that he 
was forgetting the afflictions of Zion in tlie 
calm couthinesB of his wife’s fireside at Lin- 
dores ; where, if there was one member of 
tlie circle more dear to him than another, it 
was his step-baini, the gentle and winsome 
Magdalen Leslie, who had at once gained' for 
herself a beloved daughter’s place in hie heart. 
The children, James and Magdalen, had algo 
mingled the buds and blossoms of the affec- 
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tions of youth, and could not so much be said 
to have fallen in love, accoiding to any 
Worldly or carnal sense of the phrase, as that 
the tciiderest affection and endearment had 
been the law of their young life, as far back 
as the memory of Magdalen reached. The' 
children together at Lindores shai^d the in- 
structions of a godly outed preacher, until 
James liad been sent to Holland to complete 
his education under the especial direction of 
Sir I’atrick Home, an old friend and neigh- 
bour ()f his father. 

“ It was in his first absence that the golden- 
haired, mild Magdalen, with a skin of milk 
and an of softest blue, grew up into grace- 
ful maidenhood, unfolding her Wauty beneath 
the fom? 03 0 of her step-feather, like a living 
flower, until, it is said, the match of the 
maiden could not have been met with from 
Crail to Culvoss, in all the goodly kingdom 
of Fife. Magdalen had, in duty and love, 
cherished James Riitherfuvd as a dear and 
only brother, and jaloused luve mail*, until 
light broke in upon her maiden innocence, 
when she chanced to he scorned one day with 
the Master of Winrara, and felt that she 
never could he the bride of any man, 1)3^ her 
own free choice, save her dear and earl3' 
coin]>aTiion. Ye may he sure that a matter 
so desirable to all concerned, both in a public 
and in a private capttcit3% was not ill to 
manage ; so, on James Rutherfurd going 
back to Holland, after a visit to Lindores, • 
he cai-ried .iway her troth-plight ; while, 
blushing in her secret chamber, w'ith inborn 
modesty, and thrilling with innocent de- 
light, the pious maiden blessed the Lord 
that those ties which had made so much 
of the happiness of her childhood, did not 
preclude that do* r, more rapturousl3^- 
endearing connexion for Time and for 
Eternit3’', to wliidi she now tremblingly 
looked forward. For Magdalen Leslie al- 
most ginidged her own felicity, while Zion 
was in the furnace j and this had been a 
season of quiet for lier parents, purchased, 
ns I have said, by what was surmised a 
touch of lukewarmness, or some want of 
a fervent, fiery zeal, on the part of auld 
Redheugh, Yet was he a man of great 
weight among the friends of the ciiuse, and 
highly respected ; and something was yielded 
to his gray hairs, which demanded ease*'\kUd 
peace, and something more to the prudent 
policy of Ladv Lochkeltie, who, from the 
time she had l 4 en handled by the Pfivy 
I Council, was ever in deadly tenur of fines, i 
1 forfeitures, and piluewinks. 
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, f However, a time was now drawing near, 
, ^en a double-faced or worldly policy would 
' not longer eufiice, and when the choice was 
to be made between the Kirk and the Curates, 
between the , Lord’s service and Baal’s ; for 
BOW the soul-ensnaring edicts daily issued, 
wei*e as a trap set upon Mizpeh, and as a 
net spread upon Tabor, 

' “ To be brief, a crisis was drawing near 
within this ancient kingdom ; for, as is said 
in the vernacular, when things are at the 
worst tliey mend. But the blackness of 
darkness was only lowering, the fiery deluge 
had not burst ; and,' such is the frailty of 
human nature in young and plighted hearts, 
that, maybe, Magdalen Leslie, as the ap- 
pointed tiigo drew nearer and nearer,*thought 
but even owre muckle of her true-love in 
the lowlands of Holland, and partly forgot 
the public troubles of Scotland ; though the 
maiden could not ho called wilful nor remiss 
in duty, as her purpose of wedlock had been 
fortified and liallowed by the consent of tlieir 
common parents, and warmly approved by 
tliose godly - ministei's and leading elders 
among the Covenanters, -who, it was thought, 
liked over much to assume a temporal as 
well as spiritual authority over the adherents 
of the mighty cause.' ^ 

This marriage had long been the subject- 
matter of debate, and also of prayer, in the 
secret conferences of the Lord’s people ; and 
it was hoped that, young as they were, James 
Rutherfurd and Magdalen Leslie might live to 
prove a nursing-father and a nursing-mother 
of the afflicted Kirk ; for the youth was of 
a generous, high-spirited nature, and of a 
singularly ripe judgment for his brief years 
— his understanding of matters of civil 
polity having been wonderfully enlarged 
by his residence among the exiles in Hol- 
land. 

It was thought, moreover, that the son 
of Redheugh, who had suflered sorely in 
his worldly possessions by the oppression 
of his powerful and persecuting neighbour. 
Sir Mannaduke Winram, had a double title 
io th9 well-tochered heiress of Lochkeltie ; 
and it Was tlie merry saying of one of the 
preachers, maybe Samuel Rutherford, ^Is 
not the house of Lochkeltie honoured in 
ministering of its substantial siller spoons to 
the foom aumrie of Rediieugh, where ^rgeant 
Warrock has left nothing better than horn 
cutties!’ 

“ It is, indeed, a waU-knovm historical fact, 
that whatever of vessels of silver, and vessels 
of gold, and ornaments, and gauds of gentle- 


women, had been treasured in Presbyterian 
households, were freely cast into the public 
treasury. It was, indeed, a time of a singular 
awakening and opening of hearts and hands, 
BO far as the free communication of gear and 
substance went ; and that same is a severe test 
of what spirit a man is of, in his zeal for any 
cause. 

‘‘You are now, my friends,” •proceeded 
the Dominie, “ to suppose that ten years had 
elapsed from the marriage of Redheugh, 
during which time he had so ordered his 
walk, that, save refusing to heas the curates, 
for which his household suffered fine upon 
fine, it was next to impossible to fasten a 
quarrel upon him ; and by altogether nvoid- “ 
iug this country-side, he had not roused the 
enemy by crossing Vfinram’s path. As for 
the annual-rent nn the late .Provqst of 
Cupar’s heavy bonds, it was thought best to 
keep quiet about that, the Cavaliers’ gong 
being then^ as now, 

‘ Instead of broad pieces ■w'c’ll pay win> ])road swords.' 

“But how was the brave, hot spirit of 
young James Rutherfurd to brook tliis in- 
solent injustice ? The prudent lady hoped, 
that, by subniittlng patiently to every in- 
justice, save in matters nflPecting conscience, 
the gray and honoured head of her husband 
might descend to the grave in tranquillity 
in the bosom of his family • and — though 
his spirit still travailed in secret for 'the 
wrongs inflicted on the land of Scotland, and 
his heart yearned over those auft'erings of 
glorified martyrs and persecuted saints which 
had, twenty years before, kindled his soul 
into burning zeal, and unslieathed his father’s 
sword — it was alleged that ho had set his 
heart, with an over desire^ upon the comple- 
tion of fhe marriage of his son with Magdalen, 
who was, indeed, the very apple of his eye — 
the light of his life. 

“ It was therefore settled that young Rod- 
heugh should return to Scotland abWhitsun- 
tide, and , the marriage take place without a 
delay, which, indeed, the broken state of the 
country forbade. 

“ Some of the ladies of those Cavaliers who 
were distantly connected by blood with 
Magdalen Leslie, had expressed a desire to 
take charge of the heiress in Edinburgh, and 
introduce her to society becoming her expec- 
tations and claims ; and^one or two matches 
had been proposed for her on the part of 
young and needy Malignants among the 
King’s and the Duke’s friends, and iii 
eepecial by Sprinkcl, and Douglas of Sten- 
house, a'papist, and one who vowed that he 
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would bring her back to the true cliprch was now satisfied tliat his jtf Agdalen^^loTse faf 
before she had been three months his wife, exceeded the giddy, flickering, light passion 
The worthy and godly family at Lindores of ordinary* women ; and his hciar.t^' already 
were in great dismay at such pretensions rejoicing like a bridegroom’s over his. bride, 
backed by men in power, who were then he'boune himself for Scotland, and was ex- 
given up to work all unrighteousness wdth pected in the port of Dysai-t within fourteen 
greediness; and the Lady of Lochkeltie days. 

would have sent her daughter abroad to be “ As evil fortune would have it — for so to 
out of danger, had she not known tliat their short-sighted eyes it might at first have seemed 
enemies only waited for a pretext to confis- — certain papers necessary to the completion 
cate her lands and gear. of the nuptial contract with which Gideon 

‘‘ Wicked Winram was now, in tho won- Di-ury, a God-fearing Clerk in Cupar, was 
dciful ways of Providence, made their stay ; then bftsy, were deposited in a secret hiding- 
for, wlicn he heard of the heiress of Lindores jdace in the Peel-house of Redheugh, of 
and Loclikeltie being given to any Cavalier which no one possessed tho seci-et, save the 
•save himself or his son, ho r.aged like a bull old laird, and which lie did not judge fit to 
of Bashan, and tho plan was suspended to intrust any one save those nearest and 
keep peace in their cainjts and councils, dearest to liiiu ; so it was agreed that he 
Still the overly-prudent *Lady of Lochkeltie, should make the journey thither accompanied 
foreseeing nothing hut danger and mischief by Magdalen, and he hack again before the 
to the whole family while Magdalen remained Maligiiants in Edinburgh igpuhl wot of their 
single, wrote with her own hand to speed the absence. For this lairposc they were to take 
return of her stepson ; to whom she remarked, shipping at Largo, and, crossing at once into 
‘ that, godless luonsters as tlie privy-council K.ast Lothian, altogether shun the perils and 
Mvre, they durst not put ^siiiuler those snares of a city now deeply polluted with the 
united by tho holiest of human ordinances, lilood of tho saints. . 

and that with the consent of parents and the A dull, gray, cold February morning it | 
next of kin.* was when they'^took horse, and the heart of 

“ Uifder cover of licr la^y-mothev’s mis'll ve, Magdalen failed her altogether as they rode 
Magdalen also wrote to James as her brother, ofi'; ho that, leaping from her pony, sorrow 
which she yet <yilled him, and for the last overcoming her, she ran back and fell into 
time* in her single state ; but also as to her her mother’s arms, sorely sobbing in a passion 
long-beloved and early betrothed ; and that — of grief, while she cried out, ‘ 0 mother ! 
for the* letter was carefully preserved among dear, dear mother! there is a load on my 
the family papers — in a strain of tenderness, heart this morning it will never get aboon !* 
and with the outpouring of an affectionate Ami the mother chided and comforted iu the 
spirit, which after circumstanOes render same breath, as mothers will do, saying, — 
inemorahle. The Lady of Lochkeltie’s letter ‘ What ails my Maidline, my winsome 
contained, no doubt, much sound and evan- bairn ? ’ 

felical doctrine^ though.it touched more on “Now the maiden had dreamed a dream ; 
certain bridal purchases of Flanders lace, and, as they say Ia the vernacular idiom, 
and Holland linen, and Indian china, and * Cadgers aye drcff in o* creels,’ so young 
posset-dishes, than Redheugh might alto- gids will dream of their sweethearts just as 
gether have countenanced, while so many lil^e as of any thin'Ji; else.” [[Upon this Uiere 
precious smnts, hunted like wild boasts to arose the only titter among tho spinners, 
the hills, had not a meal of meat to sustain carders, and knitters of the Cieikum, which 
nature. The epistle of the maiden contained the Dominic’s tale had excited.]] 
also an account of a remarkable and solemn “ ‘ All this long dreary night,’ said Mag- 
public renewal of her covenant, and a devout dalen, ‘ was my broken sleep haunted by a 
casting of her betrothed and herself upon pale spectre, taking the form of our beloved 
Providence, in their new relation, for Q?ime Janies ; and then the wan thing would 
and for Eternity, which was wondeiful in cliange like the mist- wreath, till it brightened 
one so young. into the countenance of an angel, and tken 

“ Rutherfurd, the Redheugh, the haughty countenance and scowling brows, 

who, by all accounts, was of a manly, loving, and the eyne that scorch me, of the wicked 
frank nature, bad sometimes chided his young Malignant Sir Marmaduke Winram would 
connexion for an over degree of maidenlj; come between us ; and hundreds oi^ hundreds 
coyness in her late correspondence ; > but he of demon visages would cluster about and 
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press on and suffocate me, like the fiendish 
faces that frightened me in my childhood, of 
Sergeant Warrbck and the hlood-thirsty 
murderers that paced past our window and 
down tlvi West Bow on tlic day the innocent 
blood of young Isabel Alison was spilt like 
water/ 

“ ‘ Whist, whist, my child,’ returned the 
lady, who was a careful dame, ‘ye are 
bound on the path of duty, to secure your 
dower of widowdiood over the lands of Red- 
heugh, if it please Pinvidence to afflict you, 
like wie, with the same sore bereaveihent of 
an early separation.* There was a touch of 
worldly spirit in this, which found no i-e- 
sponse in the leal and loving heart of the 
maiden. • r. 

“‘Mother,’ she uplifted her voice, ‘speak 
not to me of widowhood, who never will be 
blest to be the bride of young Redheugh — 
Oh, never, never^’ 

“ ‘ Silly girl, these are foolish maiden 
fears,’ replied the lady, kissing and soothing 
her child. ‘ And this is an unlucky back- 
coming,* she added ; for a touch of super- 
stition in those days mingle<l strangely with 
a strong religious faith in the minds of all 
classes in Scotland. 

“ ‘ I fear to see again that stone on which 
the papist witc;h-wdfe of the Pathhead of 
Dysart stood the morning we fled from Edin- 
burgh, denouncing wi'ath on our landing in 
our own country,’ said Magdalen. ‘How 
can I forget her eldritch scream, “Ye think 
ye have made a braw escape this morning, 
Lady Lochkcltic — you and your Whigamore 
bridegroom ; but the Wierd of the Winram 
liangs ower ye yet — ay, ower you and 
yours.” * 

“ ‘ I could cliidc thee, silly maiden,’ said 
the lady, forcing a smile ; ‘ hut I must leave 
it to a blither companion to chase away these 
black vapours, bred of an idle brain and the 
public troubles ; for I will not believe the 
Enemy has power over my Maidline. Bless- 
ings on my daughter ! — far from her be 
Doubt and Temptation — near be Faith and 
Trust ! ’ 

“ ‘ Mother,’ said the maiden, ‘ I know the 
ground of my hope, and I have not been 
nurtui^d like those who trinket with wdteh- 
women and put faith in soothsayers; but 
the finger of fate is in this, as ye shall learn. 
Early this morning, when 1 had shaken off 
these ensnaiing dreams, after seeking counsel 
and diroetion of Him in whose hands areHihe 
issues of X opened my Bible at that fear- 
ful Beiiltore,—- “Watchman, what of the 
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night ?— watchman, what of the niglit? 
And they fled from the sword, from the 
drawn sword, and from the bent how, and 
from the grievousness of war. For thus 
hath the Lord said unto me, within a year, 
according to the years of an hii*eling, and all 
the glory of Kedar shall fail.” Is not that 
a warning of speedy judgment? And, again 
and again, my Bible opened as ii^an unseen 
hand held back the hrods at the same threat- 
ening text.’ 

“ This was a species of appeal to fortune, 
a kind of heathenish soiies VirffiliancOy in 
which even sober Christians, especially of 
the weaker sox, then indulged. And well 
might the awful response thus solemnly, and 
not without sin, invoked, have made tbe 
maiden quail ; nor did her lady-inothcr 
altogether elude the conT;agion of a super- 
stitious dread, though she strove to 'oclieve 
that the threatening Scripture bore tlie ratlicr 
upon tlic public estate of this covenanted and 
backsliding land than on her omi tire-side. 
And so witli blessings and ])rayers they 
parted, and four hours’ easy riding brought 
Redheugli and tlic damsel to Largo, whence 
they proposed to take shipping, by the dawn 
of next day, for Dunbar, and thence, travell- 
ing the Lammcnniiir, pass quietly down the 
Leader side, and on to the. auld Peel-house, 
which Redhengh had not visited for seveiul 
seasons bygone. 

“It so chanced that Andro Baikie’s brig, 
a coglie bit craft, which the laird iiltoiidcJ 
to hire for his occasions, had been besjioken 
by the prclatic travcDiug merchant, Simon 
-Sloan, of whom ye formerly heard ; but this 
was tlie less matter, as he was houiid on the 
same voyage with his packs, passing on bis 
annual journey from St. Andrews to tlie, 
Merse, Tweeddale, and the other regions he 
frequented in his traffic. He was naturally 
hut overly happy and vogie to have ability 
to grant a passage to Redheugli and the 
young lady ; hut he would suffer Yio one else 
to enter the vessel, save, as it chanced, that 
singular Christian Judon Elliot, the guid- 
inan of Elshieshiels, who, his brain being 
more and more infirm with urhat he had 
suffered, had taken a craze to make a pilgri- 
mage to Magus Muir, for, as he said, the 
refreshment of his spirit, in viewing the 
scene where righteous judgment had been- 
executed, once more before he yielded up his 
soul. 

“There had also » been some secret con- 
ference at St. Andrews of ministers and 
leaders, at wliich he had been present. 
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Magdalen had ofteiL heard of this person, 
who was regarded by many as a half-crazed 
fanatic, by others as a saint of the first 
magnitude ; and there was certainly much 
in h«s physiognomy, and in tlie wild light 
which shot from his restless, gledging eye, 
to rivet attention. 

When, as the day broke, the group met 
together oiP the ruckle of soa-stones called 
Largo pier, ready to embark, and Elshieshiels 
joined them, liis deep unearthly voice, as he 
poured forth the words, ‘Watchmasi, wliat 
of the night ? ’•made the damsel involuntarily 
start, recalling the oracular text. 

Iledheugh, when on board, fell into close 
?lnd j)gvate conference with his old com- 
panion in conventicles, prisons, Jiiding-placcs, 
and maybe battle-fields, ainl appeared deeply 
interestiid in the subject-maHer of discourse ; 
while the ])cdler tninmcd his packs, and sat 
him down upon them, smoking a pi])e, and 
Inimming what seemed the ])rofane tune of 
‘ Maggie Lauder ; ’ and Magdalen, cherishing 
her own thoughts in a pensive heart, gazed 
into the hazy oast, whore the sun w^as 
wading in clouds, and dreamed of far-off 
Holland. She was again startled by the 
high tones of the Covenantor, who was thus 
addressing her stop-fatlier 

“ ‘ How are the mighty in Israel fallen ! — 
alack for sinful defections ! for the putting 
the hrfnd to the plough, and then drawing 
.back ! -^ Let those that abide by their bcin 
firesides, toasting their shins, and eating, and 
drinking, and making meny in their tents, 
and come not .out to tlw help of {he Lord,^ 
remember , the curse of Meroz; for verily^ 
they shall not, when those things arc in- 
(piired for, be guiltless of the blood of their 
bfbthren.’ 

‘‘ The colour mounted to auld Rodheugh’s 
brent brows. ‘ If this is levelled at me,* he 
said, in a calm, but severe and constrained 
voice, ‘ I must say it bespeaks less than cour- 
teous civility, and far less than Christian 
charity'. My fellow-sufferer even unto bonds 
ought to remember, that the same command 
which enjoined Glory to God, proclaimed 
Good will to man.’ 

“ ‘ I crave your pardon, Laird of Redheugh, 
and far am 1 from saying that the root of 
the matter is not in ye. But ye maun be 
tried, ye maun he sifted, ye maun be win- 
nowed ; the pure gold must be. purged from 
the dirt and dross ; ye have been ower lang 
at ease in Zion ; ye have been practically 
saying, ‘‘Soul, take thine ease— there ai^e goods 
laid up in store for thee for mapy days.” 
VoL. III. 
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Yet will ye be a brand plucked from the 
buming, forrthe noble testimony ye bore in 
times past, against the covenant-breaking 
and idolatry of this perjured land, with 
which the Lord has a controversy; and 
through the breadth and length of which He 
will go up in judgment, and give the fowls 
of the air, and the birds of prey, a feast of 
flesh and of blood. Yea, I see the sword is 
w’hctted for blood,* he exclaimed, in yet 
wilder tones, tossing uj) his arms, while his 
elf-locks streamed in the wind — ‘He will 
have a day of the blood of kings and of 
nobles. Blood has touched blood in this 
sinful land ! Pentland Hills yonder, on 
which the mist is low'ering, drank Mr. 
Guthrie’s \lood ; and Bothwcll sliook hands 
with Pentland, and the drowuied in the sea 
touched Bothw’cll ; and Airmoss the drowned 
in the sea ; and the Grassmarket and the 
Gallowiec swim red — ye inky wade therein 
in the blood of precious saints knee-deep ! — 
And will lie keep silence for nyeP 

“‘The poor man is distraught with his 
long and cruel sufferings and solitary im- 
l>rihonment in Tantalloii Castle, with notliing 
but tlie Gcnnan Soa sweltering below, and 
the mews and gulls sci*eaming around him, 
my Magdalen,* wiiispercd Redheugh to the 
trembling maiden, whose eyes were as if 
fascinated by the wild maniacal glare of the 
man’s eyes ; ‘ and, though I pity liim, and 
sincerely respect what lie has boldly done 
for the religious and civil liberties of Scfd- 
laiid, I wish W’e had had a quieter fellow- 
passenger.* 

“Magdalen’s gaze had attracted the Cove- 
nanter’s wandering eye, and he shouted — 
‘ Rise up, ye women that ai*e at ease ! hear 
iny voice, ye careless daughters! give ear 
unto my speech ! — iVu* the spoiler has gone 
up ; and think yc lie will spare the little 
ones or the delicate sivomen ; or that the fair 
and ruddy countenance wiiich may allure 
the soldier of Christ from commanded duty, 
and prove the same snare to the son that the 
mother s wiles have done to the father, will 
not be changed into blackness and ashes, 
and ^* 

“‘Halt there,* cried Sikker Siminie, inter- 
posing, ‘ I gave you a cast in the brig, mainly 
to keep you from mnning into worse miji- 
chief, and tliat is the jougs o* the Laird of 
Anater, or the Crail Tolbooth; but ye are 
not to make a con^;enticIe of this deck-head, 
which is but an ill retum for my civility.* 

“ * Yi ur civility, apostate wretch t:; — ^But 
1 Bcom to bandy words with you ; and, if 1 

No. CO, 
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have infringed upon duo courtesy in my ex- 
postulation with more honourable persone, I 
bear tho signet and authority of Him who 
has honoured a poor worm with the mission 
1 bear.’ ' He flung himself upon the deck 
and unclasped his Bible, muttering wliat to 
the ears of Magdalen as much resembled 
Imprecation as prayer, as he turned over tho 
leaves. 

‘ It would he a well-governed Kirk and 
State that had the like of your cock-brain at 
tho head of it,* said the pedler quietly, and 
aside ; and Magdalen and her father were 
silent under the Malignant’s jeer, hllshie- 
sliiels refused to partake of their refreshment 
at noontide, and spoke no more until, as it 
seemed, between sleeping and waking, he 
perceived the afternoon sun flashing upon 
the far-off Castle and the Kirk spires of 
Edinburgh, when he arose, and, taking off 
his broad blue bonnet, pronounced a pas- 
siquato anathema against, the ^ proud city 
whose high places had, for twenty years, 
reeked with the blood of martyrs,’ and again 
sank, silent on the deck. 

‘ To reflect on these things is enough to 
drive any man mad,’ said Redheugh, who 
had been very taciturn and thoughtful all 
day, as if oppressed by the weight of railing 
accusation to which an overly-tender con- 
science gave sting. 

^ Now, with your leave, Redheugh,’ put 
in the packman, * these things, instead of 
driving men of sense and gumption donnart, 
should make them doubly wise, doubly 
cautious, doubly sure that they see to the 
end before they risk, not merely their own 
lives and the peace of their families, but the 
lives of thousands, and even the safety of the 
cause they so foolishly contend for.’ 

‘‘ ‘ This is a matter, friend, on whicli we 
are not like to agree,* returned Redheugh, 
drily, and drawing forth his purse ; ‘ so ye 
will take the freight ye have paid for the 
boat, and we will be fi*ee and ready to part 
on landing. Wo push forward to my sister’s 
house of Edgelaw before the sun goes down.’ 

"The money was at once accepted, Sikker 
Simmie remarking, ‘ That it never became a 
poor man to refuse a gentleman’s aller.’ 

It was now late in the afternoon ; but the 
destined port was close in view, the '^veather 
clear, and the horses fresh, and Redheugh 
was satisfied with his progress hitherto, 
when an alarming diflii#ty rose. Andro 
Baikie,'*ihe Laigo skippet^ as a Fife-man, 
an^ consequently a Whig^ was favourably 
^iuciined to the CWenanters ; hut still within 


the limits of discretion, and safety to the 
Brig and its Navigator. 

" ‘ As we are within two bows’ length of 
running into the harbour, ye’ll better bestir yc, 
friend,’ said Andrew, ‘and seek out your 
Pass ; for we will be all strictly looked after, 
gentle and simple.’ 

‘“Tile more especially as Andrew has an 
ill name, since a certain traffi Aing with a 
Dutch lugger off Eyemouth, whose cargo 
Hackstoun of Rathillet, and a wheen Whiga- 
mores,i lying landward in your county of 
Fife, valued more than good V randy-wine or 
stout Geneva. I ’in no saying, Andrew, it 
was either arms or ammunition.* And 
Simmie chuckled. * * 

" ‘ And if ye did, Mr. Sloan, it would be 
but one Ice more^to the ileiPs dozen was 
spread about that same auld noiisenstfj, bring- 
i ing honest folk into trouble. — But seek out 
your I’ass, honest man.’ 

" Elslueshiels raised himself, and sternly 
demanded, ‘ Am I then not also a free man 
of " no mean city ? ” * 

" ‘ Re ’ll be meaning Peebles or Jeddart, 
I ’se warrant,’ said Simmie, apart. 

" ‘ Am I not a frce-l)oni Scot, at liberty 
to travel upon my lawful occasyins the 
length and breal&th of my native country 
of Scotland, without speering the leave of 
any malignant, prelatic ’magistrate what- 
ever 1 ’ 

" ^ Clean havers, man,’ replied *Siminje/ 
‘But I need not tell you of not sitting in 
Rome and striving with the Pope ; for ye 
I would pick a quatrel with *a whin-stane, 
L thougli ye surely could not he so misleared 
as bring Redheugh into trouble, who has had 
fasli eneugh already from tlie Privy Council, 
by this day travelling in his company atd 
I his freighted boat, without a lawful pass 
I and warrant, Bui^ if so, ye ken the remedy, 
I Andro.* 

‘“Ay, that do 1,’ replied the •skipper ; ‘ye 
shall bo able to satisfy the town-clerk and 
the bailies, friend, or stow away, neck and 
crop, behind those salt barrels, and be landed 
again safe on the pier of Largo, or my name 
is no Andro Baikie.’ 

"The fugitive at first expressed violent 
indignation; but, becoming more calm, at 
length pro}>osed that they should lie to until 
darkening, and that tihen he would cost him- 
self into the waters, swim on shoi-e, and rid 
them of the Jonah in the bark. This was 
refused point blank. It was more than the 
Brig was wqrih, or its owner’s neck, to make 
such an attempt to elude justice in these 
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severe times. Driven to extremity, the 
man called Bedheugh aside, and communi- 
cated something which appeared to make a 
sudden and strong impression upon that 
gentleman. 

^ 1 cannot send hack this honest man,’ 
lie said, advancing, after a few seconds, spent, 
as it appeared, in rumination. * 1 will peril 
all ere that? Sikker Simmio remonstrated. 

* He must go forward,’ replied Redheugh, 
with an air of vexation. ‘ Magdalen, my 
dear,’ he whispered, ‘ life and death^ are on 
his journey— »my word is plighted to the 
protection of my old friend.’ 

“ ^ e will sairly rue this inteHerence, 
TfltMlhoagh,’ said the pedler, impressively. 

‘ But what do ye propose ? ’ 

‘ 'JV lie to till darkening,* said Rodheugh, 

^ go aslAre in the boat, and take our chance.* 

“ ‘ Well, well, Redheugh,’ said the skipper, 
doggedly, ‘ 1 have seen your money before 
now, and may see it again, and I would be 
loath to disoblige you ; but, if ill hefal the 
Brig, which is the bairn’s bread-winner, 
till oil gh tliat camstaeric Whig carle, ye ken 
— au^ye are witness to it, Simon Sloan, and 
BO is the young lady — to whom I shall look 
to maka good the damage.* 

‘‘ Redheugh undertook Jtfl risks ; and that 
the pcdlcv might, as he said, run none, he 
also made the singular request, of being 
smuggled on shore with his pack, and along 
•with l*h« Covenanter. 

“ The pass which Redheugh had procured 
from the government authorities at Cupar, 
for himself and his d^ghter, was under- 
going rigid scrutiny from the zealous town- • 
clerk of Dunbar and a magistrate in the 
town-house, when a couple of constables, or 
AvTiat were named sherifF-maii-es, arrived with 
l^jlshiesliiels in their custody. He had been 
apprehended ft mile from the town, on liis 
w'ay southward ; and upon the information 
of Simon Sloiftn the packman. 

" ‘ Who lias picked my pocket, the malig- 
nant villain, of a charge of private papers,’ 
whispered the prisoner, ‘ forbye a small sum 
ill silver coins.* 

“ Redheugh went up to his friend, liis 
countenance expressing deep vexation and 
alarm, which blackened into despah* at a 
single ivord, whispemd in his ear. 

“‘What is this?— ^hat is tliis?’ cried 
the official, with dignity ; * no private com- 
muning there. And where is the aforesaid 
Simon Sloan ? Let him be called into 
court/ But Sikker Simmie was nowhere 
to be found ; he had put in leg-bail, and the 


prisoner was committed for a future exami- 
nation. The only crime charged against 
him, was clandestinely landing from a ^at, 
and travelling homeward without a pass ; 
but that was enough, in those days. 

Redheugh joined his daughter at the inn 
which was close by the Jail and the Council 
Chamber, and proposed that, as the moon 
I was rising, they should set forth in‘.tantly, 
if she were able for the journey. So Peter 
Cairns, the laird’s man, who, by this time, 
had got the beasts landed, saddled them 
forthwith. 

“ ‘ Something — some unhappy thing lias 
chanced to trouble ye, my father,* cried 
Magdalen, leading the laird’s troubled coun- 
tenance. He told her of the treachery of 
the packman, and of the aivcst of his poor 
friend. She was lost in conjecture. ‘ Robbed 
him of a charge of papers I — Yet, spite of 
appearances, I cannot he!]) thinking Simon a 
just man, and a very tolevant Prelatist, and 
one who has a clearer judgment than falls 
to the generality of those of his rank.’ 

“ Not a word more passed between father 
and daughter until they had roclo several 
miles ; Magdalen fearing — she could not tell 
for what — that the gloom which hung upon 
her father’s spirits partook 6f deeper con- 
cernments than the evil condition in which « 
he had left the goodmaii of ISIshieshiels. 
They gained a point where a bridle-track 
struck up into the hills, while the highw'ay 
winded on nearer the coast. The moon was 
I about the full ; the sky starry, clear, and 
I calm, with a light frost ; and the prospect 
! out upon the shimmering waters, and to the 
misty bays and capes, and up towards the 
hills, which might have seemed bare and 
tame in broad day, received that romantic 
ebarm from the magic of moonlight, which 
tlie flash of bright iutelligence or the glow 
of enthusiasm is seen to communicate to the 
most ordinary features. 

“ ‘ It is a fair night, and a fair scene,’ said 
the damsel. 

“ * I have a boon to ask of my Magdalen,’ 
said Redhetigh, without direct reply, but 
drawing to her side. ‘ Two more hours’ 
good riding up hill will bring her to the 
dwelling of my sister at Edgelaw, where she 
will be kindly entreated for her own sak^, 
oven more than for mine. My man, Peter ^ 
Oairns, knows every foot of the way through 
brake and heatha*>; and mucb, much this 
night demands from me, frail, feehless old 
man as I am — much, much, depends on my 
pushing southward without stay^much that 
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concerns tlifi weal of the kingdom, and the 
safety of the l)e8t and tniest friends of poor, 
enslaved, persecuted Scotland.’ 

“ * Father, do you think so meanly of" me 
as that, in tiipes which have made Scottish 
maidens martyi-s and the fit ^mpanions of 
brave men and heroes, I shoiuS stand upon 
so small a thing as this ? ’ 

‘ Bless thy tender and courageous heart, 
my omi darling Magdalen ! And it shall 
be blessed ! Many of thy gentle kind have 
like generous impulses ; hut how few like 
thee the steadfast spirit that makes good the 
noble purpose ! Bless thee, my Magdalen ! 
Surely the Loi*d will prosper my journey but 
for thy sake, maiden. Let me bvt see thee 
the wife of our James, and freedom of con- 
science and peace within the borders of 
Scotland — and for what more does the auld 
man wait?— ‘Bless thee again, twin-lamb of 
my little flock ! ’ 

. “ Magdalen felt that this was no ordinary 
leave-taking. The old man stooped as if 
to imprint a kiss upon her brow, when lier 
spirited and restive pony sprung aside ; and, 
though she kept her seat, carried her in an 
instant a considerable distance off. 

“ * 111 luck precedes and follows this jour- 
ney,’ said the maiden. ‘ I am not even per- 
mitted to receive my father’s farewell kiss.’ 

** It was a saying of the younger Lady of 
Lochkeltie tliat she had aye found a good 
gallop the most exhilarating threshold-cup 
oil parting Avith friends ; and she now gave 
her palfrey, as such beasts are called in 
story-books, the rein, and also the switch, — 
Avhich fell but as honey-deiv from her light 
hand ; — so that Peter Cairns Avas put to Iiis 
mettle to keep her in siglit. Magdalen had 
slackened her pace to pennit this AA-orthy 
guardian to overtake lier ; and had dipped 
into a small holloAA', into Avhicli the path cut, 
Avhere a little rivulet trilled aAA^ay and glim- 
mered in the moonlight, beloAv the shadoAv of 
a thicket of alders, hazel and hoiirtree 
bushes, and briers. From under these, the 
voice of Sikker Simmie suddenly addressed 
her AAdth— 

fair good CA-en, Mistress Magdalen 
Leslie ! Ye are boune, like myself, for the 
EdgelaAv ; for, to say the sooth, tlie air of a 
tewn-end, like yon of Dunbar, never agrees 
with me ; while, in among the hills here I 
get a good supper and free quarters, instead 
of a laiyin as lang as a Gglstou grace, for my 
lueakfast, and never a plaek gained in the 
.'uny of trade to clear it Avith.’ . And, putting 
his interrogatory in a Scotsman’s caqny 


way, Simon added, ‘ Redheiigh will be be- 
hind ye, it’s like ? As I Avill be stepping 
on before gentry’s hours in the moiiiiiig, I 
might let the housekeeper and the herd at 
the Peel ken the Laird is on the road.’ 

“ Before Magdalen could reply, the 
doughty Peter, still some yards oft', took up 
speecli : — 

"‘Yc audacious knave! if,*' after your 
tricks of tliis (lay, ye set your impudent 
snout that gait, or the AA'ay of the Edgelaw, 
Ave’ll hV)und the dougs on ye !’ And Peter 
struck out Avith liis lieav.^ riding-Avliij), 
Avhile Simmie parried Avith his ell-AA’and, and 
proved more than a matcli for his man — 
the agile creature having acquired ft greaf 
sleiglit of such AA'anton pastimes, at the tilts 
ancl tournaments, sr riding at the ring, kept 
up, until a late flay, in the Lothiansjp among 
the ancient fratemity of packmen. 

“ * I command you, peace !’ cried the 
damsel, made the uiiAvilling spectatress of 
this unseemly tuilyie. ‘Is it l)y hectoring 
AA'ith every varlet upon the road, that ye 
fulfil tlie orders of your absent master, 
touching my safe-conduct V And the men 
Avere subdued and quieted to a pass that 
enabled the thick clatter of hovse-lioofs on 
the frosty grouffil — implying a party of 
advancing riders, or AA’liat, in the ohl ro- 
inaunts, was tenned ‘ a plump of sj^ears’ — 
to be Jieard, bearing down upon tlie place of 
rencontre. • . I 

Tak’ the muir, man! — tak* to the i 
muir!’ cried Sikker Simmie, kicking his I 
pack into tlie bushes Avith the- left foot, and 
AA’ith tlie right hand seizing the lady’s bridle- 
rein — ‘Winram’s sleuth-Jioiinds are on us!* 

“ I fear me this Peter Cairns Avas, after 
all, though in liigh credit and trust Avith the 
Laird of Redheugh, but a self-seeking loon, 
and a bit of a gomeril to boot ; but the 
man’s instincts AA'ere quick for self-preserva- 
tion, and he took to the muir, heeding little 
of the young lady, whom the packman, 
helping from her steed, Avith all of ceremony 
the time alloAA^ed, prayed to take shelter in 
the thicket till the storm passed over ; and, 
tying her hood and riding-skirt to liis ell- 
Avaml, he set this apparition of a lady on the 
side-saddle, and gave the beast a scud off 
in tlie dii-ection of flying Peter; — and 
laigh laughed Simmie as to outward sound, 
though loudly and jeeringly in his sleeve, 
when the troopers, flve in number, and let! 
by Sergeant WaiTOck, fell into the snare, 
and off and aAvay over the heather, in pur- 
suit of the sh^llle-coatie lady and the knnA^e. , 
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‘‘ I need not dwell on the plight of Mis- 
tress Magdalen, whose heart flichtere^like a 
snared bird, though her judgment remained 
clear and steadfast. 

“ ‘ Ilonest man, I believe ye mean me 
well,* she said. * Conduct me safely to the 
house of Edgelaw, and it is not tUs gold 
alone slial^ reward the service.’ And she 
offered her few broad pieces to the pedler’s 
acceptance, who said — 

“ ^ Keep the gowd — keep tlie gowd ; ye 
may need it It is not siller-fervice I 

am upon this night, but a work of atone- 
ment and the redemption of good name. 

♦This deed is but arles of my faithful service 
to the blouse of Redheugh, and the cause of 
Kirk and Covenant, if the trust put in me 
be equal to the strength jiven me.* 

“ ‘ l^iis from you, Simon !* returned the 
young lady — ‘ a Pi'elatist, a hanger-on of 
tlie curates, an apostate Presbyterian, if not 
something still baser — a spy of those malig- 
nant persecutors, Mackenzie and Middleton 

— besides this day’s black business, by 
which a poor man is plundered and brought 
into trouble ; — how can I help mistrusting 
you? I blame myself for thus parleying 
wdth (tnc whose doings arc so doubtful ; 
tliough, when I remember your songs, and 
ballads, and ineyry talcs, and drollery, and 
good^nature with my brother and myself in 
our childhood at Lindores, I cannot for my 

‘ heart (Question but that ye mean me fair in 
this deliverance from tliat dreadful oppressor 
of our House and of the Lord’s heritage^ Sir 
Mannadukc Winram.’* 

‘ Wedls me on the gentle-hearted maiden^ 
w'huse eye aye carried blitheness and bless- 
Vg ill it!’ cried thd pcdler, ‘Weels mo on ! 
her bonny face! — craving pardon for the 
liberty— wha thought so kindly of the Lin- 
lithgow apostate, and on the tongue that 
said it ; and, if e’er Simon Sloan did man or 
woman a good turn in his born days, he 
meant one this night when he spulyied yon 
fool-body of that charge of papers, and took 

— ye call it robbing — the bodle siller, to 
put a fair face on the deed. If 1 kenned 
not, Misti'css Magdalen, that ye ai'e of a 
steadfast spirit, and come of the blood of 
Leslie, 1 would fear to afflict you with need- 
ful tidingl and waimings of near danger.’ 

" ^ To my fathSr I' cried Magdalen, 
gasping. 

‘‘‘And to Ills son!* .whispered Simon — 
and the damsel clutched at his slteve-^ and 
ye may be sure Magdalen listened to his dis-* 
course with as much earnestness as if he had 


been a gospel minister, ‘ My name has be- 
come a reproach among my people,’ said 
Simon, ‘ a shame and a hissing— yet there are 
captains in our Israel that put trust in me 
yet. Know ye the liand and seal of Aigyle, 
madam V ^d he produced a certiheate to 
good charact^ and trust-worthiness from hb 
spleuchan, which, again, for greater safety, 
had been hidden in a clue of blue worsted ‘ 
yarn ; and Magdalen could, in the clear 
moonlight, recognise the signatui'e and seal 
of that*})atriotic and God-fearing nobleman. 
Some Presbyterian gentlemen of the east, 
aw*ay about Fife and Angus-shires, had, it 
seemed, commissioned arms and ammunition 
from Holland, and by the very same ship in 
which Redheugli the younger was to return 
lioine ; and the youth, as one well tliouglit 
on for parts, and courage, and true princi- 
ples, had been intrusted with diVers papers 
by Baillie of Jerviswood, and Si^ Patrick 
Home, and others, exiles for conscience and 
civil liberty, both touching their private 
affairs, the sufferings of the realm, and the 
dawn of a better day. 

“ ‘ It was my unworthy self,’ said Simon, 

‘ was deputed to meet young Redheugh at 
Dysart, and free him of lus written charge, 
which lay snug in the core of sundry prime 
Gouda cheeses sent to iny care ; when all at 
once an inkling got to the Privy Council of 
shot, powder, guns, and conspiracies; and 
blank warrants were issued, the ports 
w'atched, and tlms we abode all last week ; 
when some, as great warlocks as himself, 
misdoubting me, placed trust in the hands 
of the daft goodman of Elshieshiels. Tliere 
is in these papers what would have lianged 
twenty gentlemen in one rope. But they 
are all mad together; and — partly from 
regard to their craigs, and maybe a wee 
thought that, if certain papers from the 
Hague, destined fehr the EaiTs friends, fell 
into uncanny hands between Dunbar and 
the Tyne, the name of one Simon Sloan, a 
travelling merchant, might gain more bruit 
and blazonry than beseemed his station and 
humility, and the crazed member, Elsliie- 
shiels himself, get a walk down tlic West 
Bovr some line morning — I determined to 
ease him of his burden, and intercept the 
bark, ere it fall into the gled’s talons.’ . • 

“ ‘ And tliis is the cause of my dear 
father’s sudden journey !’ cried the damsel. 

‘ Oh, why mighfl not have been with him 
In his affliction ! And how, thenf kind and 
honest man, and true frisnd of thy countiy', 
how is this dire wo to bo averted V 
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That is just what 1 was ruminating. 
I maun back to Largo — round about as 
Brownie did — and try to get Andro Baikie 
aiF, and doun the Frith, and out on the 
coast, to warn off the Dutch bark ; and that 
I meant to have concerted w^ Redheugli, 
for which purpose I waylaid ye here ; but 
the poor demented gentleman is aff east- 
ward, believing me a rampant rogue, no 
doubt of it.' 

“ ‘ And what can I do ? Alas, alas ! Iioav 
little can helpless woman perform for^friends 
in trouble ! — our lot is to pine and suffer, 
and be silent. But go ; every hour will 
seem an age until I hear of the success of 
your merciful enterprise. And lavish shall 
be your reward. Oh, what is all the dross 
in Redheugh and Lochkeltie, and of this 
dwelling of Edgelaw, to the safety of James 
Rutlierfurd and the friends of Scotland! 
Go, go, then ! — lose not a moment. The 
livfes of many — the hope of kingdoms — are 
in your errand ^ — which may our Ood pros- 
per I' And she fervently clasped her hands 
in the attitude of prayer. 

** ‘ Amen !’ said Simon, raising his bonnet ; 
and, having seen the damsel near to the 
Mains of Edgelaw, he left her to make her 
own way into the dwelling. 

“ Yc may be sure her welcome was the 
blither for the narrow escape she had to 
recount. The Lady of Edgelaw — and guid- 
wives of the better class were aye called 
lady in these days — was a wealthy and 
childless widow, who, as a Rutherfurd of 
Redheugh, and proud of her father’s house, 
was thought to have rather demeaned herself 
by her matrimonial alliance with a thriving 
cattle-dealer. But that was all past, and 
the gold was to the fore ; and, though a 
woman of spirit and discretion, Lady Edge- 
law^ was a tine Presbyterian, as became a 
daughter of the house olf Redheugh ; and, 
moreover, a woman of a fervent piety ; so 
that her fireside and her purse were ever 
bpen to the preachers who were sufferers for 
o^pscience. 

** Late on the evening of Saturday, which 
happened to be the third after Magdalen 
reached Edgelaw, and while she was 
anxiously looking out for her father, and 
pifiitlg and yearning after intelligence of 
that Dutch bark in which so many hopes 
and fears were freighted, a shepherd came 
down from the heights wiffi tidings that Mr. 
Richard Aidd, an ejected pfeacher, who had 
cfOBSed from the tIiountainouB parts of the 
JJpper Ward of Clydesdale, was to feed the 


little fiock scattered in the w^ildeiness, at a 
lone place among the hills on the Edgelaw 
grounds; and that persons had been sent 
out to warn the waters of an occasion now 
become rare, and therefore doubly precious, 
as tlie laws against field-preacMng were 
more sevei-e than ever. You are to know 
that the scanty inhabitants of this pastoral 
land, then, as now, pitched their tents — 
that is, their huts and cot-houses — in the 
pleasant valleys, and by the sides of brooks 
or streams like the Whitadder, the Leader, 
the Gala, and the Heriot, and what not ; 
with a’ their sprinkling of lone dwellings in 
the muirs. And, far and around, for scores 
of miles, would the soul-thirsty people of all 
ages and degrees flock to hill-side preachings 
for the refreshmc;nt'*of their languishing and 
parched souls — lying out all night’ on the 
heather, or at the lec-sidc of a rock, sus- 
tained from the scrip and the brook. 

Lady Edgelaw and her household — wlio 
refused to hear either the curates, or, what to 
them was worse, the indulged ministers, and 
had not been at public ordinances for months 
— gladly embraced the opportunity,^ and 
despised the cowardly^ counsels of I’eter 
Cairns, who mamjdered' aye on the "fine of 
fifteen hundred merles on the rigs of Edge- 
law for the last outbreak, which he thought 
as much money out of his master’s pocket, 
and so hinted that mercy was better than 
sacrifice, and that there were seasons when 
the dwellings of Jacob were seemlier for 
gentlewomen than the gates of 'Zion — and 
especially for Miss MaidUne Leslie, now when 
Winram’s blood-hounds w^ere scohring the 
hills, and her gray-haired father a marked 
man. But the maiden — though not yH 
called to a personal grappling with the 
enemy, and trial of faith in the furnace — 
was of that high enthusiastic strain of 
nature which waims at the sigM of danger 
when planted in the path of duty, and who 
would have been steadfast unto the death — 
declared, that, whatever should betide, she 
had a clear call of Providence to accompany 
the pious family with whom she sojourned 
to the place of worship. 

Lady Edgelaw superintended her maidens 
baking, brewing, and preparing divers dainties 
for the refreshment of the little flocl^ in the wil- 
' demess, until the clock struck twelve onSatur- 
day night, and by seven was on horseback 
behind her oversman. The place of appoint- 
l^ment was a wild demed cleugh in the very 
I heart of the hills, five miles from any human 
dwelling, and so remote and well fenced by 



THE WIERD OF THE WINRAMS. 


263 


mosses and quagmires that it seemed next to 
impossible the troopers could traverse the 
marshy broken ground, if the fact liad been 
bruited that a remnant had gathered here. 
Holding iipwards, crossing a shoulder of the 
ridge, and traversing wide, gray, up-lying 
muirs, where no vegetation was seen but the 
ling and tl^p heather, nor voice of bird heard, 
save of the })l()ver and the curlew, Magdalen, 
ever ahead of her party, came sheer on the 
little dell wliere many small groups of 
families and ^neighbours, gathered from all 
the adjoining valleys, wei-e in little knots 
clustered, or picturesquely scattered about, 
• flitting, standing, and lolling — the old talk- 
ing, irP quiet tones, of the state of the times, 
(»r on religious subjects, while the young read 
their Bibles, awaiting the beginning of the 
service? No doubt a lad might gledge at a 
honny hiss, and a tricky bairn play its 
j) ranks even hci*e ; yet such solemn gatherings 
were wonderful times of refreshment, when 
the living watci*s were poured forth like a 
flood. Cold, hunger, and fatigue, were for- 
gotten in the holy zeal of their spiritual 
exercises ; and, if some had come up in per- 
turbation of spirit, before the ending of the 
first jftialm they would not have feared the 
face of thousands. There is, my friends, no 
courage like the .courage of faith. 

Tlie first service was ended, the people 
had partaken of their repast among the rocks 
and ’licather, and the preacher was engaged 
ill the duties of catechising the young, pre- 
jiaratory to the evcnii^g diet, when a shep- 
herd stationed on the heights as" a sentinel 
gave a signal of danger. Winram’s hloocK 
hounds, as the troopers were named, were 
^ut, scouring the lulls | and the Preacher, 
after pronouncing a short but powerful 
benedictibn, broke up tlie assembly, and held 
a council with the elders and armed men. 
An hour o^ two later, and the cloud of dark- 
ness would wrap the people of God from the 
eyes of their enemies; and the herds, and 
those who knew the ground, could lead them 
through the bogs and swamps in safety ; so 
the women and little ones, with Lady Edge- 
law and Magdalen Leslie, were placed in 
whatever shelter the clefts of the rocks and 
bushes of the cleugh afforded, while tlie men 
took ])OBt at the goij^ of the dell, ready to 
defend their citadel, u need were. 

^‘Biit evening descended on tlie hills, and 
no foe appeared, and soen the gloom of night 
prevented further observation of the senUneb^ 
and it was judged safe to disperse, breaking 
up and dropping off in threes and fours, as 


quietly as possible, till few, save the preacher 
and the hohsehold and herds of Edgeluw, 
were left. They, too, parted on the edge of 
thS hill, the man of God meaning to I'eturn 
to the shepherd’s sheilin, and the others 
wending d onwards to the lower range of 
licatheiy heights. All danger was imagined 
past for the present, and Magdalen, ever a 
bold horsewoman, feeling chill in body and 
more chill and anxious in spirit, pushed 
onward at a brisk canter, not without hope 
that tidings of her father, or of one dearer 
still, might await lier at the dwelling, 
which it was ordained that she was not then 
to reach. 

‘‘ She had cleared a level rushy glen, from 
which a bridle track led up a narrow steep 
gully, opening upon the stretch of muir 
whicli sloped to the ridge named Edgelaw. 
Tile distance between the solitary farm- 
house — for, tliough a beiii Lammennoor 
Laird’s dwelling, Edgelaw house was little 
better — and the place where Magdalen put 
her pony to its speed, did not exceed a mile- 
and-a-half ; so the more sober equestrians 
could not he many minutes behind her. 
When they approached the house, who should 
stand by the threshhold to interchange greet- 
ings but Redheugli, who at once and earnestly 
demanded his daughter from his widowed 
sister, as he helped her from the pillion. 

" ‘ Where is my Magdalen ? ’ cried the old 
man, his voice quivering. ^ She is not wont 
to be the laggard among blithe riders.’ 

Lady Edgelaw’s heart misgave her, 

“ ‘ Within, surely, snooding up her hair,’ 
replied the lady, trying to put a calm face 
upon it. ‘Her spunlde Fife creature far 
outstrips our heavy Merse cattle, and puts 
us to our speed to *. Here, ye hassle^ take 
in my riding skirt, and summon Mistress 
Leslie to her father. And, 0 brother ! but 
1 am wae to see looking sae ill I’ 

“ There was none to obey her summons ; 
and a half hour, an hour, two hours elapsed, 
and the collies and men, with lighted lanterns, 
had been high and low, out and atower^e 
the muirs, shouting and yelping, and routing 
on horns, to spread alarm, and communicate 
with each other how they sped in the dark- 
some chase. 

^ And aye as one and another retumedfoki 
Redheugh’s cry was — ‘ My daughter— my 
Magdalen ! What, sirs, have you done -with 
my darling chiia^ — my last earthly comforf^ 
now that the prop of my hou^ is struck 
dow.i? My son, my poor James— in immi- 
nent jeopardy himself— will be driven dis- 
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ti*auj>:ht when he ^ears of her plight. And 
her poor heai't-hroken mother — ^ 

It BO chanced that Redheugh had met 
Simon tlie packman that same afternoon, 
travellit^^ as* he pleaded, on matters of 
necessity and 'mercy. He had succeeded, hy 
means of Andro Baikie, in warning the 
Dutch vessel off that part of the coast, and 
also ill apprizing young Rutherfurd of liis 
danger. And the youth had got off in spite 
of the waylaying of his enemies, in the guise 
of a packman, which Simon had ••recom- 
mended, and was'Sup})oscd to have taken the 
way to the Peel-house of Redheugh, to abide 
his father’s arrival with Magdalen, before 
taking further measures. ,, 

“‘It was my hope to have seen them 
united, and safe out of this distressed land, 
until the indignation lie overpast,’ said the 
bereaved r)ld man, who had now taken Simon 
Sloan as fur into his confidence as was need- 
ful. ‘But my hope is sunbhinc on water. 
Alas! 1 have been too lax in public duty, 
and my sin has been followed by speedy 
judgment. My bairns ! my bairns ! ’ 

“ ‘ Trust in the Lord, and in the power of 
his might, brother,* said Lady Edgelaw. 

‘ My nevoy can' fend for hiinsel’ ; and the 
maiden has a spirit of courage and constancy 
far above lier years and sex ; strength will 
be given her in the hour of need. There is 
no* a praying heart in all broad Scotland 
that, when this sad news flees abroad, will 
not be exercised in supplication for sweet 
Magdalen Leslie. A way of deliverance 
will be opened for her, never doubt it.’ 

“ ‘ Then, too sui-e, ye believe her in the 
bands of that ruthless villain Winram, who 
neitlier fears God nor regards man. My 
Magdalen ! my Magdalen ! my meek, my 
innocent child ! — Oh, to lie down beside her 
skaitliless corpse in the blackest moss-flow 
of these hills, rather tbax tliink of her in 
that hardened man’s custody !’ 

“ ‘ Make saddle my horse, sirs I If I can 
give her but little help, I may die in my 
di||y. For what better use is this remnant 
oFm miserable life ? Make saddle my horse 
wdth speed ! He shall taste Tweed water 
ere sunrise.’ 

“ ‘ You are fitter for your bed, Redheugh,’ 
Bhii his sister ; ‘ tliere is fever in your blood 
and in' your eyes. But many shall run and 
ride on this errand.’ And sl^ turned to her 
gaping servants. 

“‘Dare^ye parley with me, ye coward 
IcK^ni^ and Magdalen Leslie Wn from the 
'very hearihstane of Edgelaw, and the prey 


of Winram’s troopers? Mount and give 
chase ! And do ye go also, Simmie, and try 
to warn my nephew of this. But, oh ! bid 
him be w'ary— ye are a body for sense by the 
ordinary.’ 

“‘I need no hiddin’, guidwife, in this 
errand,’ was Simon’s answer; and he was 
already on his feet. ‘ Few ken Jfie country 
better ; and I will have speech or tidings of 
the young lady or four-and-twenty liours 
go by.’ 

“‘Save iny child,' cried the poor father, 
clinging to the slenderest thread of hope, 
‘and I’ll make yGu the wealthiest packman 
in all Scotland, if I beg my own bi'cad at, 
Christian doors.’ • 

“ Withstanding all entreaties and persua- 
sions, the Laird albo mounted and set off, 
though it was Adtli difficulty he Vept the 
saddle ; and that Peter Cairns got him to 
the desolate Peel-house of Redheugh, after 
fever and grief had half turned his brain. 

“The Lady of Edgelaw only tarried the 
break of day to mount and send off her 
overseer and some of her nciglibour fanners 
in different directions ; and, as she ininktered 
to them the stirnip-cup with her own hands, 
slic cried briskly out, ‘ We have •souglit 
counsel and help Irom above ; and now, if 
there be ruth or manhood, or the spirit of a 
true-blood Scot, left among us, ye will, quit 
ye like men this day. Spare neither horse- 
flesh nor man’s strength ; and, as ye -ride, 
raise the Waters! Make saddle my ow'n 
nag ; I ’ll ower to Tliirlstane, to the Wolf’s 
den.’ 

• “ 111 news fly fast. Long ere mid-day, or 
before any of the regular messengers had re- 
turned, a lad, sent hack ' by Simon Sloan ta 
Edgelaw, brought certain intelligerj,ce that 
Sergeant Warrock and a i)arty of horse had 
rode through Earlston at day-break, with 
one or two prisoners, and a young female 
strapjied to her saddle, and her hbrse .placed 
between two troopers. She had struggled 
and shrieked for help to tlie few villagers 
abroad on early labour ; but what help could 
they give ? 

“ The pedler had no doubt but that this 
unfortunate person was Mistress Magdalen 
Leslie, and that she was by this time a 
prisoner in Randolph’s Tower; whence, if 
she came out with lift, it must be as the 
bride of Randolph Winram. Sir Maima- 
duke was not a man to he baffled twice. 
But this Simon kept to himself ; and, hiring 
£ horse, he rode back to Edgelaw, in further- 
ance of his schemes ; the Leddy, he said, 
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having i-outh of the sinews of war ; and gold, 
above a’ things, was the first good wanted, 
wliatever was to be done. Ho found tlus 
good darnels queans buckling on her blue 
caniblet riding-skirt, and giving licr silver- 
mounted riding- whip to her hands, while she 
soliloquized in her own fashion. 

“ ‘ The ^ wealthy heiress of Lochkeltie, 
whose portion is to redeem the captivity of 
my father’s house ’ — for the old lady, tliougli' 
religious, had much of the pride of family of' 
the Scots of that day — ‘the trotlf-plighted 
bride of my nevoy, the last of the Ruther- 
fords of Redheugh, now ^Isore circumstances 
himself — an innocent and virtuous maiden, 
and oT gentle blood — ^torn from the fire-side | 

of Edgelaw ! I’m for Thirlstane, Simon I 

Sloan. His godless Grdce^ is at hame ; and 
owes tile house of Edgelaw a day in hairst, 
if the pledged word of a Duke is worth an 
onion peeling. — They shall all hear of this 
night’s work ; and that on the deafest side 
of their heads, and in the inmost chambers 
of their councils. All Scotland shall hear of 
it, and answer too ! — What care we for their 
headings and hangings, when driven to 
extremities like this ? So go tell the excom- 
municate apostate at Thirlstane that, Simon 
Sloan, as ye are one of lus Malignant kind. 
What has an %uld wife like me, with one 
foot Jn the grave and the other fast following, 
to fear from the power the Enemy may give 
the 'Oi^)prcs8ors for a season to destroy the 

body? But ril speak him fair first 

though.’ ^ 

“‘I wish* I saw yc mounted cried the 
pedlcr— "‘an auld wife, saving your pardon, 
may blurt out a rash and a bauld word, and 
rfuic that may find a .mark too, which a 
bearded man, however feckless, durst not 
venture.* But be sure ye do not seek an | 
audience with his Grace of Lauderdale *till | 
he has gotten his 'waine filled. Save and i 
sain iis ! iSut they tell he can eat a horse I 
behind the saddle, after clearing two sheep- 
ligads, a bouk of lamb, a half-dozen kain 
capons, and a kebbuck of half a stone 
tron.’ 

“ And, of a truth, it remains the burden 
of tradition,” continued the Dominie, “that 
this rampant and wicked apostate and perse- 
cutor was possessed by a familiar evil spirit, 
ravening within his swollen and bloated 
carcass, like the daughters of the horse-leech, 
night and day crying, Oive^ give ! This may, 
however, have been but the inordinate an^ 
furious false appetite which physicians 
reckon among the many ills that afflict the 


body ; though our foiufatheis believed it an 
open judgment, and a sore one, on this 
brutal though ducal specimen of fallen 
humanity. 

“ Leddy Edgelaw might have been deemed 
a bold matron, to beard the wolf in his den ; 
for this was a time of faint spirits and of 
great ten-or, when the nearest kindred feared 
to interpose in behalf of such of their fnends 
as had offended the Government, by con- 
scientious opposition to unlawful edicts and 
sinful* compliances. She found the great 
man after one of his bestial banquets, and so 
ill his best humour ; and he even ordered 
her a seat and a cup of wine, which for 
courtesy, she put to her lips, but took care 
not to dip in his dish ; and then she began 
her tale ; at which he jeered and Icuch ; the 
venom, churned by his lolling tongue, spurt- 
ing in his devilish mirth from the blubber- 
lips for which he was noted. 

“ * The lass was on her travels without a 
pass, guidwife,’ was his remark ; ‘ hut Win- 
ram will now be answerable for her safe- 
conduct. An* if he let her slip through his 
lang fingers, as he did the widow her mitlier, 
fiend take me if 1 ever put fair wench or 
tocher-guld in his reverence again ! ’ 

“ ‘ Never fear, never fear,’ cried the lady, 
frightened and angered out of all prudence. 
‘The butcher will not let the lamb tiviee 
escape his gully, let the innocent bleat as it 
list. But, oh, that ever this foul kite swooped 
on the gentle dove on lands of mine I Is 
there no remede, your Grace, for a wrong 
like this ? An innocent maiden — the daughter 
of an ancient Fife family — the troth-plighted 
bride of an honourable young gentleman, 
my nevoy, and representative of the house of 
Redheugh — brought into trouble by false and 
wicked accusers. The stones of the cause- 
way will rise in rebellion, let alone the godly 
folks of Scotland, ^or such shameless wrung 
to maidenhood and gentry.’ 

“ Lauderdale waxed very wroth, and 
sputtered and churned venom for a full 
minute ; but Lady Bldgelaw, and other fqlks 
of the Edgelaw, were his old country neigh- 
bours, in a sense, though miles apart both 
from Dunbar and Thirlstane ; and ttiere was, 
besides, an ancient obligation anent hiding 
some of the race at the steading of Edgelaw, 
In the former troubles of the kingdom — and 
maybe, too, as it is sagaciously said in the 
vernacular strai*, though somewhat savour- 
ing of profanity, ‘ The De’il’s n<f aye so ill 
as he’s called ;’ for Lauderdale nichcred a 
loud horse-laiigh, as if at liis own passion, 
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and, giving the guidwifc of Edgeltiw a push 
ill his rough merriment, he says^ 

“ ‘ Keep ye a calm sough, Luckie, and he 
off while it is fair weather betu'een us. ‘ I 
have not forgotten certain services to my 
family, nor yet timeous refreshments for 
myself and my people from the tlirifty 
aumrie . of Edgelaw. But, hark ye ! take 
care how ye go to the hill again, or listen 
these blatant beasts routing the gospel down 
the wind. Ye may not get so easily off from 
next conventicle, if Winram’s hot lingers 
come over ye, even though ye be his aunt 
elect I* 

‘ Me ! the audacious villain ! ' interrupted 
Leddy Edgelaw — ^ me ! kith or kin to the 
' blood-dyed, doomed race ! ’ 

" ‘ Be off, woman, ere worse come of it ! 
and see liow ye try my patience again. The 
auld wife’s mouldy pose, at Edgelaw, will 
bide another bang, in the way of fine or levy, 
if our friends arc not mistaken; so, order 
your walk by your winning.’ And he 
civilly, as if in mirth, pushed her out of his 
closet — having granted her a far more 
gracious reception, though refusing her peti- 
tion, than he w^s in the wont of giving to 
such as dared gainsay him in his apostate 
wickedness. And who should have waited 
her coming forth of the castle but Simon 
Sloan, to whom, in the fulness of her heart, 
she told all that had passed at the unsatisfac- 
tory communing; and it Was pactioned 
between them, that, if gold could ransom the 
young lady, it should not be wanting. 

“ ‘ I ken nothing gold will not do if ye 
make the dose strong enough,’ said Simon. 
^ I do not despair but that the sma* key of 
the coffers of Edgelaw may be made pick the 
strongest locks in Randolph’s Tower, whither 
I shall be ere I am many hours older, and 
see what is there laid to my hand to do. If 
tidings are wanted of my speed, I may aye 
he heard of at St. Ronan’s ; and I ken ye 
will lose no time in raising all your kin and 
allies in Fife and the Lotluans.’ 

1^* Simon’s first stage was to Randolph’s 
Tower — for his pack and his sly tongue 
made him free every where ; and thence he 
proceeded to the Peel. No tidings had come 
of Mr. James ; and Simon feared that, not- 
withstanding his disguise and precaution, he 
had fallen into the snare of the enemy. So 
again, when the night had dropped into 
midnight, he returned to the Tower, where 
a glimmering light, high up, shining through 
an arrow-slii^ pointed out prison chamber 
Mag<lalen Leslie. This Tower, long since 


dilapidated, was but an ancient pertinent of 
the residence. Though of no considerable 
dimensions, it was of great strength, both 
from building and position, and seven stories 
in height— the upiier ones divided into two 
or three cribs, the smallest of which projected 
beyond the walls as if hanging over the 
cataracts of the stream. The /jld Tower 
was connected with the morb modern house 
by a long and arched stone passage, divided 
by two strong oaken doors, the keys of 
which were never out of Sir Marniaduke’s 
or his leman’s custody, save 'wlien of neces- 
sity intrusted to }4lh*iglit-hand man, Sergeant 
Warrock, as on the black Monday morning* 
when he brought in his fair prisoner*. The 
dreariest side of the Tower was turned to 
ordinary beholders, Who saw only the massive 
gray walls, and a few arrow-slits. * 

‘‘The river, from whose rocky banks it 
sprang, was here unseen and scarcely heard ; 
and, in front, that building looked a tame, 
flat hold, which, viewed in the rear, resembled 
more the eyry of a bird of pn?}'', than a 
chosen liuinaii habitation. Access was given 
to the different stages, by a narrow, spiral 
staircase, partially lighted by arrow-slits ; 
and every separate flight of steps wfts jea- 
lously guarded by an iron-studded and 
strongly -bolted door; nor .was it until the 
sixth floor was reached, that the light of 
heaven was admitted more freely into this 
den of darkness and evil deeds. 

“ Hither had sweet Magdalen Leslie been 
brought, more dead than alive, on the morning 
following her abduction. Instead of at once 
kp])roaching by the principal entrance, War- 
rock halted his party in a copse under, and 
almost behind Winram’s Hall, whence lie 
despatched one of his men for orders, and 
only waited on his master when fhese were 
fulfilled. 

“ He found Sir Marmaduke ■\yinram, the 
man whose name was a terror and a hate 
tlu’oughout the land, seated at the morning 
repast, consisting, in the fashion of the day, 
of a venison pasty, game, fish, and fowd, 
with Avine |,nd ale 4n cups and flagons ; for 
the jovial Cavaliers were noted belly-gods 
and riotous livers. Sir Marmaduke w^as 
knitting his brows, and casting looks of 
anger and contemptuojas reproach upon his 
companion, his only son, the representative 
of his proud house, who, early as was the 
hour, had sunk into the sottish sleep of in- 
ttemperauce, upon his high-backed chair. 

The sot ! the fool ! * he exclaimed ; ‘ he 
has not yet slept off his last night’s drench. 
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Even for a single morning he is unable to 
control his grovelling appetites. The hog ! 
could not he be kept from the swill- tub, even 
when so fair an occasion offered of making 
a favourable inipression on this distressed 
damsel, by playing the generous gallant, 
while his father was reckoned the desperate 
tyrant?’ ^ 

“ ‘ If Sir Mannaduke stood in the Master’s 
shoes, the lady might be tlie easier wooed/' 
said Sergeant Warrock, with the hardihood 
of hU privilege of confidant, and thfi skill of 
the rude flatterer. 

“ It was not until Winfliin had far outrun 
, his means in what he was pleased to call 
the King’s servico — though the Devil’s 
would have been the aptcr phrase — that, 
notwithstanding his vi6es and crimes, he 
stoopefl to tlio sordid rapacity which was 
the law of the highest in rank among liis 
Malignant associates. His old claim to the 
estate of Redheugh was now enforced by 
the thirst of revenge, as well as avarice ; 
for, though he aflected to congratulate him- 
self on having escaped the ignominious 
alliance of the rich Puritan’s widow, his 
pride had never foi’given the slight, even 
when^t revolted the most at the connexion. 

“A sneering smile niet Warrock’s bold 
observation ; buj it took effect, nevertheless ; 
and,, pacing the apartment, the knight ap- 
peared to be revolving important interests. 
Though past the prime of life. Sir Marma- 
duke still possessed eminent personal advan- 
tages, llis lofty presence and dark and 
haughty couhtcnance Cespoke one^as familiar 
witli cofirts and councils as with camps*; 
and, when he chose to control his violent 
passions, from respect to his company, the 
suavity and dignity of his deportment were 
as diffenint from the coarse brutality of 
Lauderdale as his powerful countenance fras 
from the serpent-comeliness of the cruel 
Claverhouse, whose smooth and almost 
effeminate features made the cold-blooded 
atrocity of his nature the more repulsive aud 
abhorrent to human feelings. 

*‘Sir Marmaduke assumed as liis model 
the Great Montrose, and, above all things, 
prided liimself upon his devoted loyalty to 
his Prince, and his nice sense of honour as 
a Cavalier — that is to say, he paid his gaming 
debts when he could* aud was as prompts to 
provoke anptlier to the duello as to accept 
an invitation to the iield. I have never 
heard that this sort of honour, either in 
ancient Cavalier or modem gentleman,, has 
proved any mstraint whatever upon the most 


insatiable rapacity and the most unmanly 
crimes; sueh as that which this profligate 
man now meditated against an innocent 
m&iden, whose only crime was tlie tempta- 
tion of her great wealth. He chose to lay 
the flattering unction to his soul, that, in 
this particular alliance, great honour would 
be conferred; and tliat the sufferings and 
oppression of Redheugh, and those of tlie 
gentry who embraced the cause of the Cove- 
nant, were either caused by their own stupid 
contumacy and fanaticism, or their canting 
hypocrisy. The rights of conscience and 
of freedom of worship claimed by the com- 
mon sort, and for a quarter century, asserted 
at the price of their blood, he regarded as 
insolent impertinence, to be summarily put 
down by whipping, branding, and cropping 
of ears. Their blood he considered as so 
much red puddle, in which the hangman 
might freely smear his hands, though it 
rather disgraced the blades of his own 
troopers. 

“ ‘ So, Warrock, you have brought in the 
lady and the preacher, and some more vermin? 
Is it not so? Fresh from a conventicle — 
travelling without a pass ? * 

Warrock bowed in affirmation. 

* A rough gentleman-usher ; but it serves 
the turn. What sort of a wench is it ? ’ 
‘“A brave lass and a comely, though not 
flt to hold the candle to Madam Anne.’ 

“Upshaw! — but the better luck thine, 
WaiTock, on wliom I have some thoughts of 
bestowing poor Nan, and a cantle of Red- 
heugh, in part requitance of the services of 
both of you. But of that anon,’ 

“Warrock looked more sur|irised than 
grateful at the announcement of one poiiion 
of the Intended irift ; hut he seldom lost 
command of his bold countenance, and per- 
ceiving, as he fancied, how matters stood, he 
adroitly squared Itis speech accordingly. 

“‘The Whig damsel is a fair wench, 
though of the slenderest, and a comely, 
though she has spoiled her pretty face for 
one day — first by whimpering at the out- 
pouring of the Word by the gifted gentleman 
now safe in the dungeon ; and next, so 
unreasonable are women, at passing into the 
wardship of your Honour,’ 

“/Take order of your tongue, Wa;risi>ck, 
This lady is the dauglitcr of a good house, 
though a Whig one. She must be treated 
with respect, 'tHow have you bestowed 
her?’ 

“‘In the sixth stage— WinramS Wing— 
a decentish apartment— of which Mistress 
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Anne craves the keys, to give the prisoner 
needful tendance.’ 

‘‘ * Humph I — tell Anne, with my service, 
tliat thb lady, being a Puritan and country* 
bred, is unworthy the attendance of so acconi- 
plished a waiting-gentlewoman. Let one of 
your fellows take a horse and . pillion, and 
bring up tlie Elalxieshiels’ wench from Red- 
heugh Mains.’ 

•**Ailie Elliot is gone to her father in 
Dunbar Tolbooth, please your Honour.’ 

"‘That’s unlucky. Then send np the 
deaf girl from St. Honan’s who assists the 
cook; but be rigid in your duty; on no 
account suffer a word to pass between them, 
nor permit the keys out of your owij^custody. 
From the adjoining secret chamber you can 
hear and see all that passes in the apartment, 
and order yourself accordingly. £c in the 
way,’ he added, carelessly, ‘lest I take a 
fancy to examine the girl myself touching 
the late conventicle, and her disloyal prac- 
tices.’ 

" Warrock clattered off, muttering — 
‘ Now, I see it all plain as a pike-staff. And 
the gentle Mistress Nan is to be my share of 

the sjioils. D ^n them ! it will be long 

before they think of any of the great wind- 
falls for those to whose share the foul work 
falls ; and the dead, white face of that silly 
wench, for all I have seen in my day, is ten 
times worse than slashing down a half-hun- 
dred Whigamores : — that’s only good pastime. 
And how may she look on Warrock when 
Winram’s dame ? There’s the rub. To 
whomsoever this biidal betokens good, it is 
scarce to Warrock ; no, nor yet to that 
fractious dame prancing towards me.’ 

‘“Good-morrow, Mistress Nan! It is 
Sir Mannaduke’s pleasure to be custodier of 
yonder little brittle piece of gear him- 
self ; so I cannot do your pleasure in that 
particular.’ And the taooper escaped the 
angry remonstrance of the deposed empress 
of Randolph’s Tower ; and, speeding his 
errand, again returned to report to his 
master. 

"Sir Marmaduke was still WTapped in 
rumination ; and, while the Sergeant waited 
his pleasure in silence, he continued to pace 
the room with unequal steps, as if his walk 
wej;e measured by the speed of his thoughts. 
His eye, from time to time, fell upon his 
unhappy son, whose feeble character and low 
habits of coarse debauch^ were to him 
the Bource«6f deep mortification ; though the 
lad, a fool by nature, and a sot by indulgence, 
was much less a sinner than his godless and 


profligate sire. But then his vices were not 
those of a Cavalier and a gentleman. 

‘“Clear the room of that carrion,’ cried 
he in bitterness, pointing with his toe to the 
youth, ‘Lock him up, and see you keep 
brandy from him for one day, as you shall 
answer it. Fling him into tiie dungeon— 
no matter where.’ Warrock, not over and 
above delighted with the duty, wTiich was a 
frequent one, dragged off the dead-weight of 
his young lord, who, once out of the reach of 
his fathei^s ire, showed, by disobedient mut- 
terings, that he had not beeif so inscnsihle 
as he feigned. 

‘“I say. Sergeant Warrock,’ he gulped, 
‘ am not I a Cavalier and a gentleman — ay, 
and as good a Winrani as himself ? I’ll be 
cursed ere I man*ytthe Whig lass, to plea- 
sure either Sir father, or his leman, Madam 
Nan. I’ll be hanged ere I mix my gentle 
blood with Puritanic puddle. I say, War- 
rock * 

‘“Will ye be ideased to hold the swollen 
tongue o’ ye, Master Randolph,’ returned the 
Sergeant, who, having been his young lord’s 
instructor and wet-nm*se, assumed frepdom 
with him most unlike the watchful deference 
wliich Sir Marmaduke’s demeanour, moj’e than 
his commands, exacted from all his depen- 
dants. ‘ She is even owre good for you ; 
and, if ye hrutify yourself in this guise 
another day, I would not promise hut his 
Honour kicks both you and pretty Mistress 
Nan to the back o’ beyond, and manics the 
lady or her lands himself, just to spite ye ; 
leaving yew. the heritage of the*aul(i Tower, 
^nd to his younger heirs this brave *new con- 
quest.’ 

‘‘ ‘ Will he, faitli I. Then have at him. J 
say, Warrock, what sort of gear is it — fair 
and bonny, like the maidens of Torwoodlee, 
or*black but comely, like the proud Tliirl- 
stane dames V 

‘‘ ‘ Neither like one nor otliffr, yet well 
enough favoured. Come along now — try 
your own long legs.’ And Warrock raised 
and steadied his burden. 

" ‘ So this Sir father mine, who never said 
a gracious word to me since I was whelped, 
has ruled tliat I’m to have the fash of mar- 
rying the lass, and ho is to spend her tocher. 
But I know a trick worth two of that. I 
Sergeant, what if 'Mistress Anne think 
the court ladies might fancy the lout of a 
son the propei^r raa^ of the two \ ’ And the 
handsome and imbecile youth complacently 
Surveyed his own fine limbs. ‘ I’ll he hanged 
if she did not say so. Old gentlemen do not 
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live for ever, nor keep their galliard iigures matters above youi* concernment* Look to 
either.’ the household. There is the pedler in the 

‘‘‘Hush,. Master Randolph!’ cried the court below, in whose books you tell me 
Sergeant, clapping his hand to the simple- you are so deep dipped for paints, pinners, 
ton’s mouth. ‘ As I’m a living man. Sir and Hungary waters — clear his score, and 
Marmaduke has overheard you. I saw his spend the balance as ye list.’ And he chucked 
shadow glide back ; his pride cannot brook his purse contemptuously to the woman, who, 
my having heard wliat chance has led him struggling with passion, tossed it back, and^ 
to know. • Simple sinner as ye are, ye have shrieking, fell into violent hysterics. He 
done for yourself now.’ carried her himself to the apartments which 

“ They wei*e here crossed by Mistress slic usually occupied, and carelessly left her 
Anne, who hgain demanded the keys, that to takfj her cliance of recovery, under care of 
she might pay her respects to the imprisoned a housemaid. 

gentlewoman. The man pleaded his master’s “ Simon Sloan had never before met such 
* strict orders. profound silence as on this day invested 

^ ‘ Jlegone, fellow ! ’ cried the haughty Randolph’s Tower. On his arrival, no one, 

harlot, a woman of a bold though fair conn- not cveiPa dog, was about. Every window 
tenance ; ‘ tliis order do^ not concern me.’ was close, every door was shut. After a 
“ ‘ Tttliave shut up every ether wench in the patient surveyj he made his way to the back- 
offices. Sir Marmaduke does not like prying court opening on the offices, and gained adinit- 
eyes on his prisoners, however bright. The lance into the kitchen, where a solitary maid- 
household has ta’en flight to hiding-places, servant w^as engaged in culinary affairs. In- 
likc a brood of linties when the hawk is stead of the usual blithe jeering and jabber- 
abroad : 1 w'ould advise you. Madam Nan, ing Avhieh sets women’s tongues agog when 
to be equally tractable till certain little mat- the packman amves, her whisper was, 
ters are arrrnged. Here com^ his Honour.’ ‘ Gudesake, Simon, keep quiet, and hie down 
“Sir Marmaduke, without a word, waved the water as soon os ye like ; for this is nae 
the wpman to folloAV him, and, instinctively place for decent folk.* She lovrered her 
bending her caprice to his more imperious voice, and placed her lips dose to Simon’s 
will, she found herself confronting him in ear, ‘ There has been a sad itramash l)etween 
that stately halb wliei*e she had long reigned his Honour and the Master; and Madam 
lady paramount, and from whence she felt Nan has fallen into the liicksterics, and Lily 
. she was now in danger of being for ever Liddle is holding brunt feathers to her nose, 
banislied. because Sir Mamiaduke is going to marry a 

“ ‘ I should Iiave expected more discretion rich lady at last.* 
from a woman of your breeding, and expe- “ ‘ Ay, ay, Sarah, my doo, our Scottish 
rience, Nan,’ was his scornful speech, ‘ than lassies take no such qualms, or 1 suspect 
to give every booby the power of boasting there might be a young gentlewoman about 
of the admiration of a lady of your refined the Tower has more cause for the fits of the 
taste. The Master of Winram, my son, mother, and sic-like women’s tantrums, whilk, 
madam*, . is beholden to your flattering when real and when feigned, I defy any man 
opinion.’ , to disceni, save when ye see tiiem fairly 

“ ‘ Jealous, Sir Marmaduke ! — and of your beyond the remedy of Hungar}’’ waters.’ 

own son ! ’vwas her bitter exclamation. ‘ To “ The girl looked scared and alarmed, 
w’hat am I fallen ! Destining me, as I learn, ‘ Whatever ye ken, or whatever ye dinna 
with the few hundred merks that may grace ken, keep it to yoursel’, Simmie Sloan ; here 
the gift to the pitch of acceptance, for the a’ Winram’s folk maun hear, see, and say 
high honour of being housewife to your nothing.’ 

ruffian varlet, now that you would vred with “ ‘ But have their ain thoughts for a’ that,’ 
the well-portioned dame whose beauty, it said Simon. And, forgetting her own counsel 
would seem, so much surpasses whatever in the pleasure of keeping her tongue going 
poor Anne Clive could boast; ay,, even in and obtaining vent, she proceeded — 

Jier first fresh youth, when the favourite Every mother’s dochter of the fiiro ci 

attendant of the Duchess of Castlemaln, and, us was locked up for two stricken hours this 
as such, faheied good enough to mate wirii morning, while, the Whigamores were , put 
any poor Scottish knigKt whatever.* down into the dfingeon. Save u^a* J They 

“‘Tush, Nan; my patience lias limit% tell that ye may hear the water roaring 
even with a fair lady. You meddk ^th aboon it in a i^at. lt*s in one hotter and 
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through the espials of the curates, before 
they left the shores of Fife. Warrock swore 
a desperate oath, that she should not escape 
him a second time. Her shrieks, on being 
seized, were heard by some of the stragglers 
returning home from the preaching ; and it 
was wo to her that two poor fellows had been 
made prisoners when bravely attempting her 
rescue from the troopers. During the first 
two hours of the night ride, her brain had 
been alternately whirling in wild excitement^ 
or steeped hi merciful oblivion, ui^til the 
• chill morning* air, and the croiving of the 
cocks about liarlston — that haraely and 
])lea8ing domestic din — recalled her senses, 
and voice and gesture she appealed, as I 
have told, to the cow’ardly loons abroad at 
early labour. Dut who durst cross Winram’s 
path ? , The scared peasants could only pity 
the prisoners, and curse in their hearts the 
( rue I oppressor wliom they feared to resist. 
1'yi*a.nny, sirs,” said the Dominie, “ not alone 
fetters the body, but enslaves and debases the 
sjurit of man. 

As soon as Magdalen was borne to her 
(!age by Sergeant Warrock, and was so far 
composed as to he capable of continuous and 
rational thought, lujr desjiair for a time in- 
creased to agony. She \ya8 in the powxr of 
that Sir Marmaduke Winram whose idea 
Jiad, from child Jwod, filled her Avith shudder- 
ing, * supernatural horror. She was in the 
Aeiy scene of those perhaps exaggerated 
tales* of savage cruelty and sacrilegious out- 
rage which had curdled her infant blood. 
13ut a mind Jike that of Magdalen Leslie can 
never fin^ pause for sober reflection, AA’ithout 
Avorking itself clear, and resting on sure 
grounds of consolation. In her own peculiar 
siie soon gained composdre, recollecting that 
the wofst that could be inflicted ivas the 
death in Avhich it had been the fate, of 
hundreds of precious saints in Scotland to 
participate* 

“The oracular warning of her Bible, 
A^diich had at intervals pressed so heavily on 
her spirit, was lightened in the contempla- 
tion of speedy release from all her sorrows ; 
and her keenest grief was for others, and 
not for herself. Besides, my friends, what 
shall we say? — the grisly Phantom Avith 
Avhich she strove to familiarize her mind — 
Death, whose terrors ^can quell the strongest 
— Avas yet in reality far dim, and in the 
back-ground ; and returning reason told her 
that, allied as she was, a young gentle- 
woman, and a prisoner of the King, 
least in name, she could not be dontf to 


death witliout some fontl of public trial, 
mockery qf justice as it might be. Her 
most agonizing anxiety was for the safety of 
James Ruthe^urd ; her most deadly terror 
for the approach of Sir Marmaduke Win- 
ram, which fiUefl her with something border- 
ing on the preternatural terror with which 
frail humanity shrinks from and quails 
before foul beings not of earth. 

“ A draught of milk and Avater to refresh 
her parched lips aaus all that slie had taken 
of needful refresliment, until Sergeant War- 
rock ushered in the deaf maid-servant witlv 
her afternoon repast ; Avhich, instead of 
placing in the turning-box, as the gossiping 
quean Sarah had said, was served decently 
and in otder ; the man informing Miss Leslie 
that the platters would )>c Avithdrawn at 
sun-down, A\dicn his master, who sent his 
respectful compliments, meant to Avait upon 
her. Magdalen’s heart sunk, and turned 
cold Avitliin her ; although it had at times 
been her own jnirpose either to address a 
letter to her jailer, or to request an interview. 

“The dainty viands and the sparkling 
AA’ine-cup stood untouched. Once more the 
maiden passed into the overhanging gallery 
or cabinet communicating with her chamber, 
and AAuth eager eyes measured the ^i^sjying 
depths heloAv, and the impregnable strength 
of her place of confinement ; and once again 
she threw herself upon her knees, and im- 
plored strength and succour, Avhci-e alone 
they are to be surely found. A small psalm 
book, which she had carried to the hilL 
preaching, Avas still safe in the bosom of her 
dress; and the desolate maiden found un- 
speakable consolation, and the daAvning of 
hope, in exercising her mind Avith divers of 
those deAmtlonal psalms which had soothed 
the Royal Shepherd in liis sorroAvs, and 
AAdiich accorded well -with her afflicted state. 
Renewed and strengthened in her faith, and 
noAv clear in the course of duty, she coin- 
})elled herself to adjust her raiment, as aa^cH 
ns circumstances admitted, and then tried to 
partake of needful refreshment. Ilej- obe- 
dience was rewarded witli the discoA'eiy of 
Simon Sloan’s letter, precious in its matter, 
hoAvever imperfect in seemly caligraphy or 
true orthography. But the ink had been 
imperfectly dried, the flams hot ; and the 
amusing incident, at Avhich another might 
have smiled or lauglied, brought tears of 
distress to Magdalen’s eyes, half blinded in 
trying to decipher the obliterg|ted' lines, 
whicli, from tlie cast of the character^ she 
knew to be tlie packman’s. ^ All she could 
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distinctly learn was, that she was exhorted 
to be hopeful and constant in spirit ; for 
, tliei^ were those now safe on Scottish ground 
who were able and willing to aid her, apd 
who would peril all to ransom her captivity, 
either with the strong arm 0);,the wily hand. 
Magdalen’s tlianksgiving was as lively as 
her supplications had been earnest ; but her 
human longings and fond imagination ran 
more eagerly than ever on the means of 
deliverance which must precede the meeting 
with her betrothed. 

“Again she surveyed her prison-iiouse, 
From liei* strongly-grated narrow window, 
the clumpy heads of the tall pine trees 
appeared far below, and the view was clipped 
in on all sides, affording no greater scope 
than the shrubs and beetling rocks on the 
opposite bank of the stream. Of it a few 
foamy glimpses were obtained through the 
thick dark foliage, as it chafed and boiled 
over the rapids, with din that stunned rather 
than soothed. The very crows winged 
their clamorous way far below her line of 
vision. There -was no hope on this side. 
Her heart again fell into the melancholy 
fluctuation of spirits incident to the afflicted ; 
and again rallied, when she tliought of her 
more pitiable condition within the last half 
hour. 

“ ‘ Murmurer and doubter ! ’ thought the 
maiden, chiding her unbelief and despon- 
dency. * But now a ray of light is strangely 
dart^ into my tliick darkness — and already 
1 question and rebel ! But now, I would 
have given my life^to know that James 
Rutheifurd had escaped his enemies — and 
already I pine to he with him, and murmur 
because that cannot be.— Oh, that we might 
all reach the quiet shores of Holland, a free 
and peaceful Protestant land; and, with 
only the loss of fortune, w'ere safe in one of 
those humble homes of which my dear 
Grizzcl Home writes so cheerily! Would 
that the dross which does so little contribute 
to our happiness, were in the possession of 
that dreadful man who ravens for it, and 
with whose fate mine is so strangely mixed, 
— ilits utter forfeitui'e might win us peace !” 

“ While Magdalen revolved these matters, 

I the sound of footsteps was heard ; and, in a 
flutter of spirits, she thrust Simon Sloap’s 
epistle deeper into her pocket. No one, 
however, appeared for some time, yet there 
came an oppression — a sei^w of suffocation 
— even upon her physical fframe, as if some 
awfid ana invisible thing in presence 
and beholding her; and her eyes involun- 


tarily fixed upon a part of the dingy wall of 
the chamber opening from hers, as if from 
thence some one was gazing upon her aslant 
the side of that cumbrous cabinet which 
formed part of the furniture. 

“Her instinct, or her knowledge, as it 
might be — for there is knowledge too subtle 
for the detection of the chain by which it 
comes — vras infallibly true; for/ when she 
summoned courage to try the door of this 
inner room, she found it bolted within, 
though T\q one had passed through her apart- 
ment into this, with which Ayarrock had 
falsely assured her there was no outward 
communication. She shook the door, spoke, 
questioned those within, hut to no purpose. < 
Her fascinated gaze involuntarily fixeJ upon 
the part of the wall wdicre she could have 
sworn an eye liad, gleamed on her, like as 
those shooting, spectral, hazy visages, seen 
in distempered dreams. 

“ From this stupor of liorror she was 
roused by well-ascertained voices ; fin* now 
the huge key grated in the lock, and Ser- 
geant Warrock, stepping forward, announced 
his master. Magdalen rose to her feet, fully 
aware that composure, fortitude, and self- 
possession were strongly demanded from her 
at this juncture ; and Sir Marinadnkc ap- 
proached, with that air of liigh-brcd ease 
and courtesy which he could assume at will, 
and which sat so well upon him. If there 
was surprise on either side, it was certainly 
not of a repulsive nature. Instead of the 
ferocious and sinister physiognomy which 
the fancy of the maiden had assigned to this 
profligate, malignant, and cruel oppressor, 
she beheld a gentleman of lofty deportment, 
whose expression of countenance, if bold and 
haughty, was not ruffianly ; while, in tli® 

‘ Whig wench,’ as he had unceremoniously 
termed her, Sir Marmaduke saw a graceful 
and modest young woman, who returned his 
courtesy in silence, but without any sign of 
wcdk alann or awkward cmhan*assincnt. 
There might he traces on her cheeks of the 
floods of tears which she had shed within 
the last twenty hours, and deep, though 
sudden sorrow had already changed her 
young bloom to pallor ; yet the sensibilities 
and varied mental expression of her pale 
and eloquent features might, even as matter 
of taste, have, to some spectators, seemed 
more worthy of admiration than all the lilies 
and roses of brilliant, dimpling youth. 

“Seigeont Warrock, who, for many reasons, 
gWas a deeply-interested spectator, could only 
infer the impression wliich the daughter of 
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the Covenant liad made, from the aoftened 
and i-espectful tones in which liis master 
requested her to he seated, Avhile he stood 
with a deferential, courtier-like Lend of his 
stately figure, as if waiting her pleasure to 
follow her example. 

“ < This attitude best becomes a prisoner 
ill presence of her gaoler,’ said Magdalen. 
‘ Excuse m(^ Sir Marmaduke Winram ; but 
during our brief interview T desire to stand.’ 

« < Why so harsh a name. Miss Leslie ? * 
returned Sir Marmaduke, smiling, ‘for one 
•v»ho sincerely legrets this evil accident, and 
entei-tains the strongest desire to make your 
temporary detention as lightly felt as pos- 
^il)Ic ? , Give me your })arole of honour, 
madam/ he added, gaily, ‘ .and permit nic to 
lead you to the best and fj;ecst apartment in 
my dwcUing. The seeming'severity of last 
night — and my fellows durst not have shown 
an atom of disrespect to a young lady, for 
whom and her family 1 entertain so much 
esteem — will he liest properly explained in the 
apartments helow. — Warroek, withdraw ; 
but he within call.* 

“‘Stay, I pray you!’ cried Magdalen, 
‘do not leave us. By this man, acting upon 
anaiithoviiy of wliicli,! am still ignorant, I 
^^as forced with violence frpm the threshold 
of my kinswoman ; dragged ignomiuiously 
through the country ; and, for no cause 
assigueil, I am now unlawfully detained a 
prisoner., I'or these acts, this man pleads 
tlic authority of Sir Marmaduke AViiiram.’ 

“ ‘ 'fo arrest all persons unlawfully attend- 
ing conventicles, my troopers have, J own, 
a roving conimission. How was I to’sunnise 
that Miss Leslie might he found in such 
disagreeable and dangerous circumstances ? 
Pr^ be seated, madam, uiltil we reason out 
this mattw. You will find me disposed to 
take the most favourable view possible of ai^ 
awkward case.’ 

“‘HI may^expect any favour or courtesy 
at your haiids. Sir Marmaduke, I pray you 
let me be set at liberty, and restored to my 
friends. My father’s dwelling of Redheugh 
cannot be far ofi^ and I left him in evil con- 
dition : suffer me to go to him. You shake 
your head. If, then, I am really considered 
tlio true prisoner of the King,’ she added, in 
a holder, tone, ‘ let mo be at once transferred 
to fitting custody, in pny tolbooth of the 
land, hut not immured, in this lonely and 
unseemly wayj in the private dwelling of a 
gentleman, who, if I may be hold to say it, 
is of no good repute as the guardian of young 
women of honour.’ • 

VoL. III. 


“ Tlie profligate Cavalier snniled merrily, 
as if the maiden’s last plea had been a com- 
jdiment; and answered, jeeringly — ‘I must 
ever lament that circumstances have given 
Miss Leslie so unfavourable an impression j 
of the knight of Randolph’s Tower, and of 
his hospitalities to ladies. \ To he serious, 
madam, I charge myself with your safe 
custody ; but 1 cannot so far outrage every 
rule of gentlemanly feeling as to t**anHfer 
one so young, so fair, and gcntle-boni to 
the filtljy holes of our burgh jails, though 
tliese may be good enough for the common 
nin of the canting crew.* 

“ ‘ Oh, ratlier consign me to the blackest j 
hole in Scotland, than keep me longer here ! ’ | 
cried Ma^alen. ‘ Let me share your dun- i 
geon witli my follow-ca 2 )tives, but keep me | 
not here ! ’ | 

“‘I admire the delicacy of your senti- 
ments, Miss Leslie, even when they display ; 
your strong jirejudice against myself. Your | 
spirit and fine sense of honour are not lost j 
on me. They place you higher in my esteem i 
than even those eminent personal charms J 
which have Ijeen tlie burden of fame in j 
Edinburgh circles, hut to which fame has | 
done imperfect justice.* | 

“Magdalen did not suppress the slight ; 
curl of her lip which spoke her sense of these i 
complhncuts ; nor was her impatient con- ; 
tempt misunderstood. : 

You are right, Miss Leslie/ he continued ; ! 
‘ it will best serve us to come to immediate * 
explanation. The terms are easy and honour- 
able upon which you may dictate to me, and 
give me the felicity of converting, by one 
' gracious word from those beautiful lips, the : 
captive into the misti’css of this unworthy 
mansion. — Witlidraw, Warroek.’ 

“ ‘ Nay, again I entreat you stay,’ cried 
Magdalen. ‘ I can hold no private com- 
muning witli Sir Ma^'inadiike Winram, who 
might have spared an unfriended woman the ! 
mockery of his address.’ | 

“Warroek o})eyed his master’s haughty 
eye, and withdrew ; while the latter ex- i 
claimed : — ‘ By my good faith, I am serious, 
madam, and you shall own it.’ And with 
gentle violence, but still with violence, he 
led her to a seat. Her indignation was 
now effectually roused. 

“ ‘ Few words may suffice between u^ 
Sir Marmaduke,’ she said, with firmness. 
‘Release me at once from this unworldly 
thraldom, or I deinifnd to be transferred to 
Jibe nearest public jail. I am prepared for 
any thing ratlier than remain another hour 
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in this fearful place and custody.* As her | 
eyes glanced round, they fused upon the 
comer of the indented cupboard, and an 
involuntary shudder passed over her frame. 

‘“You have not yet condescended to listen 
to niy proposal, Miss Leslie. It is such, I 
flatter myself, as merits your consideration. 
It is, moreover, fraught with advantage to 
those with whom you are most nearly con- 
nected. 1 will not expatiate upon the perils 
of your present situation, or the daiigem 
which menace your relatives. ,You are 
aware I am not without influence in the 
state. It sliall be my pride and pleasure to 
obviate whatever unpleasant consequences 
may niise from your late rashness, which I 
am willing to impute solely to a misguided 
education, and tlie example of your family, 
who, with their ancestors* religion, have 
renounced loyalty to their prince and obe- 
dience to the laws.* 

“ ‘ My parents have neither renounced 
religion nor loyalty. Pardon my presump- 
tion, sir ; hut 1 will not hear them maligned, 
and keep silence. My family are tme Pro- 
testants, of the Reformed Presbyterian Kirk; 
who, not alone for wrath, but conscience* 
sake, follow peace with all men, and submit, 
in every lawful command, to the authority 
of the King and the Estates of Parliament- 
resisting only when such mandates are in 
opposition to those of the King of kings. — 
Alas ! that their defence should fall to one 
so feeble and simple as myself 1 * 

“ Tears now first sprung to the eyes of 
Magdalen, overpowered by the sense of her 
own helplessness. 

“ ‘ Nay, by my faith, fair Puritan, you ’ 
have fnictihed under the braying of the 
preachers. Yoii are moving and eloquent, 
and that brings me to the time chapter. 1 
must have you. Miss Leslie, take my case in 
hand. I long hugely, methinks, to be con- 
verted ; tme gospel light never beamed with 
softer lustre from Anna Boleyn’g eyes than 
from the lovely orbs on which I gaze.* 

** Magdalen stai-ted to her feet, her glance 
rebuking the bold, passionate gaze of her 
fiW admirer. 

“‘You abuse the advantage which fortune 
has given you, Sir Marmaduke Winram, in 
directing such light speech to an unhappy 
woman, who has no power of gainsaying 
you. If my request is not to granted 
do me the courtesy to leave me to my own 
sad thoughts.* • 

“ ‘ What has sadness to do with Iha* 
thoughts of Miss Leslie— M formed ae she ie 


to be the life and grace of society — the orna- 
ment of courts, whither it should be my 
pride to transplant her 1* 

“ ‘ Stay, stay. Sir Marmaduke ! — is this 
the boasted gallantry and generosity of 
Cavaliers ? * 

“ ‘ Forgive me, Miss Leslie * — and the 
proud and seomful man almost knelt — ‘this 
is no time for trifling. UpcAi my sacred 
honour, I never was more in earnest in my 
whole life than at this moment. In proof 
of it, X came ivith the intention of soliciting 
your favourable regard for suit of my 
son — of tendering you freedom and indem- 
nity through an alliance with my house. It 
is but the natural infiuenee of chanus liku 
those which 1 now behold, if 1 prefer a 
dearer claim. Let not your delicacy be, 
wounded by tl^ abruptness of tin; declara- 
tion, if 1 confess that 1 now aspire to this 
fair hand as the crown of my individual 
felicity.* 

“ Magdalen withdrew the hand so boldly 
seized as if a serpent bad stung it, and 
shrunk backward, eyeing her suitor for a 
moment with haughty suiprise, while he 
advanced, and continued to press hi§ claim 
with a mixture of the complimentary, high- 
flown jargon of Coui'ts, and the plain earnest- 
ness which demonstrated a resolute purpose 
of carrying the point he had condescended 
to start ; for this violent man was of that 
resolute genius that never 8ubini|8 to the 
thwarting of the will, whether for right or 
wrong, good or evil. What he did he would 
uphold — what he began he would go through 
with, 

“‘If 1 have used less ceremony than is 
befitting, the occasion must plead my pardon,’ 
continued Sir Marmaduke, ‘ as {1161*4 is 
slender time for its observance b(!twecn us. 
,Your generosity. Miss Leslie, must take 
example of my frankness. Within a few 
days I must go to Edinburgh.!- Let me hope 
to make the peace of my fair prisoner, and 
obtain amnesty for her friends by being 
enabled to present her as the bride of a man 
who, at need, can be as formidable to his 
friends as to his enemies.* 

“ Magdalen was, for a moment, over- 
whelmed by Uie cool and determined air with 
which this was said. Sir Marmaduke had 
changed his tone frqm that of the suitor to 
the dictator. But, when she recollected that 
the man who stood before her in the plenitude 
of unlawful powdr, was perfectly acquainted 
with the cireumstahoe of her betrotlial, which 
was indeed patent to all the gentiy of mid- 
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land Scotland, bis insolent proposal earned 
insult which would have roused one less 
firm and spirited. In a tone of rnocl^ humi- 
lity, and perhaps with a rash touch of 
woman’s waywardness, she replied — ‘ The 
Whigamore’s daughter ought doubtless to 
be overcome with gratitude for the honour 
proffered her ; though she is still at a loss 
to guess wlfether, as a spoil of war, she is 
decreed to Sir Marmaduke Winram or his 
hopeful son. Were the matrimonial alliances 
of the Whig gentry worthy discussion. by the 
•Cavalici*s, Sir# Murmaduko Winram might 
by chance have learnt that the humble 
maiden he so far forgets himself as to distress 
Vith hi| insulting suit, is the affianced bride 
of his neighbour proprietor, Mr. James 
Riithci-furd, tlie younger ^of Redheugh, the 
obscurity of whose family — 'though it is not 
of yesterday — must be greater than had been 
suspected, since his intended marriage is so 
])rofouiid a secret.* 

“ Sir Marmaduke knitted his brows, while 
Ills eyes glowed with lurid fire ; but the 
maiden quailed not, though she changed her 
tone of sarcasm and irony to earnestness. 

“ ‘With the knowledge of my peculiar 
conditiqp, which you cannot fail to possess, 
sir, to me your proposal, yvhether for your 
sou or yourself, is cither cniel mockery or 
wanton insult ; Imth are equally unworthy 
of a nbtn of honour, especially when offered 
to an unluqipy woman, who has no means of 
escajiing unprovoked outrage.* 

‘‘ ‘ 13y Heavens ! madam, you trifle with 
me,’ bellowed, the Cavalier, whose courtesy 
was but lip-service. ‘For what do you hold 
me, that I would regard the beggarly con- ' 
nexion into which you have been trepanned 
—Conned too witli a vile traitor, whose head 
is the fol-fpit of his enmes, and who shall 
not, hy G — ! * and he struck his hand op 
his sword-hilt, ‘ much longer cross either your 
path or min»* 

It is not ill woman's nature not to have 
felt some degree of trepidation at being ex- 
posed to violence flowing from a cause so 
intei-esting to her feelings. Alarmed for her 
lover, Magdalen gazed as if her eyes would 
have i-ead the inmost heart of her persecutor. 
Twenty eager questions hovered on the tip 
of her tongue ; but prudence and pride held 
lier in check, and she dreaded to betray by 
her looks that she was aware of James 
Rutherfurd having reached' Scotland. 

** * You best know whillher your menaces 
point,’ she said, after 'a mental reflective 
pause— ‘the extent of your power I em 


aware of, though, thank Heaven ! it is that 
which endureth but a moment. F rom your 
mercy I expect nothing — ask nothing ; and, 
though discourse is lost between us, I will 
avow to your face, Sir Marmaduke, once and 
for ever, that the solemn engagement which 
it pleases you to deride, was deliberately 
entered upon, and is ratified hy my wliole 
heart and soul, as the dearest liope of my 
life ; and will be upheld by every faeulty of 
' ray mind, wdiile it shall please God to sus- 
tain my judgment under your uumaiily 
oppression.* 

Magdalen turned away to struggle with 
her rei^lUous tears ; while Sir ^larma- 
duke, by strong constraint, subdue<l the 
oiitw'ard violent expression of his ])<)iling 
wTath, and said, in a low voice, ‘You will 
think better of it, madam, ere I see you 
again ; the curate of Earlsquh.air will wait 
upon you, and perliaps make matters 
plainer to your excellent understanding 
than I can do.* And he went off, locking 
and bolting the doors outside, and con- 
signing the afflicted young gentlewoman to 
sorrowful rumination. 

“The presence of her adversary had 
acted as a burning stimulant to ]\Jagda]eii’3 
spirits, which ebbed low enotigh when that 
was withdrawn. So she sat her down on 
the couch and wept bitterly ; but, as she 
vrept she prayed ; and wdiere Faith is j)re- 
seut, Hope cannot ho far off; and where 
His presence is vouchsafed, Peace cannot 
lie far to seek. It was w'itli Magdalen 
Leslie in that strong prison ; and, securing 
the doors as well as she could, she fell 
asleep, like a new-dropt lamb at the bosom 
of its dam.” 

“On the same nicht tlie careful land- 
lady of the Cleikuni inn, having looked 
well to her househ;>ld, and fastened in the 
doors, the landlord and his guests, among 
whom was Simon Sloan, prepared to join 
In worsliip, as was then the I)eseeining 
practice of all serious victuallers mid folks 
in a public line, with the stranger ivitJiin 
their gates. The lites of domestic w omb ip, 
wliich some consider the most solemn of 
all modes of social devotion, were not 
ended, when the tliick trampling of horse- 
hoofs was heard, which set the hostlfe 
body and the servant queans a-fidgetihg, 
as, 1 have often Remarked, very little will ^ 
do in time of prajere ; and presently came 
the fliumps of a nding-whip, smiting the 
dooe; and the hoazee, peremptory vmoe of 
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Sergeant Warrock inteiiMipted tlie psalm, as 
lie and some of his cut-tlmiat comrades 
swore they would lay the door on its hack, 
and quell the conventicle, if it w’ere* not 
opened forthwith. These were alarming 
words at that era ; and the landlady may he 
wliipped away the Bible and the Psalm- 
books as fast as was seemly, while the 
troopers came jingling ben to the kitchen, 
swearing and roaring for drink. 

** ‘ My blackguards have no time to dally,* 
said Warrock ; ‘they are escorting the crop- 
eared' lads we ran down yesterday to Edin- 
burgh, where they will be taken care of.* 

“ ‘ Win near to the fire, noble Sergeant,’ 
said Simon Sloan, rising hastily, and with 
officious observance, as the man of war 
strode in, looking as if his feather would 
hinish the rigging of the house. ‘ Have ye 
with you the leddy and the niinistorV’ 

“ ‘ Tlie precious Master Kidd is tied a-cock- 
horso oil thy there ; and, landlady, 1 must 
have your pacing nag. It is wanted on his 
Majesty’s service, to fetch up Mess John Otter, 
the curate of Earlsquhair, to whom Sir 
Marmadiike has intrusted the speedy con- 
yersioi), to his advantage, of Mistress Mag- I 
dalcn Leslie, together with the lands of Lin- 
doi^s and Loohkeltie, and all parts and 
pendicles thereunto belonging.* 

“ Simon Sloan often told how his heart 
leaped to his mouth at this black news, and 
sunk again. He was taken aback, thrown 
down, and totally disconifite<l ; matters were 
pressed on by fate far too precipitately for 
his rectifying ; he gave the young lady up 
for lost, and could scarcely conceal his agita- 
tion under a forced laugh, while he said, 
‘Ay, ay, convert her from Kirk and Cove- 
nanter to King and Cavalier, nae doubt; 
frae Whig damsel into Tory dame,’ 

“ ‘ Somewhere thereabouts,’ said Warrock. 

“ ‘ Right, very right t- and there will be 
braws needed at tbc bridal,’ returned Simon. 

‘ I never had a lovelier assortment of lawns, 
uambrics, grograins, Paduasoys, pearlius of 
Valenshines, .Dresden ruffles, and Barcelona 
ii$ck-iiapkiu8.* 

* , “ ‘ Let us have a vizy of sonic of these last,’ 
said Warrock. And Sikker Siminie, ill as 
he liked the rough customer, durst not refuse 
his change. A half dozen of the best nap- 
j tins were thrust into Warrock’s pocket, who 
I spake not a word of either pnee or payment ; 

but he graciously did say,/ 1 dare to say you 
! may driy^e a brisk traffic^ lit the Tower to- 
morrow, if you bear a conscience. But stir , 

■ your etuiUps, good folks — iny fellows must 1 


have refreshment ; cany them out ale till 
they cry, Hold ! ’Tis on the King’s service, 
d rao ! ’ 

“ ‘ And the Whigs would not be the' worse 
of weeting their whistles either — that is, if 
they have siller to pay for ’t,’ said Simon ; 

‘ though I care not, for tlie good of the house, 
to bestow a stoiip of sma’ ale on them mysel’. 
We in the trafficking line shotlld keej) on 
the square with all sides. We kcuna, Ser- 
geant, what us Malignants may need yet, if 
the Kkk come up and the King gang down.’ 

“ The Sergeant, who had worae sympatliy^ 
with ule-drinkers, though no toleration for 
Whigs, made no opposition to this benevo- 
lence ; and Simon accordingly st(>o(l pay- 
I master for the copious draughts of which the 
I prisoners refused fo partake as his gift. 

“‘Dcil he in their sour, unsocial pride I* 
quoth Simon, returning in ha.ste with the 
untouched liquor, which he took tlie fiee- 
dom to place beside the Sergeant’s tass of 
brandy. 

I “ ’J’ho tmmjiet sounded to muster — tbc 
I troojicrs set forward with their charge, as it 
was deemed safest to pass through the vil- 
lages under night, rather than exasperate 
the discontented peojilc with the spectacle of 
their fellow-suhjgcts in bonds, and too pro- 
bahly going to death. As the pacdcinan’s 
ale, handsomely ijualifivjd with brandy, 
flowed down the Sergeant’s obstreperous 
throat, his discretion ebbed apace. Tha 
man was vain of the wdeked trust placed 
in him, and of his power in his master’s 
household ; and Simon, being a wily body, 
with his own ends to serve, plied him 
well with flattery and drink ; and he swal- 
lowed both greedily. ^ It was not ill to see 
that, notwithstanding his vaunting, Wiir- 
rock was, at bottom, dissatisfied 'W’ith the 
Knight, or with the rewards of his service ; 
and anxiously did Simon lie in wait for a 
season to insinuate that honeii^y might, for 
once, better suit his self-seeking purposes 
than viHany. 

“ ‘Hark ye, Simon I ’ he said, in a tone of 
drunken confidence. ‘There’s the devil to 
pay at the Tower, and no pitch hot. Tlie 
Master fancies the Knight means hini a 
soiiple trick — he is sulky. Madame Nan — 
the proud eallct, whom his mightiness decerns 
to a certain bold fellow, tliat deserved an 
honest lass, and a tocher with her, too — is 
also on her high horse, and off at a gallop, 
because Sir Marmaduke is guessed to mean 
Lochkeltie’s daughter for his own jnivate 
picking, when we have w^heezed up this 
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j snivelling subject, Master Otter of Earls- 
i quhair, to whillie-wlia the wench, and 
1 mumble the marriage mass over them. This 
I is what Madam is like ill to bear ; but Nan 
' must conform, like her betters. Wiuram 
tolerates no recusants about him.' 

“‘But’is not Miss Leslie troth-plighted to 
young Redheugh, which is like the first loop 
thrown on tRe knot that is aye easy to tie, 
but kittle to loose? Sir Marmaduke would 
surely never marry another gentleman’s 
wife ? ’ * " 

• “‘And whefefore not, praj’? His blade 
has slicked harder knots ere now ; and I 
‘ jenow who will back him — that i.-?, if he 
make it*rorth my while.’ 

“ He had not well spoken, when a second 
• messenger arrived in hot* haste, to recall 
Warroclcif and take his eiTandto Earl squ hair. 
All ex])ivss had arrived from Thirlstane 
Castle ; another from the magistrates of 
Duiihriv ; scouts had come in — something 
was in the Avind more than ordinary, and 
I every voice demanded Sergeant Warrock, 

! who, drunk as he was, lost no time in obe3’- 
ing orders. To the messenger— a sort of 
butler, whose functions the Sergeant usurped 
— t!ie agjtated Simon pn>tfered the residue of 
the Jirpior; and, as nothing; was then to he 
done with the great without gold, nor with 
the common sort Without drink, an^^^ more 
than now, he called for yet another stoup. 

“ ‘ Na,.,na — nothing can he done up yonder 
at the Towel*, Avithout our richt-liand man,’ 
said the new*-arrived, sarcasticall^y. ‘ “ Where 
is Warrock?”. cries th^ Knight for every 
thing wanted. — “Send me Warrock,” says 
the Master, Avhen he wishes to smuggle a 
flask of brarid^’^-Avine ftom the collar, out of 
the* kennin of his father. And, as for 
Madam Naij, she's to get him a'thegither — 
go Avi’ the bargain they’ll liaA’c of each 
other ; for she is ae limb of Satan, and he is 
anither. Wlfat think ye, Master Simon, of 
the Prelatic harlot swallowing potson- 
di'aughts this afternoon, in her passion, be- 
cause Sir Marmaduke trimmed his heard, 
and gaed up to the Craw’s Nest, to court 
Redheugh’s step-dochter — and is like to 
j marry her; — for, though slie he a Whig, 

1 she's a bonny lass, and tlio biggest heiress in 
a* Fife or the Merse. My service to ye 
again, Master Simon. This house keeps up 
its auld character for pith o’ maut.’ 

“‘Naething to the double ale o’ the 
Tower,' whined the packman, liis thoughts 
wandering and drifting. 

“ ‘ Ours good ale ! \N"e*U need to get tlie 


holms of Loehkeltie and the riggs of Red- 
heugh, to bcsir the barley first. We’re a 
rained family, Master Simon, unless Ave get 
tills* gentlewoman to set us right — AAdiich 
never was so likely as uoav. There's auld 
Redheugh i' the dead-thraAvs. Word came 
down the Water he was gone ; hut he can- 
not put ower this night. Lady J']dgelaAv rode 
down to the I'cc 1 -house this oA'cning — sent 
for express. Weel, he was a kind landlord 
and a good country gentleman ; and the 
3’oung I^iird — it need he nae secret with me 
— for I found it out myself, and no thanks 
eitlier to Sir Marmaduke or Warrock — is 
landed from Holland, about some trade of 
the rebel exiles, and is lurking, about the 
country-side, in guise of n packman. Oh, 
hey ! Ye are loupiri mad at that, Simon ; 
hut sit yc still, man.' And he thrnst Simon 
down on the settle. ‘It’s little he is like 
to take of jour custom owre your head, 
'j'hcrc is a Avateli set at the Red Ford, below 
the Peel-house, and at Randolph’s Pass, and 
scouts out every AA’here, and three hundred 
merks on his head — so he behoves to be 
catched ; for it is almost certain he Avill try 
all risks and put himself in peril to get his 
father’s Idessing, and close his eyne.’ 

“‘An’ mine Avill close o’ themselves,” said 
the packman, making a fashion to 3"awn ; 
‘ so I must to my pease- straAV i' the barn, 
j Many a Aveary* fit, 1 troAv, a ]>oor body like me, 
in the merchandising line, maun travel to 
dj-aw a penny. But I’ll he j’^our AA^ay in 
the morning. — Bridals are aye cannier than 
burials for packman billies.' 

“ So saying, Simon retired ; but, Avhen 
the confidential myrmidon of the Tower, in 
a half-hour aftei-AA^ards, proposed setting off 
for Earlsquhair by the light of a late rising 
moon, the pacing nag m hich had been AA’aiting, 
ready saddled and bndled,^iad disappeared. 
Search AA^as fniitless ^ and the landlady, who 
had sat up to see her house clear and her 
doors locked up a secoi\d time, made light 
of the accident, saying that, for companion- 
ship, the beast Avould have followed its stahJe- 
felloAvs, pressed into the King’s sendee for 
the prisoners, and noiA’ far on the road to 
Edinburgh. The sagacious AA'oman suspected 
something in the Avind, and that Simon had 
a finger in the pic ; hut kept herself to hen 
self, according to the idiom of the veriiaciilajr. 
And never, I Avot, had the pacing nag on 
which our dame’s. great gooddame Avont Ho 
amble to kirk, ma*!ket, burial, an^ bridal, 
[•(for the Cleikum folk had gentle blood in 
1 their veius. both by father’s side and mother’s 


THE WIEKD OF THE WINRAMS. 

T 


278 


THS SDiNBUfiGH TALES. 


side,) been put to !t« mettle as that night 
between this dwelling and the Red Ford, now 
reckoned five statute miles, which Simon, 
who WHS a brisk eel of a subject, 'long 
threeped he trotted within the haif>hoor. 
However that might be, there was neither 
watch nor ward set, which both the strong 
drink in Warrock’s head (who, as is spoken 
metaphorically, was half-seas-over) and the 
commotion in which he found the household, 
delayed ; and the young gentleman whose 
blood was thirsted fpr, as his living (presence 
was a stiimblinghloclc in the iniquitous path 
of Sir Mavimidiiko Wiiiram, had put all to 
the venture, to receive the blessing of hie 
dying parent. Tt pleased God to restore the 
aged Ilian’s judgment, which had wandered 
in his grievous sickness, before liis spirit 
departed to the mward of the just ; and he 
knew his eon, who was kneeling in sorrow 
by the bedside, as Simon Sloan beheld, when 
he reverently slipped into the chamber of 
death. 

“‘Bless thee, my son!’ said the dying 
saint ; ‘ I receive thy return as a token of 
good. But where is my Magdalen, my 
twin-hloBsing, whose smile is aye the how of 
promise in my blackened sky V 

“ 'I'hc old man wandered again, and re- 
colleetion ebbed and flowed for a time like 
the wavering of an expiring taper, until to 
the i)ra.>‘er of faith it steadied, and he sent 
his dying farewell to his wife, and to his 
daughter his blessing ten times told. He 
was supported in the bed by hia sorrowing 
sister ; and, after a season of rest and quiet, 
he left it in the charge of his son to give 
way to wrath, and to leave vengeance to 
Him who will repay it, and to flee this land 
of blood, and tyranny, and trampling dowm 
— and go down unto Kgypt, with all that 
was nca)’ and dear to him, and tarry abroad, 
until the wicked Herods had ceased from the 
land, and the indignation was overpast. Ye 
may he sure this was not the hour in 
which James Rutherfurd could say nay, or 
deny a retpiest so made ; but Simon could 
mark, in the agonized working of his fea- 
tuii'es, the despairing thoughts that were 
rushing tliiwiigh the youth’s mind. 

“ ‘ Flee this dwelling, my dear son,* said 
the old man ; ‘ take care for my living ones, 
and let the dead bury their dead ; though I 
h^ed ye might have laid the gray head in 
trie grave in peace. Ajsd fear not for our 
Magdalen : it is home hi on tny mind that 
she will find a speedy and a gveai deliver-' 
ance. In the Vallej- of the Shadow of 


Death this hope comforts and stahlishes me ; 
and blessed be His name there are glad days 
coming for Scotland I — Lo I the day breaks 
and the shadows flee away ! The virgin 
daughter of Zion raises her head from the 
dust. Ay, a season of peace is dawning for 
the persecuted household of fnith ; and 
every free-bom Scot sliall yet sit under his 
vine and under his fig-tree, ah^ none shall 
make him afraid 1’ 

“ The last breath, wafted on the wings of 
prayed, left the shattered clayey tenement as 
the clock struck the houif' of one ; and,' 
following his fathers injunctions, young 
Redheugh, now laird of all, and yet not 
daring to show his head on his own land, 
rushed out in his sorrow, followed by Simon 
Sloan, who wa8,,'in a small way, the last* 
faithful friend t>f this distressed family. 

^ ‘ Whither go ye, sir V inquired the pack- 
man. 

“‘Is that a question to be asked T 
returned the young man. 

“ And they held on the open road leading 
towards Randolph’s Tower, though young 
Redheugh was at last persuaded to take 
needful precautions for his own safety, by 
being reminded of Magdalen’s condition, 
and how necessary his personal liberty was 
if her enlargement was to be eflbcted. 
They held on by by-paths on the side of Lho 
stream opposite to Randolph’s Tower — for, 
with every holm, and cleugh, and bush, and 
brake here, young Rutherfurd was familiar 
from the days when ho had been a gatherer 
of hazel nuts and" a fisher of minnow’s — 
until tlioy stood on the rocks over against 
its gloomy strength, now frowning in, the 
moonlight. 

“‘I could dash myself against tfiese 
rocks,’ exclaimed the unfortunate gentle- 
man, ‘ when I think of the prisoner within 
these walls, and know myself powerless to 
give her help. — I will dally W longer. I 
believe, my friend, that your counsels are 
honest p- but they are not for my desperate 
case. I will to Edinburgh — I will sur- 
render myself — I will wrest the release of 
Miss Leslie from the hands of the Privy- 
Council, or perish !’ 

‘•‘A bonny turn ye would do her!’ re- 
plied Simon. ‘Get her guidraan’s neck, 
that is to be, into the wuddie, and make Sir 
Marmaduke sure of her! Na, na — W'e 
have a hotter ple^ than that. There’s good 
hope Miss Leslie has got my bit scart of a 
letter. Even if Peter Otter, the vermin 
Prelatic creature, who was a Presbyterian 
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minister but the other year, and would he a 
Papist the next, to keep the stipend — even 
if he should he willing to mumble a mar- 
riage/the lady has but to say. No — a thing 
all womankind have an aptness to from 
nature, or their mothers, when it sti-ikes in 
wi* their ain humour. But it will never 
come that length ; even if Sergeant Warrock 
could not b? persuaded to forget liie keys for 
a few minutes, if he found twenty broad 
pieces in his |j)ouch, dropt as it were by the 
fairies. Then, Madam Nan would think 
*Miss Leslie’s back the best view of her. So 
ye must not, Laird, give way to Giant De- 
spair. I see it’s vain for yc langer to try tlie 
*pack— ^e’re found out thei-e. Did 1 not ; 
warn you, in the srna’. dealings with tlic 
guidwives that were forccc^on ye, Aya to seek 
a .t^ood eikker price, to prig hard, and 1^ 
ratlier scrimp than lavish of your measure, 
if ye wished to pass for a true man of our 
ancient fraternity V 

“ ‘ Nothing could induce me to forego, for 
one hour, confronting this haughty oppressor, 
and rescuing Miss Leslie or perishing in the 
attempt, save the hope which ‘arises from 
your having already been able to establish a 
coinmu^ucation with her, and my expect/ition 
I of the immediate interfevenco of powerful 
friends for her protection, even among the 
Malignants themsfelves/ 

It was finally agreed that, instead of 
•again exposing himself in his assumed voca- 
tion, the young gentleman should lurk in 
the woods ojiposite the Tower, until Simon 
Sloan, under dcovcr of Iiis pack and traffic, 
should again venture, like the dove of the 
arlg, to go forth ai^spy if the waters liad" 
abated, and the £3^h raised her green, 
rejoicing head. 

“ ‘ Tlib .activity and zeal which you dis- 
played in warning off the bark, and yoyr 
personal services to my^self, leave me much 
your dehtoi^’ said young Redheugh ; * but 
the redemption of Miss Leslie were worth 
more than all I am worth in ihisjvorld, or 
ever shall be.’ 

“ ‘ Very wcel, honourable sir, we can settle 
that short account aftcru'ards ; let us see the 
work done first. If I could but see you aud 
the young leddy on board Andro Baikie's 
brig, that blithe sight would far overpay my 
small services. BuUl maun back to 8t* 
Ronan’s, and hear what is afoot. If Winram 
has seen through the flam, this is no country 
for me.’ 

The lassies of St. Ronan’s thought Sikker* 
Simon was never to awake that moming; 


and, at long last, the mistress went to the 
bam to shake him up from his straw. 

^ Ye are snoring there, Simon Sloan, and 
the uiild Laird of Redheugh’s dead-deal sent 
for this morning — Mr. Peter Otter away up 
to the Tower, to buckle the Knight to Miss 
Leslie — and our naig ridden all night by the 
witches or tlie wirricows ! But ye’ll ken 
naething about it ?’ Aud the slirowd land- 
lady gave Simon a pawkie look that said 
hiuch. * Ye may trust to me, Simon Sloan, 
and to j’ the folk hereabout. Think ye our 
hearts are made of whinstones 1 1 came out 
to the barn to speak privately to you. What 
is to be dune — for flesh and blood can tliole 
nae langer this masterful oppression ? The 
guid, kinTl, auld laird's gray hairs borne 
down to the grave with sorrow ; and a price 
set on tlie stately head of James Rutherfurd ! 
The cut-throat villain, Wan‘ock, made tear 
the father’s scarce-cauld coipse from the bed, 
this morning, searching for the son ! That 
bonny, sweet, young thing, Miss Magdalen 
Leslie, led like a lamb to the slaughter I — 
Nay, never lift up your threatening finger to 
silence me, Simon ; I carena who hears me, 
since it has come to this. If the meu of St. 
Ronan’s can thole langer, then tlie women 
cannot. If they winna use tlieiir swords, we 
maun try our distaffs.’ 

“Simon found tliis i-esisting spirit general 
throughout the village. Looms stood idle — 
smitliy fires expired — the shoemaker’s 1mm- 
mer and the cai-penter’s plane were silent ; 
for the death of Redheugh and tlie peril of 
his son were severely felt in tlie neighbour- 
hood, and the news of the forced nu])tials, 
which W^inrain imagined his owti profi)inid 
secret, flew like wildfire, and excited uni- 
versal, if stified indignation. But, though 
tliere was the low rrovvl of the coming 
tempest, our canny Sk-ots folks are never rasli 
of their hands — a^id, perhaps, it is just as 
well so, as once lifted they are no soon laid. 

“ Long before Simon Sloan reached Ran- 
dolph’s Tower, the worshipful curate had 
been called to minister spiritual consolation 
to that fair and penitent stray lamb of his 
prelutic flock, Madam Anne Clive, with whom 
deatli was dealing hard, it was said in the 
household ; though the reprebate, WniTOck, 
remarked, ‘ That it was long ere the De’ii 
died at the dike-side — and tliere would lie mfire 
news of Nan before she let Sir Marmaduke 
so easy off, as j,ust to slip away when it 
best suited him.* * In her chamber of was- 
sailry, tlie curate had often taken his plea- 
sure at the cards and the dice, and in dainty 
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I refections^ and dyed liis lips red in the blood 
' of the grape ; but it was a diauged scene 
that morning. Instead of the wild paroxysms 
of the former day, this evil-conditioned, be- 
trayed, and most miserable w^oman, aitected 
I great contrition, and sent petition after 
i petition, beseeching that Sir Maimaduke 
would, for the last time, see and forgive 
I her. He w’as in no humour of compliance, 

! and, indeed, violently chafed at the escape 
, of young Rutherfurd. He upbraided War- 
rock with treachery, and even threatened 
, him with the dagger he usually Avorc, when 
I the fellow replied Avith Avhat he considered 
. insolence. The friendsliip of the Avicked, my 
I friends, is a rope of sand, at best. Words 
j waxed higher and ruder; and Sfr Marma- 
duke in his frantic rage, struck at the man, 
AA’ho, in defending himself, at last struck 
again, thi*eAv doAvn his haughty lord, and 
rushed from the room like an incarnate 
fiend. 

Where AA’as the Master of Winram?* 
Avas his eager question. And it afterwards 
was surmised that he had meditated the 
violent confinement of Sir Marmadiike, and 
the betrayal of Miss Leslie into the hands of 
the son. The Master of Winram had rode 
off alone, at duA'-hreak, to a gmat hunting- 
match at BortfiAvick, AA^hich Avould detain 
him for a w'eek ; and, what was more won- 
derful to the household, Sir Marmadukc had 
jmt him liberally in funds. Warruck had 
probably foimed no other j)lan when he was 
summoned back to attend his niiftster, in 
Avhom low cunning for onc^ took placed of 
the vindictive rage and thirst of .'revenge 
Avhich belonged to his character, Se apolo- 
gized for his violence, and decl^d ' that 
Warrock Avas justified in defending himself, 
since he had so far forgotten their difference 
of place as to haA^e first lifted his hand. But 
tliore Avas a vengeful light in his puckered 
eye, a sAvarthy streak on the hroAv, a dis- 
tension and contraction of the nostril, AA^hich 
betrayed the strife of inward passions, and 
whicJi Warrock read ariglit, though he 
affected to receive tlie offered apology AAuth 
much gratitude and humility. 

‘And your prisoner, Wamck, my good 
felloAv — the fair recusant of the Tower — 
how fares it Avith Miss Leslie this morning? 
She must not bo disturbed with ucavs of the 
old man’s death, nor yet with tidings of the 
cub, until we have hunted him doAvn.’ 

“‘Of Avhich I don’t v'despair, if your 
honour’s hut patient. For the lady, she 
<;arries lierself bravely; and^ if she looked 


beautiful yesterday, is far more lovely to-day. 
When I walked up deaf Jenny Avith the 
morning meal but noAv, wc found her chant- 
ing psalms to herself like a lint-white.** 

“ ‘ Thanks, Warrock, for attention to my 
orders ! l\)or Nan, they tell me, is dying ; 
but the remembrance of faithful service never 
dies with me. Other modes may be found 
to rcAA^ard yon.’ * 

“Warrock bowed. ‘Simon Sloan, the 
travelling merchant, an! please yon, is hero,’ 
he observed. ‘ He begs me to say that he is 
w'clJ provided Avith such oommodities as* 
may befit Miss Leslie’s change of condition, 
and that he shall be proud to sIioaa' her his 
pavapliarnels.’ ^ 

“ ‘ For your life, no ! — no one shall cross 
that thveshhold. But you may yourself , 
carry up his Avhole stock of truiiijiciy for 
her inspection. All women are fond of gauds, 
and they may serve to divert her thoughts.’ 

“ Simon, who afterAA%‘irds told that he had 
been saying his neck-A’erse all the Avliilc he 
sojourned in this hold of violence, affected 
great reluctance to part sight of his goods in 
this unusual manner ; and ho stipulated 
finiily that they should not be exposed to 
the risks of any of tjic cutties about the 
place, Avho would think little of wHiipping 
out their shears and snipping off a suit of 
Mechlin pearlins — an article of choice deli- 
cacy, Avhich he recommended to Miss Leslie, 
and of wliich lie had sold the other half last. 
Aveek at NeAvark, to the ladies there. 

“ The pcdler’s commodities rcnewcil Mag- 
dalen's hope of farther intelligence. 'J'licy 
Avere searched oA^er and over, until Simon 
'became so clamorous^^r the restitution of 
his pack, that Sergea!].,!^ Warrock, fancying 
the lady ought to have made up her mind*in 
four hours, ventured to hint as much when 
he carried up her dinner ; and, farther, that 
poor Simon Avas peculiarly anxious about his 
Flanders lace, in which so muchfif his money 
Avas embarked, and of wliich ho Avould let 
her have a great bargain, as he Avished to 
send to Holland, by a sure fiiend going in a 
feAv days, for fresh purchases, and on a clean 
new score. 

“ Magdalen, trying to extract a meaning 
from this enigma, craved farther time for 
inspection, and again with trembling hands 
undid the lace card.^ How welcome was 
Simon Sloan’s three lines — ‘Be of cheer, 
madam ! Friends are not far off. If driven 
to extremity, crave to bo publicly married 
1 as befits your rank and fortune, in the neigh- 
j bonring chapel of St. Honan’s.’ Magdalen 
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was musing on this intimation, though re- Her glances intoxicate like philtres and love- 
solved not to act upon it till driven to extre- potions. •You fancy me bewitched, Master 
iiiity indeed — when the finery and fal-als Curate — it is verily so ; but, by Heaven, the 
wore again called for, and she directed some Sorceress shall burn in the same fireft that 
purchases to be made in her name, for which consume me ! By Heaven and Earth, she 
she said ‘she knew Master Simon would shall he mine ere twenty-four hours elapse 
give her credit until better times while “ ‘ The damsel will be niiicli ijavoured,* 

WaiTOck gallantly protested all was at his rejdied the servile priest, 

master’s* cost, who, with her good pleasure, “ Randolph, the degraded son of Sir Mar- 

proposed to inquire for her health that same madukc, though so weak in intelle/t as to be 
evening. Magdalen protested vehemently sometimes deemed imbecile, was not without 
against this visit. She was sick and worn, a spjee of that spurious wisdom, low knavish 
she said, tfnd entreated for one day to he cuffining, in his mental composition, which 
excused, just enabled him to perceive that his father 

“ ‘ 1 verily believe she wishes to be dab- had some secret object in sending him away 
blinyi by herself at these confounded peavlina,* at this jiinctui*c, and to guess it out. He 
said WaiTock to his master, ‘ and I consider also felt instinctively that ‘Madam Nan,’ 
this a lucky whim, as jiothing now prevents usually his enemy, could, if willing, prove 
me fwun setting out to look after her spark.’ an able ally. He soiiglit her j>rivately, and, 
“ The duty was too pressing to be delayed, while bis father and the household supposed 
I Permission Avas instantly granted, and he him at a distance, be remained secreted in 
' went alone, for Sir Marmadukc had sufiicient the suite of apartments appropriated to her 
occupation in writing letters and despatches, use. She was found in apt mood. Her 
i and preparing his friends to bear him out severe indisposition had failed to move the 
j in the criminal act he meditated. Tlie long of her sated paramour, who not only 

j and secret view which he had obtained of excused himself from visiting her, but ordered 
his victim — for, as ye may guess, it Avas Sir Warrock to close up the private commnnica- 
Marpiaduke Avlio«eaUvScd the preternatural tion Avhicli connected their respective cham- 
tremors of Magdalen qn the previous day, hers. This act of ropudiatif>ii, as she con- 

Avhen his baleful eye first fell upon her — siJered it, the varlet peiforraed with the 

had quickened* his purpose ‘and fixed his arrogance by which mean and vulgar minds 
resolution. i*evcnge the whips and scorns inflicted by such 

“;This is a creature Avho, Avith three vicious usiirpnrs as this Southron concubine, 
months’ jadishing, and a few Avecks at Court, - exclaimed, Avhen the simple 

a gentleman may hold up his face for,’ AV^|^|||H||M|^^lded his object in clandestinely 
—bis secret tJioiight ; and the high spirit circumvent his father and 

played .by the maiden at their iiUervie]j fel M roBPHyBP^ arrock — ‘yes! thus does 

confirmed the imm^sion made by her beaiitj^^^^Hnpunke Winraiii treat his only son. 
and natural air tEo’efineinent. Opposition^ lie remorselessly makes over to 
•to that indomitable w'ill, Avliich it Avas the poVerty and contempt, Avliile lie riots in the 

inarlndss of this violent man never to submit AA'ealth that should be yours ; and, by a re- 

to any laAA% human or divine, AAdiethej* of fiueinent of unnatnral villany, in marrying the 
reason or justice — gave fresh zest to the en- w'omaii destined ,b;^ himself for your arms, 
terpvise. ikor Avas time tohe lost; for ali*eady raises up a new race to undeiiuinc your 
there Avere intimations from Edinburgh that rights of birth ! While me ! — me! — he 
Miss Leslie’s friends and kindred were cla- consigns like a cast-off, Avorihless suit, fo his 
morons in demanding that she should abide insolent Jackman ! ’ 

the consequences of her alleged breach of the “ Her large, fierce, black eyes, Avhose 
laws against conventicles, in more decorous brilliance had so often been toasted in the 
keeping. orgies and revels of this doomed house, alter- 

“ ‘ I’ll Avoo her as the lion wooes his bride,’ nately dilated and contracted, scintillating 
Avas the proud and swelling boast o; this with the fury of rage and revenge, the jnoi'e 
presumptuous spirit • ‘ 1 began Avith desiring frantic that it Avas felt impotent, until mow 
her convenient fortune for my family — I am that the folly of Randolph Winrain hfid 
maddened with love for herself,’ he said to opened a iicav way. ^ You have sometimes 
Mr. Peter Otter, the* time-serving priest, deemed me y<fiir enemy, Mr.^ Randolph,’ 
‘There is absolute fascination in her blushing, she said, with greater calmness — ‘put my 
demure looks, and dove-like^ downcast •eyes, devoiion to the proof now. ^ Let me guess 
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your purpoae : you ttouH many tha heirew * Master of Winram, pry not too closely 
once destined for you. IsitnotsOl^ into the nature of secrets which give the 

‘“To be sure I would, Madam Anne — power of serving you. Be silent, and 

my father himself said so. Miss Leslie must follow me.* 

surely be the beauty of the world to have “ She took the dark lantern, and they 
converted Sir Father o’ the sudden to tlie cautiously proceeded. Her pulse throbbed 
Whigs, and niade him forsake you.’ with the intensity of fevered blood and 

“‘You shall marry her still,’ cried the strongly excited passions, while her enfeebled 
woman, unheeding the close of his remark. limbs shook under her ; yet she paused not, 

“ ‘ By my faith, 1 hope so ! — but how, or save to recover needful breath. The lonely 
when 1 — My father will kill me.’ passages were threaded, the narrow winding 

“ ‘ This night, or never, you shall so. woo stairn were scaled, locks and bolts gave way 
her that she shall be fain to consent. Sir to her morbid strength, while her^companion 
Marmaduke has ordered the banqueting hall shrunk too late from the consequences of 
to be prepared for a solemn festival. His his rashness. They stood in the strong 
bridal cannot even be deferred ui\til the chamber. . 

corpse of Anne Clive is carried forth from “‘Hist !* whispered ^lie maddened woman, 
her betrayer’s floor. My charge of fainily^ and she guided the .quailing youth to the 
jewels and papers has been reclaimed — aperture in the w&Il, which commanded a 
wrested from me ! — me ! the wronged, the view of the adjoining chamber. A night 
scorned wretch his falsehood has made. I lamp, burning feebly, showed the forlorn 
have been insolently w’amed, and through a girl, di-essed, but apparently asleep, with lier 
menial’s lips, that I cannot remain beneath head reclining on the arm of her chair, 
this roof for another day — consistently wdth “ ‘Here I leave you,’ whisjjered the 
decorum. The word, methinks, comes grace- demoniac ‘ Yet meth inks you scarce look 
fully from the lips of Marmaduke the bride- the joyous wooer. Courage, Master of Win- 
groom !* ram ! It is not with that cream-face and 

“‘This is nought to me. Madam Anne,’ loutish air your father, SirMarmaduke, wins 
interrupted the atolid person to whom the or 8ul)dues women to bis will. There, look — 
frantic woman appealed for sympathy. I have undrawn the bolt which divides you 

“‘True — most true — nought to any one from this Sleeping Bcautyi* Now, good- 
— and least of all to you. You cannot, how- night ! You shall be released anon. The 
ever, many this new paragon without seeing same priest who has come to minist'^r at 
her. I'hink not, young ^ deathbed, and to pronounce the nuptial 

have for all these years !)eeu ,^^^H||H|^^|^cdiction of the father, waits the pleasure 
friend of Sir Marmaduke »on.’ 

his secrets — ay, even in The feeble-minded Randolph would now 

Winram’s Wing. 1 shall be ydSS|HH|H|ra^^^ly have retraced his i^«?ps ; but his more 
guide ; all unable as I am, I shalllliP^li^ ^energetic companion a^i-wed no time for 
to. the secret chamber communicating ^t!i repentance. Like a spirit she suddenly" 
this girl’s prison. It is for youth and gal- vanished, locking him into the chamber, in 

lantry to win and wed her.' spite of his whispered entreaties ; and, wilh- 

“ If there were dark meanings in this out a pause, she sought Sir Marmaduke. 
speech, made tenfold more dark by the fiend- Her diitj vow of vengeance was^ breathed 
ish glance which gave it force, they were over his sleeping head, while the candle, 
probably lost on the youth, who had been which waved about, glared in his unclosing 
plied with wine, and stimulated by the eyes. 

flattery and sarcasm adapted to his rude “‘Waken, Sir Marmaduke! and thank 
nature. Two hours past midnight was the your stars, ingrate as you ai^, that fate has 
time appointed. Mystery, excitement, and left you one watchful and faithful friend.’ 
a feeling of curiosity which rose in his breast, “ ‘ Pshaw ! ’tis you, Nan. How dare you, 
combined to blind Randolph to the perilous wench, venture Uiis foolish intrusion ? Tiien 

consequences of his daring enterprise. yot^r dangerous illness • was feigned, as I 

- “ ‘ You have the Blue Beard keys, Madam supposed ? Get you back to bed, Anne — I 

Anne ? ’ he said in surprise* ‘ Is it then am not disposed for trifling ; and beware j 
true that yo^l can so drug Sir Father’s night- how you task my good nature in tliis fashion 
posset, that he sleeps when you will ? These again.' 

are the secrets of Court ladies.^ “‘T scorn your insinuations, as I do your 
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menaces. Yaar affairs — that which con- 
cerns your interest, your honour — has 

dragged me from my dying bed Ay, you 

wiTl listen now. Call up your faithful 
Warrock, Anne Clive’s intended master — 
ay, for that, too, I rest your debtor. You 
would marry the heiress whose person you 
have imprisoned. Even on this your bridal 
eve, your happy rival converts your prison 
into the chamber of dalliance. For this, 
too, thank your faithful, your convenient j 
Warrock.’’ : 

“ ‘ Woiiii*!, you rave,’ cried Sir Marmaduko, 
incredulous, yet perplexed. 

‘ I speak the words of truth. Do you 
fear *to abide the proof 1 If so, turn ye 
round and sleep again.* 

“ ‘ Though your tale^is false as hell, I will 
be satisfied ! ’ exclaimed the knight, and he 
snatched the huge hunch of keys which lay 
on the table by his bedside, left there by 
Warrock before his departure. Sir Marma- 
d\ikc found the fiM door locked ; but 
another and another of those at tlie feet of the 
different flights of stairs was found open, 
lie ascended with hasty strides. Magdalen’s 
prison-chainher was locked, and so was the 
stropg room. H** applied the key to the 
lock of the latter. If gave way ; hut his 
entrance was strongly opposed from within. 
He could disthictly hear the strong, quick 
bri'athiiig of the powerful ])ers()ii who resisted. 
He paused for an instant to form his plan. 
I’lie powers of hell were busy with liim then. 
The Wierd of the JYinmms was sealed. j 
- * lie sjiall perish in his guilt,’ W'as the J 
demoniac impulse ; and suddenly Sir 
duke doiihle-loc l^ the very door he lU^ 
just tried to and, unlocking Mag- 

dalen’s door, and violently dashing away 
whatever impediments her slender arms liad 
raised for her protection, he stood ii\ the 
middle of heu chamber, half-di^ssed, and in 
great disarder, Ix’armg a candle in one hand, 
and in the other his unsheathed sword. Miss 
Leslie had awoke in horror at the crash of 
the furniture she had piled against the door ; 
and now, uttering piercing shrieks, she gazed 
on die ten-ible apparition, as if an incarnate 
flend had started up before her. A minute 
dispelled supernatural terror, but recalled her 
wandering senses only to make her situation 
more terrible. Slw writhed and i*ecoiled, as 
if she would have shrunk from him into the 
wall, towards wluchshe crept backwards and 
backwards. 

« Pardon me, ’madam, if 1 have too 
abniptly broken in upon your pious orgies-* 
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the tender moments of your religious coiirt- 
sliip,’ said her visiter, in a low tone of bitter 
sarcasm, and ill-suppressed rage. * Have I 
interrupted the innocent psalm-singing meet- 
ings of plighted lovers before the hour that tlie 
obliging go-between warned them to part ? ’ 
You speak riddles which I care not to 
compreliend,* returned Magdalen, trembling, 
and yet affecting courage and calmness. 

" * I speak riddles, madam ! Let me speak 
plainer : Where lurks tlie traitor who has 
suborned iny servant to betray his trust? 
Ns^'^vonder the villain, thus sheltered, has 
hitherto eluded me. Thanks, madam, to 
your tender care ! ’ 

‘ I seek not to know your meaning, sir,’ 
cried Iflagdalen : ‘ Why am T thus subjected 
to indecent, to intolerable outrage ? Why is 
my chamber entered at midnight in this rude 
fashion? For God’s sake, Sir Marmaduke, 
leave me, if you would not kill me on the 
spot by your ])reaence I ’ And tears of agony 
and wounded modesty and pride burst forth 
in floods. 

“^Bymy honour, madam, but the cool 
audacity of the godly is truly edifying ! 
Have I indeed ventured to disturb your mid- 
night assignations before your pious souls 
were satisfied ? ’ 

Tliis is surely the language of madness,’ 
thought Magdalen ; and, again clasping her 
hands, she said, in a soothing voice, ‘For 
Heaven’s sake, leave mo ! — leave me but 
till day breaks 1 I’ll meet you in tlie chapel 
of St. Rpnan’s ; I will do any thing — only 
leKvo me now. 1 am a poor helpless thing ; 

Vrprthy your care ; nor yet your anger. 
If you would not see me expire before you, 
iaave me 1 ’ And sJie wept in silence, while 
Sir Marmaduke, bending liis dark visage 
over her, whisperr ^ — 

“‘Dare you aibnn that this villain has 
not been here ? ^'fhat — sec, madam ’ — and 
he snatched her hand, and pointed it in the 
direction of the aperture — ‘ that lie lurks 
not near you now ! * 

“ ‘ What villain, Sir Marmaduke ? Surely 
you are disturbed in mind ? WJiat shall I 
do for you ? Let me ring the Tower hell, 
and summon Warrock ! ’ 

“ ‘ Ha I Warrock — the faithful Warrock J 
No, madam, I will have no alarum sounded 
— no warning to auxiliaries. The tfaitor, 
James Rutlierfurd of Redheugh, is concealed 
in my house,, hidden here from my just 
vengeance— alia you know it.’ ^ 

“Magdalen became fearfully agitated. 
Could James, indeed, be near hart Had 
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his affection exposed him to peril in an 
attempt to see or relieve her ? Sh^ coloured 
and trembled like a guilty thing, and now 
dreaded to utter a word, lest she might dg 
some irreparable mibchicf. 

^ 1 ask again, madam, has not that felon 
and traitor ]>assed the night with you — 
yesterday — the former night— -in this cham- 
ber ? Verily 'tis wise to creep close to the 
fireside when tlie chimney smokes — all Scot- 
land had not been so safe a place of refuge 
for that outlaw as this house.* 

“You are distracted, sir,’ said Magdii’:^, 
rallying, ‘nor shall 1 permit this stain to 
^ rest on me for one moment, though coining 
from BO foul a source. No man has entered 
this chamber, save one who disgraces the 
name of man. I know not where the gentle- 
man to whom you allude may be. Him 
your opprobrious epithets cannot injure ; 
but God forbid that he too were beneath your 
j roof ! * 

I “A fiendish, exulting laugh burst from 
the< half-maddened Cavalier, as he caught 
the struggling maiden. ‘ Then my channing 
Puritan is still my own ! You swear. Miss 
Leslie, that you have not seen this person ?’ 

“‘Lot me go — for Heaven’s sake — for 
mercy’s sake ! ’ cried Magdalen. ‘ I will 
swear ! ’ But, dfsengaged aud pausing, she 
added — ‘ I am not of those who can tamper 
lightly with the sanctity of an oath, or pre- 
sumptuously appeal to Heaven.* 

“ ‘ You cannot then swear it ? * 

“‘I w'ill solemnly affirm on my honour, 
if that will satisfy you, that 1 have not been 
BO happy as to have seen the gentleman you 
speak of. Alas ! how should 1 1 ’ 

“ The pathos of her tone of regret inflamed 
her tormentor. 

“ ‘ I will have you swear it ! ’ he hoarsely 
whispered; and, clutching at her arm, he 
looked in her face with an expression wdiich 
made her shudder and shut ‘her eyes. 

“ ‘ I swear I have not seen James Ruthcr- 
furd,’ she faltered out. 

“ ‘ That he is not here ? ’ demanded Bir 
Marmaduke, fiercely. 

“ * I swear it ! * she again whispered ; and 
ovenvrought nature could hold no longer — 
she sank on the floor in a swoon. 

Doubly traitress, his blood be on your 
hefldi'* be cried. And he flung her slender, 
inanimate form under his arm, aud carried 
her aw'ay, deliberately closing, and locking 
every door of the tower in hia descent. 

“At the last — at that fatal iron door 
which cut off Winram’s Wing from the 


mansion, a distant yell was heard echoing 
through the stairs and long winding pas- 
sages. Sir Marmaduke laughed aloud like 
an exulting demon, little witting that he 
heard his own doomed son’s maddened cries. 

“ He bore the still insensible girl into the 
banqueting room, and laid her on a couch. 
I'lie windows of the apartment overlooked 
the cataract, and its boiling caldro.is. He 
deliberately opened a casement, and dropped 
tlie fatal keys into the abyss. 

“ ‘ Sink^ like my foe 1 — Neither heaven 
nor hell can now move me from niy purpose. 

1 take this bond of pride against relenting 

humanity.* T/ie JVierd of the TVtnrams, 

was gathering fast around the doomed race. 

“ The household was roused, and a female 
domestic and the curate summoned to re- 
cover and prepare the maiden for her h,yidal. 
She listened in stupor to the wily, supple, 
and flattering discourse of the priest, and 
passively suffcrcij^thc woman to arrange her 
hair and her dress. 

“ A sumptuous morning repast was mean- 
while served in the banqueting room ; and 
thither Sir Marmaduke, now attired in the 
gorgeous garbs of the period, conducted iier 
through the marshalled , servants, hastily 
attired in their best equipments. 'The 
family coach had Seen hastily prepared ; 
every horse was ordered out, and every man 
in attendance that could swell the luimbci* of 
bridal riders. Installing Magdalen in the 
place of honour, Sir Mannuduke, enacting 
the part of the gallant Cavalier and joyous 
bridegroom, took his seat by her side ; and,«,| 
if her pale features and distracted air be- 
trayed inward discomi)osure, it might, to 
* strangers and to the se^ Jilts, have seemed 
no more than was naturfl to her condition. » 

“ When the repast was over. Sir Marma- 
duke, accompanied by the curate, again 
ostentatiously led the passive maiden tjirough 
the line of domestics, to a small a,T)artment, 
fitted up as a chapel or oratory. 

“ ‘ Every thing has been prepared,* he 
said, looking round — ^ring, altar, book, 
cushion. Prying eyes and idle observances 
are, at best, a tax upon the felicity of a sea- 
son like tliis. I fancied that by this privacy 
1 might better consult the delicacy of your 
feelings. Miss Leslie ; though my fellows 
shall have their gallop to church, neverthe- 
less. Nay, a million thanks for that sweet, 
consenting smile! Proiseed, sir, with your 
office. Every minute seems an age that 
delays my happiness.’ < 

Tjie expression of mortal agony which 
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quivered for an instant on tlvo features of 
tile maiden, and which he cliose to interpret | 
into a yielding smile, gave place to stronger 
emotion, as lie attempted to lead her for- 
ward, that the marriage service might com- 
mence, 

“ ‘ Either this foolish jest is carried too 
far, or you, sir, are strangely practised on,* 
said M<%dalen, fixing her eyes upon the 
curate. ‘True, 1 am illegally detained in 
this house by Sir Mannaduke W inram ; hut' 
there his tyrannical power over me ceases. 

I am neitlwr so abject nor quite so helpless 
as he deems ; nor can the crime he medi- 
tates be perpetrated with impunity, enslaved 
as %iotland is. Though sir, have 

deserted the faith of gur fathers, and follow 
the Prelatic doctrine, ^^ou still profess your- 
self ilk Christian minister'. In the name of 
your sacred office, then, and as you value 
];eace of conscience, proceed no farther in 
this matter ! I call npon^^you to succour 
me ! - 7 - Against these unhallowed rites I 
shall ‘protest, before heaven and earth, till 
the last breath leaves my body.’ 

“ The curate was disma^^cd^and silent. 

“ ‘ Proceed with your trade 1’ cried the 
kniglit, in his iik)st imperious tunes, and 
knitting his brows — ^‘jthere will be time 
enough hereafter for the lady to j)lay off 
such coy airs send caprices.* 

‘"'‘Surely, madam, this matter has gone 
too^ ^ar between my honoured ])atron and 
yourself, to ])ermit retreat now,* whined the 
sneaking priest. ‘ I take it for granted, that, 
■^•tmtever ^oung ladies may fancy it becom- 
ing and maidenly to pretend, ^they know 
their own minds wj the minister is sent for. 
My function is tcCfe’iive to be tiiiled with.* 

• “ ‘ Grave and holy, and not t<J he desecra- 

ted the sanction of a crime so foul as 
marriage between me, the affianced wife of 
Mr. James Rutherfurd, and him you call 
patron. jN’o jtower on earth shall make me 
the perjured wife of Sir Mannaduke Win- 
ram. The very dross which he covets 
makes it needful that he should not at once 
take my life, were I his wife to-night ; and, 
while I live, to all Scotland would I 
denounce the hypocritical wretcli who, 
under tlie guise of religion, would act as the 
vile pander to the lust and rapacity of our 
tyrants.*^ ^ 

“ ‘ Beshrew' me, madam, hut this passes !’ 
exclaimed -Sir Marmaduko. ‘ This virago is 
one of the meek, maidenly Whig damsels ! 
But I shall find a ^ay to tame the pretty 
termagant.’ • 


“ The curate interposed ; he pulled his 
patron aside, and whispered in his ear. 

' Well, well,* returned Sir Marmadukc, 
leave you five minutes for persuasion, 

1 will, meanwhile, to see poor Nan, since 
you arc sure she is i-eally dying ; and you 
say she has some secret for my own ear, I 
owe something to her devotc<l affection.— 
Strange caprice of women, that one should 
affect aversion where another dotes rmd mad- 
dens with despairing love I* 

“lie locked the priest and the maiden 
ii»^ the cabinet; and, heated and chafed, 
hut trying to look ct)mposed, he proceeded 
to the darkened chamber of his paramour, 
whose sands were ebbing fast. m 
“ ‘ jfow now, Nan V he said, taking the 
clammy, yet buniiiig hand, stretched out to 
greet him, more struck tiian melted by the 
expression of fretful pain and ghastly hor- 
ror which alternated in the once beautiful 
I countenance. 

“ ‘ You are come at last, Sir Mannaduke 
— thanks for the last kindness you can ever 
grant on the entreaty of the once idolized 
Anne Clive I Do I see in you a married 
man V 

“‘Tush, Nan! — of that hereafter. We 
must part — hut he you wise and well, my 
girl, and you shall never lack a friend. 
Take your eyes off me, though — I don't 
like their expression ; yet I never saw them 
more lustrous, nor your complexion more 
brilliant — you ai-e, in sooth, a rare beauty, 
Nan — of tlie brunette species; and, though 
W’^aiTock, whom the Devil confound ! has 
proved traitor, we shall find you a good hus- 
band yet in Scotland.* 

“ There is a coarseness and an i»l)tuscnes8 
of moral sentiment in hardened profligates 
and debauchees, wlii*,th render them unfit to 
comprehend the feelings and pride of even a 
depraved and sln^uadess woman. The fasci- 
nation of the basilisk was in the glance of 
contempt and vengeful hate which the 
wretched leman darted on her com])anion in 
iniquity ; but it fell unmarked. He was, as 
ever, absorbed in self. 

“‘There was a secret, Anne, you wished 
to impart to my private ear — so says the 
curate — let me hear it now.* 

“ ‘ There was a secret, Sir Mannaduke ; 
but first* — and she clasped his lianJ— ^1 
have one last request to make — the veiy 
last. Our sins, have been mutual ; so let the 
expiation he. •In humility ayd penitence 
let us receive together the purifying and 
recoiioiJing rites of the chureh — you, before 
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you go to the ^tar, and I before 1 go henoe^ 
to be no more I* <• ^ 

** Sir Mannaduke, reckless reprobate as he 
was, startled at this. 

"^No, no, Nani In the farce of life, the 
time demands quite diiierent parts from you 
and me ; but I will pledge you, nevertheless, 
for ail Id I'angsyne — the rather that I am 
burning with thirst and devilry. I believe 
the wine will hiss in my throat.’ He seised 
and raised a large silver goblet,* brimming 
with wine, which stood on the table.’ ^ 

‘ Touch not that cup !’ ci-ied the wonhtn. 

* Profane it not — the wine is consecrated I’ 

** ‘ Tush, Nan ! ’tis never a hair the worse 
of the |>riest’s mumbling, as he meant not 
his mass for me.’ He drank long and 
greedily. ‘ Ha ! by my soul, generous 
liquor, though mine own. Come, Nan, now 
for your secret; but, ere I say fareweU, 
you shall pledge to the Bndegroom — you 
shall not bear malice.’ He held the cup to 
lier dry, quivering lips, and she gi*eedily 
sUckod rather than drank to the very dregs. 
The goblet dropped from her fingers, and 
rolled on the floor. She burst into a fit of 
shrill, delirious laughter, to which the cham- 
ber and the long vaulted passages rung in 
frightful echoes* 

“ * I have pledged my Bridegroom ! ’ was 
her shriek — ‘ the secret is out — the Wierd 
qf the Winram is on you !’ She fell back 
in strong convulsions, in the strife of which 
slie died as she had lived. 

Sir Marmaduke probably wished to be- 
lieve her delirious ; but a gloomy foreboding 
passed on his mind. He strove to shake it 
oiF — he drank more wine. 

“‘The traitor in yonder tower is safe 
enough,’ was his thought. ‘Never again 
shall he cross ray path, nor plot against his 
lawful prince. This stubborn girl shall bend 
to my will, and short spacf will reconcile a 
woman’s vanity to a brilliant fortune. Hell 
itself cannot thwart my purposes. Even a 
public wedding now suits me well* We will 
to church 1 No one shall dare whisper that 
her inclination lias been forced in this matter.’ 

“ When Sir Marmaduke rejoined the curate 
and the lady, he abruptly announced his 
change of rasolution,^* Miss Leslie shall be 
gratified. Our vred^ng shall be public. We 
will *liave no foul play.’ 

“ Instantly the household was in a tumult ; 
and, in an hour, the cavalcade muBtei*ed. 
i^r. Marmaduke lifted the*^forlom maiden 
into the carriage, and the curate took his 
plues'^MMe her, and closed the windows; 
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Sir Marmaduke mounted his high-blooded 
Arabian horse, the gift of the Duke of York, 
which pmneed and curvetted in its pride, as 
if to give the cavalier an opportunity to dis- 
play his mastery in Jiorsemanship before the 
eyes of his bride. 

“ ‘ Heigh ! but ours is a blithe bridegroom, 
Simmle !’ cried bleared Elspat Swinton, the 
henwife. ‘ And ye are mounted,® too — a 
fore-rider !’ The old crone had hobbled to 
the gate, to see the gallant cavalcade issue 
from the avenue. ‘ Set up packman bodies 
riding bluid-beasts as if they i.'ere gentle 
Swintons or Winrams ! And he is off like a 
fire-fiauglit, to warn the folk o* St. Ronan’s, 
nae doot, o* our braw bridal that’s conv'ii’.’ 

“ The train swept by. 

“ ‘ A blithe bride^groom, Elspat 1 ’ cried 
Simon Sloan’s friend, Sarah Stobbiei who 
stood with Elspat; ‘he is mail* like a fey 
man, rampaging and caprioling round the 
coach that gait. I wuss, I wuss bonny Miss 
Leslie may have gotten fair play among 
them. When I helped to prin her and busk 
her, but e’en now, she was liker a cauld corp 
than a blooming bride.* 

“ ‘ An’ is’t true that the breath is out of 
that painted Jezabel and. liarlot, Mrs. JVan, 
at last? Did ye tvy her with a looking- 
glass ? It will be an uncanny thing to bring 
a new-married wife hame tc her ain house, 
and a corp lying in’t. Seigeant WarrOck, 
when he comes back, will surely dispose o* 
the body before they return frac the kirk — 
unless the de’il o’ the wirricows flee away 
wi’t. Heigh I heigh I* heigh !’ . And ‘Lim* 
henwife hmf-choked with feeble jspitoful 
laughter. ‘ Madam Nai^was unco clever at 
counting the chickens jKra the eggs — she’s 
gane to her lang ’count nersel. She threat-** 
ened to tak Elspat’s bit post ower her head— • 
let her look to her ain. Heigh ! heigh ! heigh, 
Sarah I — I never saw gudo come o’ tliem that 
crossed me — I aye got my wuss ol thein.’ 

‘“Save us, Elspat! binna sae devilisb, 
and you sae auld ; though I’m no believing 
you the witchwife the countryside says.* 

“ ‘ Witchwife, say ye, lassi Na, I’m nae 
uncanny body ; but I somehow aye got my 
wuss o’ a* them that crossed me or contrad 
me — ^I dinna ken how it’s. And I’ll hae’t o* 
Randle Winram, too — the graceless young 
villain that killed my^-cat and scor^ me 
aboon the breath wi’ his whittle ; and black 
Warrock standing by laughing. I’ll get my 
will 0 * them baith, master and man.’ 

I. “‘For Gttdesake, Elspat, gim no that 
gait*sae spitefu’ like ! Ye shall put nane o’ 
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your cEUtvaips on the Master, Ooas ye like 
yvV the other blackguard. But it*fi time 1 
were looking after the dinner. An’ they 
ride that gait, helter-skelter, tliey’ll be back 
frae the kirk ere the brochc begin to spin, 
and Simon Sloan will win the bruse.’ 

As the bridal came in eight of the chapel 
of St. Ronan’s, an ill omen met them. A 
long funeral train of country-people was 
se^i leaving the burying-ground. Some 
were mounted, but many more were on foot, 
wrapped in tlieir maudsy as the , chequered 
shepherds’ •plaids of the south were then 
called, as now in our day. The curate, 
leaving the carriage, beckoned his patron 
aside. 

“ like not yonder gathering of Whigs, 
Sir Munnaduke. Your eyes are better prac- 
tised war and strategy than mine ; but I 
should not wonder if there were both swords, 
carabines, and pistols, under yon flutter of 
gray plaids. Are you quite well, my honoured 
patron ? You seem evil-disposed. Had we 
not better turn back ? The events of tliis 
morning have agitated you.’ 

“ ‘ Armed ! * cried the knight, carelessly. 
* Why, the gray geese mean to give the bride 
a fm dejaiey T presume, after having buried 
the Laird of Westercraft’s grand-dame. It 
is the countiy usage ; let us make haste. I 
do feel mortally unwell and disposed for 
home.’ 

“ ‘Had we not better——’ 

‘*but upon you, craven 1* interrupted the 
knight, angrily ; ^ you cannot mean it. 1 
iijswild not^ now turn* back if all the muir- 
land Wliigs in Scotland wer< embattled 
before me. 1 have been inactive of late^ 
the churls have f<C|^otten the terror of Win- 
cram’s name. You’ll I’ll but hold up my 
staff, and the bear broke loose shall take to 
his bind-legs and dance the saraband before 
his old tamer.’ 

So siiying, he struck the spur into his 
horse, and galloped to the chui'cU stile, his 
attendants pressing liavd after him. Simon 
Sloan, who already stood^ with two or 
three villagers, set up a cheer, which was 
gaily I'cturned by the bridegroom’s followers. 

‘’The funeral train seemed to have dis- 
persed ; and the wedding party dismounted 
and followed Sir Marmaduke, between whom 
and the curate bride was borne rather 
than led into the church. Her conductors 
recoiled for an instant. A coffin, covered by 
its wide floating pall, rested on trestles belpie 
the pulpit, and by it stood a tall, 
and armed mourner. « 
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THE WINRAMS. \ 

“‘This is “an unpleasant rencontre/ whis- 
pered the, alarmed priest — ‘let us retire until 
the chapel is cleared of the burial folks/ 

• “ ‘ 1 will not retire,’ said Magdalen Leslie, 
recovering from the apparent stupor into 
which she had fallen ; ‘ this is the burying- 
place of the Rutherfurds of Redheugh. Oh, 
welcome the sanctuary of their sepulchre 
rather than the marriage-bed you would 
prepare for me !’ 

“As she spoke, the cbapcl-door closed 
behind them with a crash, and retreat was 
; but WaiTock had entered. 

“‘Sir Mannadukc, you are a dead man !’ 
was his violent exclamation, as he ap- 
proached his master ; and the knig^it drew 
I the piltols from his belt, one of which he 
levelled at the mourner, who was ad- 
vancing — the shot had been drawn ! with 
the other, he struck with the strength of 
madness into the hard skull of his liegeman, 
crying — ‘ Hence to tlic hell wliich has ren- 
dered up this damned traitor I* With a last 
effort, he graspsd the shoulder of Magdalen, 
as if to tear her away from the advancing 
stranger, into whose arms she sprung. 

“ ‘ James I’ w'as the brief exclamation of 
momentary, indescribable rapture, ere Mag- 
dalen was claimed by her ipoU\)sr, and hurried 
into the vestry, while tlie confusion in the 
chapel rose louder and louder. 

“ Sir Marmaduke had sunk, overpowei-ed 
with the agonizing illness which had been 
dealing with him for the last hour, while 
young Elliot of Elshieshiels, and another stout 
yeoman — who had pinioned his arms behind 
— ^attempted to bind him. It was long laugh- 
ingly remembered that Simon Sloan, at this 
time, whispered, ‘ I darena lay a finger on 
his honour ; but here’s a bit gey teuch towie.’ 
And he gi-iiuied, na lie stretched tlie rope, to 
try its strength. 

“ ‘ Lay a hand^on him, and I’ll cleave you 
to the brisket I’ said Warrock, who had been 
only stunned by his master’s parting love- 
token, and who now raised him tenderly in 
his arms. ‘ His dead-ill is on him. Let him 
alone. See how he writhes and foams ! He 
is poisoned, I tell you. That hell-bitch who 
has gone before him has been bis death.’ 

“The dying man muttered some inarti- 
culate words, while his eyes rolled frightfully 
in their sockets, and his soul seemed ttf pant 
with anxiety to be understood. He, no uoubt, 
wished to tell that the prisoner he had doomed 
to a fearful deirth was his own son, and not 
James Rutherfurd, as he had believed, 
i ‘What said ye, my honoured maiter?— 

jt 
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Winrain’s Wing ! Alack I lie ia raving,* 
said Warrock. ‘Ho, 'there, ye villains! If 
ever ye had good at Winram’s hands, ride 
for doctors, as if grim Death 'were behind yon* 
Send an instant express to the Master of 
Winram'.* 

“Tlie wretched man became dreadfully 
convulsed. He was carried out, and placed 
in the coach, to be conveyed home. It was 
said tliat the last breath went out of him as 
he was carried over his own threshold, and 
that the wind instantly rose, while dreadful 
yclb were heard at the same time to ba^^e 
from the old Tower. The superstition of 
the vulgar long had it, that the Enemy of 
Man liad come to claim and hear away the 
soul of his vassal — of Winram, the mailslayer, 
and bloodthirsty persecutor. Part of the 
wild talo was soon loo fatally explained. 

“ Wari'ocik locked the corpse of his mastei*, 
now swimming in blood, into the haiK[uetiiig 
hall, and took horse himself to fetch home 
the Master of Winram. 

Need I tell ye how all that remained of ■ 
the last Winram 'was found, moutlis after- 
wards, hy the strangers into 'wdiose hands 
the heritage had passed ? Thus the Wierd 
of the Winrams was fulfilled — even wdiilo 
Magdalen Leslie was beholding her father’s 
honoured head laid in peace in tlie grave, 
and had been, in the same hour, joined in 
marriage with his son, standing hy his coffin, 
in the chapel of St. Honan’s. She had 
y itdded to the voice of her mother, who said — 

‘ It is now our duty not to lament the dead, 
hut to obey his injunction, and preserve the 
living ones, for whom his soul travailed. So 
says your mother, my Magdalen, and so 
enjoins the man of God, who is ready to 
perform the office — the friend of your 
father.’ 

" ‘ Disjwse of mo us you will, dear mother,’ 
returned the maiden, hiding her face in her I 
mother’s bosom, and, at the' same time, ex- ! 
tending her hand to James Kutherfurd. 

“ The activity of that niiiihle-witted crea- 
ture, Sikker Simmie, had provided against 
all mischances. Fleet horses stood, ready 
saddled, in the Cleikum stables ; uud, al- 
though the present circumstances of the 
House of Winram afforded the lovers a small 
respite from pursuit, they were far from 
being in safety. 

“ ‘ Six hours of a good round gallop will 
bring us in sight of St. Abb’s Head, whei'e- 
abouts Andro Baikie’s brig is rocking, and 
the Flusliixig sloop no* that far off,* said 
Simony. I’ll back the young guidwife 
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— that is, saving respect, the young lady o’ 
Redheugh — at a hand-gallop, against Mary 
Queen of Scots or Catharine Jamfrie, when 
she has will to the road.* " 

“ Magdalen smiled, even then and there. 
There was brief time for grief at parting. 
James Rntherfurd tenderly drew her away, 
while her mother poured those blessings and 
prayers on both in which many joKied. In 
a half-hour, they liad lost sight of St. 
Honan’s ; and years elapsed before the exucs 
again saw old Scotland — though James 
Rntherfurd had been in Londontuiore than 
once, on Secret business concerning the wel- 
fare of the kingdom and the coming over of 
the Prince of Orange. 

“ They came home at last, in the train of 
that great bulwark of Pi'otestant Ascension 
and Civil Liberty ;rthut a short time at, court 
sufficed Magdalen. She I'eturncd to Loch- 
keltie to her lady-mother, with her three 
bonny Dutch bairns ; and James lagged not 
long behind. ITe sat either for tlie king<lon» 
of Fife, or for Roxburghshire, in the first 
Parliament after the Glorious Revolution of 
1688, and was the very champion of the 
liberty of the subject. They were still out 
very young folks ; hut trial and hardship 
had wonderfully ripened their judgihent, 
wiUiout hardening their hearts. Magdalen 
Rutherfurd cared little to speak of her early 
adventures, save to her liushand or her mother; 
nor yet of the judgment-like dealings with 
the bloody house of Winram ; but 
Sloan, when he got a choppin of ale in his 
head, would screed it /iff’. His Bojouri\„iUw 
the Lowlands of Holland had given the 
ci^ature a great insight into his calling ; and 
he married Ailie Elliot, and became a bein 
merchant and bailie of Cupar, and snpportedi^ 
the Whig interest. Loth in the Couiioil and 
Convention of Burghs, to the day of his 
doatli. Tlie united family of Redheugh and 
Lochkeltie, no doubt, made so zt^lous and 
useful a friend some fitting propine ; hut 
what the amount might be was a dead secret ; 
only Sinibii left Ills descendants as many 
acres in the haughs of Leven as now makes a 
grand flourish on the brass-plate of a door 
in Edinburgh, and entitles his great-grandson 
to an esquire’s dignity in the almanack. 
Though Elslneshiels was liberated by the 
Glorious Revolution after an incarceration 
of nearly four years, he* >ya8 never satisfied, 
to his dying day, that the Immortal William 
was the wann friend*' of a Covenanted Kirk 
that he should have been ; nor, indeed, much 
better; than the Papist James VI. himself; 
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but bd got the Mains of Redhengli at an 
easy rent^ and fell calmer as old age drew 
on.” 

3 \.nd the vagabond Warrock ? ” inquired 
one of the Dominie’s auditors. 

There was a ky thing o* good about that 
swaggering ruffian, too. He hung long upon 
the Border, coun^nanced by the Jacobite 
gentry, f<ft his principles, and his skill in 
horse ills and the training of fox- hounds and 
harriers. If there had been such things as ' 
poachers in fhosc days, Warrock would have 
• been held ouc. He was hanged, at last, at 
Jeddart, for stealing a horse from the Cleikum 
Inn, (where the ungrateful vagabond got 
many 24 meal of meat' in his necessity,) which 


he sold at Carlisle. The w&thy landlord 
and owner would have let the villain off, 
and strained sore ; while our dame’s grand- 
mother swore it was aye believed thaV since 
Sir Marmaduke gave him that clink in the 
skull, and he had identihed the body of the 
man starved to death in the Tower as that 
of young Randolph, the Sergeant was not 
himself at the full moon. But a dour Whig 
judge was on the assize, who had no mercy 
for Jacobites ; so Warrock shared the IVierd 
of the^JVinramSy and of all those violent and 
exfummunicated persecutors of that time, 
none of whom, according to tradition, came 
to a peaceful end, and few of whom died in 
their be js.” 


NIGIIEAN CEARD; OR. THE TINKER’S DAUGHTER. 


BY Mns. JOHNSTONK. 


Thkrk is a region of tlie Highlands of 
Scotlapd, lying far 4 )eyond the usual range 
of summer tourists, and comparatively little 
known even to Southern grouse-shooters or 
deer-stalkers, whJbh, among the neighbouring 
clans’ and the Lowlanders on the border, once 
• bore tjie name of Lochnavem^s Country, 
Among its own people, when it had a people, 
this wild and romantic region was called, by 
^ ttwridiore resonant Celtic appellation of the 
“ Land of the race, \jtlioeMi\ or, of the son^ 
of the son of Raonull.” 

Lochnaveen’s Country,^ extending from the 
clntre of the island to the western seas, 
displays* a rare combination of soft and 
pastoral beauty, with the wild^ untamad 
grandeur for which tlie scenery of the High- 
lands is celebrated. There is hut one thing 
wanting : — the distant mountain peaks still 
rear themselves above the morning mists, or 
float in the golden ether of noon ; the upland 
loch spreads its translucent waters to the 
sun ; the sinuous frith winds up through the 
mountain ravines and sylvan glades, and the 
smaller streams rejoice^ each as it hastens 
down its own glen, to* join that abounding 
river which rolls its 5)lacid waters through 
the broadening strath;— those native pine 
and birch fdrests which have twice bowed 
their leafy honours beneath the golden axe 
of the Saxon, are springing afresh, — but# 
there is now no human eye to note tlfeir 
VOL. Itl. 


luxuriance. ^ Those gi’assy banks and hillocks, 
and desolated forms and hamlets, — 

EtemAl summer gilds them yet. 

But all except their sun is set; 

and Lochnaveen, with all its pastoral softness 
and romance, and wild grandeur, is to the 
stranger hut a melancholy country, Theiv. 
is no hunter on its hills, no fisher on its 
waters, no matron grinding with the quern, 
no maiden singing in the milking-fold — no 
aged w'oman plying her distaff in the sunshine 
— no husbandmen are returning from their 
daily labours — no little children paddling 
in the hums, A few Saxon shepherds, with 
their dogs, have fakt u the place of a nume- 
rous and tolerably ha])2)y, if not very enlight- 
ened feudal, or ratlier patriarchal population ; 
and judgment must chide with imagination 
ere one can all at once be reconciled to a 
change which the progress of society seems 
to have rendered inevitable, and which, we 
are bound to believe, must be for the best. 

But our tale belongs to a period previous 
to that complete revolution which sent the 
broken remnant of Lochnaveen’s clan to the 
rivers and lakes of Upper Canada, or redqped 
them to solitary units in the aggregate popu- , 
Istion of lowland cities. In the deserted 
tract to which our story refers, there remains 
little to show thaf a swarm of human beings 
once found a liome in its bosom ; yet- it is 
reniembereJ that the Chief of LochnaVeen, 
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in a cauBo ^ich he liked, could have led 
two hundred fightin;;^ men into the field. 
The rude sunken tombstones of a grave^yard 
placed within a Druidical circle, some retn- 
nant of the walls of a massive tower, or keep^ 
overhanging the lake, and near which there 
seems to have been a rude landing-place or 
jetty, witli here and thei’e a few patches of 
the brighter verdure of the aquatic plants 
which still point out the tiickliiig fountains 
of the ruined Bhalles or solitary cabins, are 
all that now remain to tell the traveller of 
what has been. There is, in particular^, one 
mass of j'uins which never fails to arrest the 
attention of the southern fowler or angler 
who chances to penetrate the mountain 
I’ecesscs of Lochnaveen’s Country : in a 
correi, or hollow, of the mighty Maam Tamar, 
as the guardian mountain of the region once 
was named, he comes suddenly upon what 
at first sight appears to have .been a rude 
chapel, or as probably a watch-tower, the 
‘ crumbling remains of which are in summer 
richly mantled witli ground-ivy, ferns, -the 
wild bramble, and the smaller arbutus. One 
or two scattered yews and cypresses of stunted 
size, may strike him with more suiprise, as 
these cannot, be of native growth. If he 
inquire into the history of the ruin, and his 
guide in the hill be a man of intelligence, 
skilled in the legends of the country, he will 
be told that this was neither chapel nor 
tow'er,,but that here stood the shielhig of 
Dmhuil nam Biodag^ i. e, Donald of the 
Dirk, a once famous hunter and bard, and 
the Tanist of Lochnaveen. He will be 
shown that from one opening of the correi 
this hunter chief could command by far the 
most magnificent sight which Scottish scenery 
affords, — the Hebridean Arbbipelago, jstretcl^ 
ing northward and southwa^, and lost in 
the haze of the Atlantic ; while, by another 
vista, Donald's eyrie commanded the moun- 
tain passes of the country, the castlft of the 
chief, the fair strath and the narrower 
peopled glens, with all their blue smokes. 

; If it be remarked, that the heap of stones in 
this singular spot, seems far too large for 
the remains of a hunter's bothie, he will 
Icam that this is also the sepulchre of the 
clansman ; and that it is,, moreover, the 
monumental heap of the Tinker’s Daughter, 
the cairn of Nighem Ckard* If our sports- 
man is not satisfied with this, he is, we fear, 
not likely to receive farthe:|j| information from 
his Highland guide ; ■ while his imagination 
maybe farther excited by recollecting that this 
sibgular name of the Tinkez^s Daughter 


is given to one of the most remarkable of 
the pictures in a rare, small collection which 
the tourist, with some surprise at its locality, 
stumbles upon in a ducal hunting lodge in 
the remote Highlands. Tins picture is one 
of the few masterpieces of Art which, once 
seen, can never he forgotten. Tt is that of a 
I girl in the dawn of womanhood, attired in a 
rich Celtic costume, thougli hel* touching 
loveliness shows no decided feature of either 
the Celtic or the Saxon race. The face of 
Nighears Ceard is sucli a one'* as Raphael 
might have painted in what fs termed his 
‘‘first manner,” while his young untainted 
imagination still bodied forth its pure ideal 
of youthful womanhood. It is one of those 
faces which makes the gazer forget its excess 
of loveliness as soul di’inks in the divine 
harmonies which? breathe from it. eVnd tJie 
fascinated beholder may gaze till a new idea 
mistily arises, as if he viewed that angelic 
countenance through a thickening atmo- 
sphere ; as if an overshadowing cloud u'as 
gathering over those sweet eyes, — half veiled 
by their tender lids, and looking down on 
the bridal ring — until he feel that ^those 
“ dark unfathomable eyes ” too surely— 
“Spsak of peace to be o'erlhro'wn, 

Another's first, — ^and then bur own." 

The impression carried away from the 
contemplation of this rcifiarkablc portrait, 
by persons of imagination and sensibility, 
will probably be a restless curiosity, nob* 
untinged with melancholy ; especially Avhen 
they learn that the Tinker’s Daughter was 
a Saxon lady, fragments of whose mofitnidT' 
Jiistory are still fioating on the broken tradi- 
tions of tile Northern Highlands. 

On each side of .tlie* picture of Nighean 
Ceard hangs a portrait, — the three seeming 
to complete a historical group. Ope of them 
isK described by tlie housekeeper of the Hunt- 
ing Lodge as that of “ the Chief of Lochna- 
veen.” It represents a very handsome y oung 
man, with the crisp golden locks, comploxion 
like the opening apple-blossom, and the sap- 
phire eyes, bright as a falcon’s at gaze, which 
bespeak the purest blood of Scandinavia, — 
of those valiant Berserkers and renowned 
Sea-Kings who conquered, and so long held 
regal possession of the islands and peninsula 
of Scotland, after having been expelled from 
every other part of tho British coasts. The 
other portrait represents a man farther ad- 
vanced in life, and .evidently of Celtic blood ; 
and if any of our readers can remember John 
Kemble, ^irty years sinee, classically arrayed 
in%ke Highland garb^ as he towered in his 
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stately march across 4 ;he stage in the opening business alone fashions men's minds; and 
* scene of Macbeth" to strains of wild mar- few Englishmen of that day could have car- 
tial music, then ** Donald of the Dirk" stands ricd the same sort of mental preparation into 
before his mind's eye. Highland tradition the semi-barbarous North. Besides an ex- 
beam that there were two distinct races of tensive knowledge of life and letters, Hill 
the tribe of Loclmaveen, the Dark and the had travelled . for several years in Egypt, 
Fair; and here, on each side of the Tinker’s Palestine, and other eastern countries ; and 
Daughter, were seen tlieir last reiiresentatives. if not by natural inspiration, then by voca- 
Our speiVtsmau or tourist has now seen the tion he was a dramatist and a poet,— r the 
monumental heap, and the picture of John GiLLT, in short, of a hundred years 

Ceard; but if, as we take for granted, he is since. 

a generous man, he cannot remain* long in Hill saw, in all its romantic and fasciuat- 

* that part of ^he Highlands without hearing in^ aspects, a state of society which has since 
of her again and again, and still in a way to been often described ; the nobler and bolder 
interest his feelings. As the courteous and lineaments fondly dwelt on, while those 

^ gratef»4l, though povcrty-stri(;ken Highland harsher features and dark shadings w’hich 
matron looks on the ui)*wontcd apparition of fell under the eye of the Englisliman, have 
the “ Schellings Sassenafdt^** which unexpect- been either dashed from the canvass or 
cdly relieve her extreme destitution, lying in very lightly touched. 

her hand, she will, when supplicating fervent Among the young persons whose ima- 
blessings on the giver, exclaim in her native ginations canght fire from Mr. Hill’s en- 
langnage, in almost the words of a poor Irish- thuaiastic descriptions of the wild grandeur 
woman, “ Oh, sure ! — and this to myself is of Highland scenery, the inspiration and ! 
the ‘ Blessing of Nighean Ceard' ” pathos of Highland music and song, the 

This has become a sort of proverbial phrase, patriarchal sway and feudal supremacy of 
to those who now use it, tliough its origin chieftains, and the bravery and devoted- 
is completely lost, when a northorn High- ness of clans, was Sarah Bradshaw ; — “ The 
lander, would express the deepest sense of Beautiful Sarah Bradshaw,*’ as she was 
unexpected deliverance fi:.om the extremity fondly called in her own cirele ; and rarely 
of his worst evils, hunger and cold. has the epithet been more justly bestowed. 

And this brin;^ us to our tale. Sarah Bradshaw was the only child of 

Tlie state of the Highlands of Scotland, a wealthy London goldsmith. She saw Mr. 

* prcvii)us to 1745, and to the abolition of HiU very frequently ; for her father was 

» the hereditary jurisdictions, had no parallel a principal partner and director of the 

among the civilized communities of Europe. York Building Company ; and ever the 
^ that picturesque state of SQciety still discourse between the imaginative girl and 

retained all its boldness of outline and fresl^ the romantic Aaron, was of dark pine 
glow of colour, it happened, from i)eculiar forests, splintered mountains, gleaming lakes, 

* circumstances, to attrsct.the notice of the and winding glens, with the sprinkling of 

poet Aai-on Hill, who, after a life of consi- chiefs and ladieb, doer, capejcailzie, and 
derahle vicissitude, spent amidst the bustle clansmen, necessary to give a living inte- 
of the world, and in various and polished rest to the poet’s (lelineations. It was to 
society, was j)Iuiiged for a length of time Sarah like readings Milton’s Gofnus, or the 
into the very inner heart of the Highlands, most witching pages of Spenser’s ethereal 
considerably more than a century ago. imaginings ; like living with Miranda in 

Mr. Hill’s business, in a country then her enchanted island, or w’andering with 
reckoned more wild and dangerous than the Rosalind in tlie forest of Ardennes. Sarah 
mountains and savannahs stretching between could have envied Mr. Hill his green wood 
the Mississippi and the great Pacific Ocean life, his birchen bower by the margin of 
are considered at the present day, was to that enchanted lake, where the wild deer 
superintend the cutting down of those native came to drink, and where the cushat 
forests, whose timber and bark had become crooded^ and where those lovely melodks, 
an object of speculatien to several companies of which she had picked up a few from 
of English merchants. No man could have Aaron’s whistling, rang all day to the ' 
been found Better fitted /or the enterprise, maiden’s light tojj, and the stroke of the 
Hill was, by constitutiop, a projector— Ban- woodman’s axe on the old gray* pines of 
guino and speculative. He also possessed ^ that primeval forest. ^ 

the activity and peculiar intelligence to whfch In tiie window of the small withdrawr^ 
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ing-room of a very small house in I;om« 
bard Street, and immediately* Over her 
father^s shop, Sarah was seated one fitfully 
bright April morning, occupied, or seeih- 
ingly occupied^ in making up a head-dress 
for her aunt, Mrs, Bridget ; stealing, now 
a few lines of the garden-scene in Romeo 
and JuUety wliich lay open on her work-table, 
now a quick glance at what gay dames 
and young cavaliers alighted from their 
coaches, and entered the shop below, and 
perhaps one more furtive at the , large 
mirror, which reflected her whole pUite 
flgui'e, and all the substantial luxuries and 
tasteful decorations of her gay and pretty 
apartment ; not more gay and pretty than 
its youthful mistress, as she sprang up, and, 
screening herself behind tlie drapery of a rich 
window-curtain, stole a yet closer view of the 
very handsome young man — " a young gen- 
tleman of very striking figure indeed,” was 
her mental reflection— whom her father fol- 
lowed to the shop-door, and held there for a 
few seconds in earnest conversation. A pro- 
fusion of golden, short curly hair, breaking 
round a face of the richest bloom, a nose 
slightly aquiline, and the small delicate 
mouth, and round, cleft chin of an Apollo, 
tempted the maiden to a yet nearer inspec- 
tion, when ‘‘ the hawking eye,” the bright, 
sapphire, piercing eye, appropriate to such 
a face and complexion, pounced upon the 
peeping damsel, and, wdtli a heightened 
colour and slight flutter of nerves, Sarah 
drew back as the ydung man very slightly 
touched his hat to her. ' 

Mr. Bradshaw, at dinner, — then taken by 
London citizens at the fashionable hour of 
one o’clock, — could recollect of no gentle- 
man who wore his *‘owii curling, ^Iden 
hair without powder and ns SaraFs sly 
interrogatories — for she intended them to be 
very sly — disturbed his ordinary fifteen 
minutes’ nap before., going back to his shop 
precisely at three o’clock, he told her rather 
gruffly that he had something else to note, 
than either the eyes or noses of his cus- 
tomers. 

1 dare say, my dear, it might be Lord 
John Montacute. He is getting his aunt 
Lady Betty’s jewels set for his bride, Miss 
Courteney,” said Mrs. Bridget Bradshaw, 
the sister of the goldsmith : ‘‘ The family 
jewels go to the elder branch. All the 
Montacute family are saiidy-haired.” 

•• Sandy-haired, dear ' abnt ! this w^as hair 
of sunbeams !” 

. “*That may be, my d6ar child, though I 


can’t say I "ever saw hair like sunbeams, 
often as I have been employed in plaiting 
hair of all shades for lockets, rings, and 
pins, for my grandfather, father, and 
brotlier. Bjuushaws & Bradshaw is not a 
firm of yesterday, Sarah ; we can, I have 
heard my poor father say, trace the com- 
pany almost up to Shore, the husband of the 
unhappy Jane Shore you havVs seen in 
Covehi Garden Theatre, my love.” 

Sarah heeded not her aunt’s antiquities of 
the firm . her fancy w^as still disporting with 
the tangles of that hair sunbeams.” « 
How noble and picturesque a figure were 
this — a hunter or an archer among Mr. 
Hill’s wild-wood glens of the Highlands !” 

Tlie dignity and ..antiquity of the firm 
were, on this afternoon, quite lost on Sarah, . 
though, in geners^, she entertained OAhccom- 
ing, if reasonable, value for the consequence 
she derived from the great wealth and the 
local respectability of her long-established 
family. 

In ordinary circumstances, a new dress, 
a drunty — as a fashionable assembly was 
then called, — or a night’s sleep, might have 
freed Sarah’s fancy from “ the tangles” of 
the stranger’ll hair. The imprcusioii was 
not, however, eflaced wlicn Mr, Hill on this 
afternoon appeared, self-invited, as he often 
did, at Mrs. Bridget’s tea*tablc ; to wliich, 
indeed, his chief attraction was the Sweet- 
ness, sprightliness, and romance of a, charm- . 
ing young woman, whom he had known 
from lier infancy, and loved as if she had 
been his favourite niece, or younger stewi 
whose romantic tendencies he haX helped to 
inspire and foster, and, above all, who 
understood and listened to liim with evident ' 
pleasure. * 

** Ah, ha, sparkler ! 1 have caught some- 
thing worth showing you at last. I give you 
three guesses, fair Sarah : what is it, now ?” 

“Verses to the air I planned you last 
night? — I know the wares you deal in, 
good uncle. Perchance your last ode to 
tear up into nice crispy papillotes ; a fresh 
pot of mignionette for my cockney-balcony ; 
or a mandarin, oi* other China monster, for 
my chimney-piece? — No bounds to your 
bounty, I know,” said Sarah, laughing, ' 

“ Nor to your gratitude, my saucy mis- 
tress ; at least since I presented yon, fifteen 
ears ago, with that little gilt Dutch-built 
usband of sugar-paste, at BArtlemy Fair, 
which you crushed to pieces in a pretty 
rage, because it did not speak and look like 
‘ a right true man.’ I have caught you a 
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^ right true man* to-day, Sarah,— one of 
the finest-looking fellows* I ever met with in 
any country, — Lochnaveen, a north-* western 
chief: a real, live Highland Chief, Sarah/’ 
Heavens !” cried Sarah, dropping the 
Mechlin frill at which she plaited. 

Mr. Hill smiled at what he imagined the 
effects of his former poetical discourses on 
the Highlands ; and old Bradshaw, rubbing 
his eyes, said, half-awake, Oh, ay, true ! — 
Lochnaveen do you call him % That is the 
sandy-haired young gentleman you saw to- 
► day, Sarah. *-061 us tea, child.” 

Sarah needed not this information ; in- 
stinctively she knew that the Highland 
Chief ^nd the golden-haired stranger were 
the same individual. , Destiny — presenti- 
ment — all the romantic machinery of 
incipient passion — Avere already at AA'ork in 
the fluttering bosom of the goldsmith’s 
daughter. Her fate went far to prove that 
their mysterious fore-shadowings may some- 
times be more than a jest. 

“ Don't be in such haste mustering your 
cockle-shells, Sarah,” said Mr. Hill. ‘‘ I 
took the freedom, as my friend Lochnaveen 
is i|[uite a stranger in London, and, I dare 
say, tired enough of his solitary coffee-house, 
to aslv him to take tea Avith Mistress 
Bridget. We must not deny hospitality 
to the most hospitable people on earth: 
besides, we have our oak-bark business to 
, talk over, you remember, Mr. Bradshaw 1” 

, Old* Mr. BradshaAV, though rather dis- 
posed to resent this inroad on his domestic 
>-.pat-vacy, received his distinguished guest 
Avitli tiiat sort of gi’uffi blunt, but hearty 
civility, ’ which Avell enough became tlib 
iudependcut and wealthy London tradesman. 
• Mr. Hill had severaf motives in forcing 
the introduction of Lodmavecn upon the 
London citizen. Like most human motives 
they Avere oddly enough mixed and tangfed. 
He wished*to show the already half-enlight- 
ened Chief, whose bold, noble bearing and 
manly character he admired, that there were 
other worlds not inferior to that in which 
his towering pride and absurd prejudices had 
been formed and fostered. Besides Aaron, 
the philosopher, wished to contemplate the 
pride of hereditary wealth, (Bradahaw bei^g, 
as Mrs. Bridget said, no new name hi trade,) 
conflicting with the jpride of Highland aris- 
tocracy, — aristocracy in this cas^ in the 
pure abstract J fur both Mr* Hill and a cer- 
tain BhlMe Hossack, factor aiid factotum of 
Lochnaveen, knew h<rw little of real and 
tangible metallic substam^ swelled out ^at 


enormous magnitude which the young Chief 
occupied in his own esteem, and in tiie fond 
conceit of his clan. Nor were these Mr. 
Hill’s sole motives in bringing about this \ 
acquaintance. The poet longed to witness 
the effect produced % his handsome high- 
born hero of the Highlands upon his roman- | 
tic city heroine,— to test if it were indeed 
true that there might bo moi'c genuine 
nobility of nature, more of genius and feeling, 
and of the finer essence of humanity, in a 
London shopkeeper’s daughter, than ani- 
mated the mind and warmed the heart of 
the lofty and far-descended scion of heroes 
and bards. 

“ Mac Mie RaonuUy the Cliief of the Clan 
RaonullJ” said Aaron, gravely and formally 
introducing his friend into the snug city 
drawing-room, which, to the ladies, appeared 
at once filled with his stately presence. 

“ lu Loudon, however, dAvindled into plain 
Mr. M*Ranald of LochnaA'ceii,” continued 
Mr. Hill. ‘‘ He ought to be welcome at 
every fireside in England, whose hospitable 
castle door was ncA'er yet shut against the 
stranger of any land.” 

Mistress Bridget curtsied to the lowest dip 
of Queen Anne’s last draAving-room, and 
Sarah, looking very demure, in spite of Mr, 
Hill’s intelligent glance, wliich she studiously 
evaded, bended in courtesy like a Clari8.sa 
HarloAve ; and was rather relieved that the 
Chief did not particularly notice her. It 
Avas an escape. 

I had the plcasui'e of seeing the gentle- 
man in My Shapy this moniing,” said old 
BradshaAV sturdily. He could not under- 
take the pronunciation of Highland names 
iior titles. " I giA^e him a hearty welcome 
to a plain Loudon citizen’s fireside, — to a 
castHl^ if you will, friend Aaron, — every 
Englishman’s house, man, is his castle.” 

The young Chief would have belied his 
birth and his country, had he, when temper 
served, wanted tacty — Hi quality how inferior 
to intellect, how different from humanity, 
though often mistaken for boUi. 

“ Chiefs and clans !” said he, Avith a slight 
smile, ‘^nonsense every AAdiere, but nonenti- 
ties in England ! I am astonished that Mr. 
Hill can have loaded his memoiy witli our 
treufh of bardic rhymes and clannish genea- 
logies! To me, Mr, BradsliaAv, no Wrth 
nor growth is at present of half so much,' 
consequence as that of my oak-sticks, and , 
my two-year-oli stirks. — This ^droving of 
cattle promises well for us.” 

“ Come J the young Scot is not ^ very 
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rampant a fool, after all,’’ thought old Brad- maintained, what wae probably the simple 
shaw. . truth, that the beautiful foreign wife of her •* 

“ I won’t call my young friend nn egre- ancestor, Nathaniel Bradshaw, was a Vene- 
, gious hypocrite,” thought Aaron ; yet in tian girl of pure Christian blood, that had 
the halls of M^Raonull, six inches of the eloped with the young Englishman, who, for 
ready steel of my other friend Donhuil nam a year or two, had studied some nice branch 
Biodag (Donald of the Dirk) had requited of his art under the tuition of her father, 
that speech, if seiiously uttered by Saxon As has somethues been observed in greater 
lips; ay, and no questions asked, — no families, the beauty of the Venttian girl, 

* ferowner’s-’ quest law* to interfere, nor any after a slumber of two generations, had 
other law.” broken out with augmented splendour and 

During this conversation, Sarah, not yet more finished delicacy, in her granddaughter, 
seatedj had been arranging and disarranging Sarah. The fine painting l)y Si’- Peter Lely, « 
the beautiful little filigree tea-china, which in his best days, to which Mr. Plill now 
might have been made for the use of the directed the attention of the Chief, might, 
Fairy-Court ; and which, long afterwards, indeed, have been taken for the por^ait of ' 
found an honoured place among tlie trea- Miss Bradshaw. The resemblance was 
surcs of Strawberry-hill, as the Bradshaw striking and true to the most minute parti- 
Porcelain.” She had not spoken one word, culars ; even to <the small and delicately- 
and was relieved to find that she still pa.ssed formed hands and feet, the long, slender, 
unnoticed by the Chief. Yet intensely did swan-liko neck, and the arch sidelong cx- 
she hang on every syllable he uttered ; and pression of the up-tumed side-face ; but hou' 
at his equivocal and depreciating sentiment could the painter’s art represent those eyes, 
about his country, her sweetly-murmured, deep and dark as midnight, yet swimming 
involuntary and half deprecating whisper so softly in humid brilliancy, or the delicious 
of — Ah, no, sure !” made him look hastily languid movements of the nymph-like figure, 
round. and all the bends and graceful undulations 

** The hawking eye,” was again all abroad of that small finely-shaped head, so iinliko 
over the lovely and suddenly-crimsoned face, in their light contours to the massive northern 
Sarah now, in deep confusion, played off beauties which Lochnavecn had been accus- 
aud on with one of the richly jewelled rings tomed to admire. “ 

she wore. It slipped from the slender finger What a heaven of breathing loveliness was 
on the Turkey carpet ; and the young Chief, comprised within that little face, wdijch he 
with that deference to her sex and pemonal could have covered with his broad fair liand. , 
channs, to which neither birth nor wealth Lodinaveen could less readily interpret the 
gave her any claim with him, stooped, varying expression which often gjanced fei S h " 
recovered, and gracefully presented it to the the living soul of that beautiful countenance, 
deeply blushing owner ; his genial vanity In the fashion of that day, Sarah’s hair 
not a little gratified by the maidenly, bashful was drawn up from her high forehead ; but, 
flutter of her whom he recognised as the in defiance of fashion, a few' stray ringlety 
peeping girl of old Bradshaw’s window.#^ of a rich, waim, deep brown, shaded her 
Mac Mic RaonuU had the catholic taste teqiples and neck, and were partly tucked 
of a Highlander, and was^ moreover, just of back behind the small, shell-like, rose-tipped 
the age to admire beauty and womanly ears. Whether it be time or n«t that all 
fascination, wherever^lie found them, — ay, semi-barbanans are fond of “ baubles ” and 
even in “ a Tinker’s Daughter for such, glitter, and that even the chiefs of the Gael 
in the pride of his Highland blood, pre- were at that period little better than bold, 
judlces, and education, appeared to him warlike semi-barbarians^ it must be owned 
the beautiful Sarah Bradshaw. that the rich ornaments of Nighean.Ceard, 9 . e. 

Exquisitely beautiful she certainly ap- ^^the Goldsmith’s or Tinker’s Daughter,”* 
peared, and of a style of beauty as new to came in for their full share of the High- 
the Chief as were to her his fine form, his lander’s admiration. 

goldTen hair, and glowing complexion. Bradshaw, though a man of plain character 

The scandalous chronicle of either the and manners himself, was fully sensible of 


Ward of Cripplegate, or Farringdon Without, 
bore, that t;ii6re was some trifling mixture of 
Hebrew blood in the family of the rich gold- 
smiths ' Mistrm Bridget, howWer, stoutly 


the claims he possessed from his wealth and 


* Highland pride had ne other name for those who 
ffafiicked in gold, and acted as the bankers of that age, 
than'TVftiber. 
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9 $andinff; a quality, iu liU regard, at any 
time equivalent to 9tati<m, He would, 
besides, have thought, that to have his only 
child, and heiress, arrayed with less cost 
than she usually exhibited in her attire, was 
defrauding the commerce and arts of the 
country of the encouragement due to them 
from a man of his fortune. The costly 
diamond apendants that glittered, half-con- 
cealed, through those silky ringlets, — the 
diamond buckles of the embroidered slippers 
that shoatli^d those slender feet wljich 
** LiliiQ little mice crept out and in,** 
below the full drapery of the rich, 'brocaded 
petticoat, therefore camo iu for their full 
shai-e of the admiration of our young Chief, 
thoii^i the loveliness yf the wearer predomi- 
nated. 

“ Clpuld life and healUv he shut up in so 
I slender and delicate a form 1 ” came to be his 
^ mental question ; and he soon learned that 
life, and health, and gaiety, fine talents, un- 
common generosity and sweetness of nature, 
and, above all, a true woman’s heart, capable 
of the deepest and most passionate attach- 
ment, were all enshrined in that most delicate 
j shape* Such knowledge was not acquired 
1 all at once; aud,Jikc many mortal lessons, 
if it came not too late to benefit, it came far 
too late to bless. 

“ Is not this rt noble specimen of the High- 
land chief, fair Sarah?” said Mr. Hill, when 
Lochpaveen and her father withdrew. “ Here 
is a man now, alisolutely worth a fine woman’s 
falling in love with.” 

-^oarah, tjiough not*, in general, tlie most 
silent of damsels, at least with her adopted 
unci**, Mr. Hill, made no reply. 

“■ I protest, Mr.. Hill,” said Mrs. Bridget, 
••^Mr. Makmukrandluk'is, besides being hand- 
I some Enough, — that is, for a man, — and I 
I think, my dear, it must have been him^you 
saw this morning ** 

** 1 dott’t think it was,” said Sarah, with 
quickness of manner, and yet mental hesita- 
tion. 


man appeared before us iii such uneMmly 
attire.” . 

“ No, no, my dear Mrs. Bridget, « — I only 
whispered that awful probability exactly as 
he was announced, to put you on your guard 
in case of the worst. I cannot, though” he 
added archly, “imagine what frightened 
pretty Sarali ; she could not have overheard 
my alarming whisper.** 

“Don’t call me pretty Sarah any more, if 
you please, sir,” said Sarah, lialf pouting ; 
“you forget that I grow old now.” 

^ “ Indeed !** cried Hill, smiling with mean^ 
ing. 

“ But, my good Mr. Hill,*’ continued Mis- 
tress Bridget, “as Englishwomen,— celebrated 
over tub whole globe for their extreme deli- 
cacy and modesty,— 'the hare idea of drinking 
tea in the same room with a gentleman in a 
— a — petticoat — a short petticoat! — to my 
niece and myself ** 

“ Lochnaveeen would be shocked to offend 
your delicacy, madam. He leaves his phili- 
leg at home, along with several other of his 
national habits, even more exceptionable, 
perhaps, than this offending garment — 
which, by the way, the Chiefs seldom wear. 
Their costume is the trnis^ a long light panta- 
loon and stocking in one piece. I assure 
you, Sarah, if you saw my friend Mao Mic 
Raoniill in his native tartans, with his 
dhu in his belt, and the breckan plume 
dancing in his bonnet, ycwi would see a fine 
fellow. With Ills foot on the Rock of the 
Chitheringy the war-pipe and the cry of 
* Craigdhu * ringing in his ears, and his clan 
trooping in and mustering around him, 
Ranald looks twice the man he appears in 
London streets : — as mighty a difference as 
is between the qigle imprisoned and the noble 
bM hovering free eTiove his mountain eyrie.” 

“ He looks the noble Chieftain even here,** 
thought Sarah, and she said aloud, “ Is it 
not mortifying to hear this gentleman, with 
his proud, brave lookff and lofty port, — with 
the exterior of one bom to command, and to 


“I mean to observe, Mr. Hill, that Mr. 
Makmuknindluk, besides being handsome 
enough for a gentleman, is a very well-bred 
man indeed ; that is, never to have lived in 
Lon’on. 1 expected to see somethii^ like the 
Indian kings my poor mother visited, of 
which we read in ^r. Addison*B Spectators. 
Fie ! then, Mr. Hill, the gentleman does not 
wear that short, chequered petticoat you 
spoke of, — which wohld, indeed, have been 
extremely awkward,* not to say indeedrons 
towards my niece and myself, had any gentle- 


lead on his fellows to noble and chivalrous 
deeds, and to whom high thoughts should be 
native and familiar, — lessen and scorn at his 
natural advantages. — Oh, if I were the head 
of one of those brave tribes!” — And the 
enthusiastic girl clasped her hands. 

** You would be the thing in the wodid the ' 
most unlike this Chieftain’s moUier, Sarah,” 
said Aaron, smiling. **Nighean D<maxkd 
Ruadh, or the m Daughter of Red JOuMS0n, is 
a proper Tartar — who would *mafce less of 
a man’s life, who chanced to offend bgr, than 
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your cook would of a live lobster for fish- 
saucc. And, pardon the Chief, jny pretty 
oM Sarah ; no man breathing has a loftier 
notion of the dignities and immunities of his 
High Mightiness, Jfac Mic Raonull^ than has 
Master Ranald. I don’t know whether to 
smile or admire, when 1 know that in his 
secret heart, and witli great natural slirewd- 
ness, and even a sort of half-civilized educa- 
tion to boot, my friend does, at this moment, 
consider himself at least twice as good a man 
as the King of England ; or, as he w'ould 
say, the Elector of Hanover. You admired 
his ease of manners, Mistress Bridget : — I 
assure you Lochnaveen would be quite as 
much at home in the Court of St. James’ as 
in your drawing-room. You cannftt ctannise, 
my dear Sarah, what an immensely gi‘eat 
man a Highland Chief is ; and, like whales and 
krakens, and such sea-monsters, the farther 
north— t lie nearer the pole they are — the 
more swollen and huge do we hnd them.” 

Sarah permitted Mr. Hill to smile, or scoff, 
if he chose : — she admired with earnest re- 
verence. ‘‘This 'Was the true nobility — in- 
dependent of every thing extrinsic ; this was 
native grandeur of soul.” Sarah saw that 
soul through a woman’s eyes in her friend’s 
animated pictures of the stirring pibroch, the 
thrilling war-cry, the thronging clansmen, 
and, above all, the handsome young Chief. 

“ City Tnarriages*^ were much rarer among 
the English nobilij.y at that period than they 
have since become. And Mr. Bradshaw had, 
at all events, even then, too much sterling, 
sturdy pride and English good sense, to be 
ambitious of a noble alliance for his heiress, 
though he might have suspected his daughter 
herself of such a weakness. But that she, 
the darling of a circle of wealthy kindred, i 
and his beloved child and sole heiress, should 
place her affections on a Red-shank a 
Highland Scot — something far more wild s 
and outlandish than a mere Scot — appeared 
as improbable as if she had actually fallen 
in love wdth the leader of a predatory Arab 
tribe, or with one of Mistress Bridget’s 
Indian Kings. 

Had the passion been mutual, this feeling 
of astonishment was not likely to be confined 
to the goldsmith: — The clan, the proud 
kinsmen 5 above all, the mother of the Chief, 
would have been as little prepared to seejiim 
bear home, as his bride, the daughter of the . 
Veritable Irish Tinker who strolled in his 
yaUeys, as tlie heiress of Saxon churl, 
^Iji^^ver rich — a London Tinker., Hex lan- 
l^l^e )^ad.no appellation to distinguish be- 


tween these piofesrions; nor, in Highland 
minds of that day, was there a shade of * 
difference, save that the “ Saxon Caird ” 
might possess a little more pelf, — an excel- 
lent commodity when it could be obtamed 
from the Southron by strength of arm, or 
sleight of hand ; but to gain which, no man 
boasting the name of Raonull could be so 
utterly base as to degrade his blood 4)y matri- 
monial alliance. 

The young Chief of the clan Raonull was 
a posthuipous child. He owed liis very ex- 
istence to tlie prejudices of countiy and birth. • 
The vast and unproductive mountain estates 
had fallen to a female, worthy to have inherited 
a male fief ; to have led clans to battle ; and 
better fitted to wield pistol and dagger than 
spindle and distaff. Rather late in life, and 
solely upon reasona.ol State, iWyAeaw Dq^achd 
Ruadhy in preference to every other suitor, 
had man'ied a distant kinsman, an idle, 
handsome, good-for-nothing fellow, who, liy 
a rapid succession of deaths, w'as left the 
nominal Chief of his dan, though laird of 
only liis dogs and fowling-piece. » He died, 
or was killed — it was never well ascertained 
which — ^in a brawl, at a bridal, a few mon’tbs 
after his mairiage. The (^hieftainess assem- 
bled the elders of the tribe, and declared her 
resolution, if her expected child was not a 
male, to marry, next in order, Donhiiil mm 
Biodagy the next male representative of the 
tribe. 

Donald of the Di%% then a mere stripling, , 
was, by the birth of !^nald, disappointed of 
the matrimonial honour thus intended hiniM$ • 
but next to the boy-chief in influence as 
in' rank, he, the Tanist^ lived the guardian of 
young Ranald’s person, aqd of the honour of ' 
the clan ; that homage and reverence being* 
paid to his blood to which fortune gaifc him 
no claim. His skill in the chase — for the 
country still abounded with game of all 
kinds — furnished Donald’s only ostensible 
means of living. Most of his days were 
passed in the solitude of the mountains, 
where he gtalked the deer, feeding an enthu- 
siastic fan^ on inspiring traditions of the 
past glory of his race, or amusing his lone- 
liness with the wild songs and poetry which 
he composed in honour of the departed heroes 
of his clan ; or with dreams of war, and love, 
and battle, diablerie and faery ; and with 
the Boadicea of his imagination, Nighean 
Donwihd Rmdh. 

A lady who possessed such peculiar and 
independent jnotions of matrimonial ties as 
tlfc (^hieftainess^ and wlio had gone such 



NIGIIEAN CEARD ; OR^ tHE TINKER'S DAUGHTER. 20r 


lengths to preserve the blood of Raonull free 
from foraign taint, — that is, from Saxon 
intermixture, — was not likely to be easily 
satished with an English bride for her Chief, 
and only son, — no, not if that bride had 
boasted the blood of Plantagenet. 

Though unfeminine in her tastes, haughty, 
violent, vengeful, and irascible in temper as 
the mosf fiery of her Iiot-blooded race, 
Nighean Donachd Buadk was highly popular 
with her clan. Living in the midst of them, 
and aclcno\^edging no interest but •theirs,— 

• bold, gener(>ns, and high-spirited, the daugh- 
ter and the mother of their Chiefs, on her 
person declined the inherited love and loyalty 
of untold ages. Her prejudices and her pride 
were also theirs, — hex will was law, — her 
person sacred, — and, to ^bey her wildest and 
most arbitrary commands Was, by her people, 
esteemed a duty and an honour. The selected 
instrument of her ambition or her vengeance, 
as cither preponderated, was Donald of the 
Dirk ; and the highest-minded man of her 
tribe was the most devoted slave of her will. 
To do her Hiests was a distinction which he 
claimed and enjoyed as one of the dearest 
immunities of his birth and relationship. 

I'lyi Chieftainesa loved and was proud of 
her son, tliough her pride was not that of 
ordinary motlicrs. In his fine person she 
saw the manly ^rength and peculiar beauty 
for which the men of her ancient race were 

• distinguished, and she trusted that Ranald 

• would not show himself deficient in the spirit 
and bravery by which it had been even more 

^ ' ihfistrated. « In manly and martial exercises 
he already owned no superior save his dark 
kinsman, Donald of the Dirky who had been 

' held lip as his model, till the spoiled and 
fetulant boy began to* hate hinl. As the 
young Chief grew up, he came to fancy that 
there might be a fitter model for a Chief than 
a dreaming, half-savage man of the woods, 
his head kst in the mists of poetry and 
tradition, — his hand red w'ith other blood 
than that of the deer. 

At the earnest entreaty of a family friend 
and ally, w^ho had served in the Dew Coun- 
tries under Mackay, and seen something of 
a world beyond the Grampians, an Irish 
priest was engaged os a tutor to the young 
Chief. An Aberdeen student of divinity 
was afterwards inducted into the same onerous 
office ; but he, after having ventured gently 
to chastise his pupil, fled from the talley in 
the first week, in mortdl terror of his life. 
A few months spent in*£dinbuTgh, therefore^ 
completed Ranald’s education ; and auch 


was his natural grace and tatty that a ifliort 
time passed in good society did moi’e in 
polishing his manners, than years might have 
effected in the case of a modest and downish 
Saxon. Where an awkward, Low-Country 
youth, would liave shrunk back, ciflisciotis 
of ignorance, and fearful of disgrace, Ranald 
dashed on, bearing all before him by the 
ease and charm of his manner, and the ele- 
gance of his person. There certainly were 
people who called his high-bred manner by 
an uncourteous name, and imputed his success 
t» mingled ignorance of his own defects, and 
the unconscious effrontery of a spoiled, hut 
spirited and handsome lad. The recent dis- 
covery ^of the value of the oak-bark and 
timber of his wild territory, had not been 
without its effect, either on his own character, 
or his acceptance in society. 

The marriage of this youth had been an 
object of anxiety to his mother from and 
before the hour of his birth. In this anxiety 
many sympathized. Like the marriage of 
a sovereign prince, this was a public concern. 
The daughters of the proudest families in 
the nortl), were, one by one, inspected and 
deliberated upon. Highlanders have as 
boundless faith in the fcrcct? — in the trans- 
mission of peculiar qualities, whether mental 
or physical — as plirenologers; Recoiling 
from the guile of the Campbellsf and the 
cunning imputed to the Lovat race— despising 
the cowardice of one family, the imbecility 
of another, the stunted stature of a third, 
and the wry noses of a fourth, Nighean 
Donachd Ruadhh&ii almost resolved to choose^ 
and educate, as the bride of her son, the 
fairest and stateliest girl of bis own tribe, 
provided she was the daughter of a duine^ 
wasal or gentleman. Yet State policy forbade 
elevating any partii i.lav family so far above 
thefi^ equals in the clan ; and Ranald was 
twenty-two, and still unmarried. 

During her widowhood, and the long 
minority of her son, the affairs of the Chief- 
tainess had been managed by a lowland 
Bkalky or factor, Daniel Hossack by name, 
a person detested as devoutly in the country 
of Raonull as his mistress was beloved. Fojc 
twenty years this honest man had lived in 
Lochnaveen, every night tliat he lay down 
expecting to have his throat cut before morn- 
ing ; but unable to leave the spot whei? his 
fold and his flocks increased, like those 
Jacob during hisjong servitude. Dread of the 
vengeance of Nighean Donachd pro- 

tected her minister of finance, whose influence 
over his lady was frankly imputed td #itch- 
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craft — a belief ivhich the honest man rather 
encouraged as another lawful means of self- 
preservation. Hb value with the Chieftainess, 
who would have esteemed the meanest slave 
that shared the blood of Raonull beyond a 
thousand such as this “ Saxon churl," arose 
solely from his power of transacting business 
with Lowland graziers and the aforesaid 
York Building Company ; for the School- 
master had not yet been abroad in Ranald’s 
glens. 

By opposing the imperial will of Nighean 
Dmachd Ruadh to the no less soveivign 
pleasure of her impetuous son, the Bhalie 
had lately mancruvred to send the young 
Chief to London, to complete an afFmr which 
his sagacity foresaw would be of much benefit 
to the estate, and also, perhaps, of some little 
advantage to the manager of the estate, 
namely, Bhalie Hossack. If Mae Mic 
Racnnll found a wealthy English wife at 
the same time, here was another collateral 
good. 

As soon as the Bhalie heard of the Chief 
visiting the family of that rich Goldsmith 
who had bought most of the standing woods 
of Lochnaveeii, he took especial care to 
remind him oL the many bonds, encum- 
brances, and wadsets on the estate ; and of 
its immense powers of production, were there 
only a little ready capital ” to lay out 
judiciously upon it. As the Chief >vas at 
the distance of six hundred and more miles, 
the Bhalie^ w'hose prudence and humanity 
might otherwise have induced their suppres- 
sion, regularly transmitted to him certain 
threatening cjiistlcs, sent forth, (at peril of 
his ears,) by a certain Lauchlan Mack- 
intosach, Notary Public, and the last, pro- 
bably, who practised in philabegj in the 
Friar’s Vcnnel of the great northern capital 
of Inverness. Could the stout sons of 
Raonull have interpreted .this functionary’s 
insolent missives, the Prohitor^s ears would 
have been but a poor morsel to the huge 
stomach of their revenge. 

Tliese letters produced their proper sodative 
effect upon the Chief, even while he swore 
the loudest that the Notary should eat them, 
ay, as his last mortal meal. 

Lochnavoen’s protracted stay in London 
was bringing him into closer contact with 
that new power in societty W'hich was ulti- 
mately to supersede dirk and pistol. Was 
it better to swim at ease with the current, 
or exhaust lib strength in* vainly opposing 
fhe stream ? Ranald was a man of quick, 
thou jh limited observation, and, when he 


so chose, of most ingratbting manners. Hb i 
prejudices, though far from being eradicated, j 
were considerably softened down ; or, at least, 
tolerably well confined to his own bosOm ; 
and the nobler parts of his clan-faith, fostered 
by the enthusiasm of Sarah and Mr. Hill, 
expanded into wdiat Sarah delighted to term, 

" enlightened, active benevolence towards the 
brave, faithful, devoted people, wliAn he was 
as much bound to improve as to protect and 
defend." In short, in a prolonged residence 
among the luxuries and blandishments of 
the south, Loclmaveen began 4>q discover, 
that an infusion of tho atirum potahile of 
England was much needed to enrich that 
generous blood which had unquestionably 
flowed in his veins, pnmixed with tlie red 
puddle of the Saxons, from the glorious days 
celebrated in the •bardic rhymes of Jfmhutl 
nam Biodag, 

The northern Chief, after a few weeks 
spent in the capital, had hern moved to 
indignant astonishment on finding that the 
higher nobility and gentry of England, who 
liad never even heard of his illustiious name, 
nor yet of the grouse or ptarmigan, siiice so 
much admired by them, did not at once tlirow 
open their doors to him, .and court his pre- 
sence witliin their saloons ami diawing- 
rooms. 

Now, in the eyes of Muc Mic Raonull^ 
looking down from his mountain height, the 
family of the Bradsliaws, the ancieqt rich 
goldsmiths, and the families of tho inferior, 
now-created nohility, sprung from the bar 
or the countiiig-lioihie, and the modwrn 
baronetage and gentry of England, appeared 
on much the same level ; and tlic hitter 
draught of wliich, he began to think, would, 
were he doomed £o swallow it, be les*, 
repulsive, if administered by the fbir and j 
gentle girl who liad imbibed notions of the I 
manners, usages, and scenery of his country 
which had been highly gratif^vng to his 
clannish pinde and Highland nationality; 
and who, with all her natural retiiing delicacy 
and sensitiveness, had certainly showed no 
decided ]%ugnance^o his person and atten- 
tions. 

The heart of Sarah, a young, ardent, and 
romantic girl, was no difficult conquest to 
the gallant and handsome Highlander. Her 
exalted imagination flight the battles of 
love, and she was probably, at first, more * 
the dupe of her own fanciful illusions, than 
of her admirer’s assiduities ; yet was her 
young and warm heart finally given as hearts 
can«be but once bestowed. 


*1 
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The prejudices, or rather reasonable objec- unquestionable admiration of Sarah Brad- 
tions, of the father were composed of sterner shaw, pleaded strongly in his favour with 
stuff than the prepossessions of Sarah against Aaron Hill. He was sure that Ranald's 
Bonfe few traits in Highland character, natural dispositions were all good. He had 
Deeply grieved to think that his daughter indeed been spoiled by a strange cat-o’^ 
had sanctioned the application which the mountain mother and a bad education. Of 
Chief proudly made to liim, old Bradshaw his passion for Sarah, the proofs were quite 
decidedly and promptly refused to bestow edifying to the translator of Zaire ; and Mri 
her on this stranger ; the head, at best, of a Bradshaw shook his head, but did not say, 
tribe of lawless barbarians, the inhabitant of that even those proofs cited, looked as like 
a wild and distant region ; and, as he greatly the ardour of disappointed self-will, as 
feared, not the man, either in principles or romantic and disinterested devotion to a be- 
teinper, thai his daughter fondly imagined. Iqyed mistress by a generous lover. 

The Chief retired from the conference' choking *‘If you could only guess what it must 
with rage, and vowing revenge. have cost his proud heart to stoop to the 

Sarah, submitting in silence to her father’s daughter of a London citizen ? ” 
will, though unable to conquer her own “1 ^^sh he had spared his proud heart 
feelings, pined on in uncomplaining misery ; that mortification,” retunied Mr. Bradshaw, 

■ and strove to he, or to* seem, cheeiful and proudly. “ If Sarah Bradshaw had not 
resigned, even when the physician called in sense enough to resist the fine person, and 
by her alarmed aunt, ordered her instantly the other even more absurd attributes and 
to the Bristol Ilot-Wells. attractions of your Highland hero, she would 

Mr. Bradshaw, prudently seconding his at least have had sufficient spirit to foiget 
daughter’s silent and magnanimous attempt the man that thought not of her.” 
to regain lost peace, in submission to his will I am convinced fortune is not his object,” 
and his wisdom, had neither openly noticed said Hill. 

her noble efFori, nor yet the failure of lier << Very good, Aaron ; yet, as there is 
health in the conflict of her feelings. The nothing your Chief needs more than fortune 
prophecies, remonstrances, and tears of the with a wife, you surely don’t bring this in 
tender-hearted Mistress Bridget were still less proof of his sense.” 

regarded by Bradshaw. He knew that Sarah ” No, — ^but surely of his disinterestedness.” 

had good sense, liigh spirit, and strong afFec- Pshaw, man 1 a Highland Scot’s disin- 
tion fqr her own family : she would conquer terestedness in marrying Sarah Bradshaw I— 
or die, 'J'hc latter alteniative, he was told. It may, — I hope it may he so ; — but don’t 
appeared the more probable to the physicians, mention it on ’Change, Aaron, if you would 
Bfit not yjet would •Mr. Bradshaw trust not be laughed at ! You have lived in these 
implicitly to the report of MistreSa Bridget’s glens, Mr. Hill, till your older and stronger 
favourite adviser, Dr. Coddler ; though *a brain is as much excited as that of my poor 
consultation of those gentlemen in whose pro- girl. I trust I w as not too proud of my 
fttssional skill lie had th*e utmost 'confidence, daughter. God knows 1 never had less 
at onc6 sent the heart-broken fatlier to his reason than now. Yet I fancied Sarah 

friend Mr. Hill. , Bradshaw a match The father’s voice 

“ Aaron, few words may suffice between faltered ; firmly, compressing his lips, he 
us. You tf;an well guess the untold cause of remained quite silent, 
my present distress. Am I to lay my child ” Sarah ! your beautiful Sarah, whom I 
in an early grave in her own land, or give love as my own dearest child, is a match for 

her to that scowling, haughty Scot^ whose a prince, Mr. Bradshaw ! and the bride of a 
temper will as efiectuaH^ send h«r thither, prince she will he, as the wife of Lochnaveen, 
though many a bitter and sorrowing hour — adore^ and worshipped as something above 
may first intervene ? ” humanity. You have no notion of the adora^ 

Mr. Hill was a kind and benevolent, though tion and reverence Highlanders show for their 
a sanguine man. He loved Sarah ; that, feudal superiors ; nor can I help taking into 
indeed, was no wondoi^y for every one , loved account the blessing w^hich Sarah will ^ove 
Sarah, who looked on her, or listened to her; —which this English connexion might b0 
he respected her father, and he had a con- made to the pooy, gallant people of Lochna- 
siderable regard for thd young Chief, whose v$en’s wide, grand country. Tljat pxineely 

character Mr. Bradslfaw understood, as Im domain, Mr. Bradshaw ** 

thought, very imperfectly. Lochnaveen’^ «Aii, Aaron! the poet break ssut!” 
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said Mr. Bradshaw, shaking liis head, and 
smiling, but mournfully. trust Sarah, 
and her wealth and kindness of heart, may 
prove a blessing to those wretched, idle, 
starving, half-naked serfs ; but 1 had hoped 
my daughter might have proved a blessing 
to some honest man of her own country and 
rank, one with whom her own happiness 
would . not have been imperilled, and who 
would not have quite estranged her from her 
father^s home.” 

Mr. Bradshaw faltered and pau scd. That 
ivaa not to be,” ho rejoined, firmly. “ But 
how is your mighty Chief to be managed 
now, Mr. Hill? — for, were he the Prince of 
Wales, instead of the greater man he conceits 
himself, the hand of Sarah BradshaW must, 
as things stand, be asked a second time to be 
obtained. A London citizen has his pride, 
as well as a Highland laird.” 

Mr. Hill, naturally sanguine and specu- 
lative, — a poet, 1 had almost said, and con- 
sequently a very kind-hearted man, — was 
delighted w’ith a match which was partly, 
indeed, of liis own desiring and imagining, 
if not of liis contrivance. He had seen the 
Highland character chiefly on tlie surface, 
and generally on the favourable side; but 
he had never y^t fathomed the dark depths 
of clannish ignorance and pride, as they 
existed at the period of our narrative. He 
knew that many an English girl would have 
been miserable in the banishment of the rude 
Highlands ; but, with the man she loved and 
adored, and the people she blessed, so would 
not the affectionate and imaginative Sarah 
Bradshaw. The character of the young 
Chief, manly and decided, and quite equfd 
to the protection of his wife in all circum- 
stances, was what, to Aaron’s apprehension, 
in this alliance, most concerned Sarah. 
What signihed ilie clan, or the mother — 
their herceness, their wild pride, or their 
rooted prejudices ! The world, and the ex- 
perience it gave, had already corrected some 
of the worst faults of character in Lochna- 
veen, and had considerably lowered and rec- 
tified his inordinate self-esteem. The influ- 
ence of a creature so noble-minded, and yet 
so gentle and winning as Sarahf was of 
‘ itself enough to regenerate any young and 
generous-hearted man who passionately loved 
her.). Mr. Hill had an excellent opinion of 
Sarah’s understanding. Even had her judg- 
ment in ilie most important action of her 
lifh been in his estimation erring as her 
father feared it was, Mr. WOi|ld have 
-good-patuzedly imputed this iemporaiy aber- 
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ration to that bewildering passion which 
works tlie most strongl}’’ in the strongest 
minds, and to no real want of acuteness or 
eneigy of intellect. Her education, her 
cultivated talents, besides being a source of 
delight to herself in her nortliern solitude, 
must, he said, prove of infinite advantage to 
her husband ; and to their children and 
dependants they certainly would, eln brief, 
in the ruminations of her sanguine friend, 
Aaron Hill, Sarah was to diffuse the bless- 
ings of jL'eligion and civilisation among 
‘^savage clans and roving barba^ja^s,” Pro- 
testant faith, Whiggisli politics, British 
literature, and English comfort. 

“ What a blessing will that wild country 
receive in little Sartdi Bradshaw !” was his 
concluding, consolatory thought. “ That I 
have in some deg^cb been instrumental in 
sending fortli this fair missionary, quits me 
of all obligations to those kind, generous, 
hospitable, lazy, Wevish, faithful, treacher- 
ous, proud, beggai*ly,brave, good-for-nothing 
peoj>le, whom I have so long loved and liatcd, 
despised and admired i ” « 

It was somewhat in tliis strain that Mr. 
Hill wrote to liis oak-wood ^ correspondent 
the Bhalie^ the only man in the glen who, 
when the Chief and the l?riest were absent, 
either wrote, read, or understood one word of 
English. Mr. Hossack, who, had the attach- 
ment of habit to his young master’s person 
and interests, was secretly transported with 
the prospect of this rich alliance; but he 
had that within, which ihade him deem it 
wiser to allow^ Niffkea^ Donachd Rmdh ayd 
Donaldtif the Dirk, the vice-regal guardian 
of the clau-dignitics, to make the mscovery 
for themselves. Even wlien a letter arrived 
from the Chief to liis mother, announcing 
the intended marriage, the Bhalie prudently 
deferred mentioning its arrival till he hoped 
airwas safe, and the knot tied. 

The composition of this letter li^d been no 
easy affair to Baq^d. He dwelt ratlier dis- 
cursively and at largo on the suipassing 
beauty of his chosen bride, considering the 
venerable years and stern character of the 
person he addressed. ‘‘Donald,” he said, 
“ would be charmed with the thrilling sweet- 
ness with which his beautiful Sarah sang 
^ Aridh nam hadmy and ‘ Jfor’ nighnean a 
Ghibariun,^ and with her admiration of Gaelic 
poetry. Her name was Sarah, her family 
exceedingly respectable, and connected with 
that of Sir Robert Walpole, whose god- 
daughter she was.” 

* Lochnaveen felt his obeek tingle with 
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proud sliame 'w'hen he had thus innritten to 
^ his mother. This information was, indeed, 
partly false, » intended, at least, to convey a 
false impression ; and he was conscious that 
it was wholly mean and paltry. He shrank 
from mentioning his intended father-in-law’s 
profession, and even passed over his name, 
merely noticing, in a few scarcely legible 
lines, th^ tlie Bhalie would be delighted to 
learn that his lovely Saxon bride chanced to 
be a very wealthy heiress 5 and that with her 
ready-monfiy fortune they could .now pay 

• off President Duncan Forbes’s accursed 
bonds ; and, after clearing mon&y scores 
with Master Tai M‘Tai, notary-public in 
the Black Venncl, throw his ears into the 
Beauly Firth, in passmg through Inverness, 

. and, if he grumbled, send himself to hsh 
' them^p again. * » 

Finally, “he desired a small party of follow- 
ers, who^names he mentioned — the flower of 
tlic youin of his clan — to meet him and his 
lady in tlie Blair of Athole ; and “ if Donhuil 
nam Biodag would head them, he. would have 
the pride' of showing his young wife the 
handsomest, the truest, and the bravest of 
the race of Raonull ; one who, from descrip- 
tion^ she was alrejidy disposed to esteem and 
admire, as the model of a true kinsman and 
devoted clansman. The* Worthy BImUc 
would,” he said, ^‘do his best to. cqnfp the 
gilHes handsomely, and to prepare all in and 
. abouj the castle for the reception of a lady 
, accustomed from her birth to the elegancies 
and luxuries of London, hut willing to sac- 
rifice tliei\^ all for the clan of Raonull and 
its gMlpful Chief.” • 

This epistle did some credit to the temper 

* as well as to the address of Ranald. He did 
*not, he durst not, in&ult his haughty and 

violent mother by soliciting a consent which 
he knew he never would obtain; but he 
wished to conciliate where he could not liope 
to satisfy# He knew that high ancestry — 
liigh, and brave, and Highland ancestry — 
“a noble strain,” was, with her, the one 
thing indispensable in his bride. She could 
sleep ou the heather couch, quench her thirst 
at the mountain-Bpring, lace the rough deer- 
skin buskin on her foot, and live as hardily 
as the poorest of her vassals, for with them 
w'as she not the less Nigkean Donachd RuadhI 
— ^thc daughter, tli^ inheritor, the representa- 
tive of chiefs and heroes, who had been ter- 
rible in flfifht, glorious in fame who had 
never bent the neck to the Saxon, nor debased 
their blood by foreign admixture ; — the des- 
cendant of those who, in their own Iangua|e, 


" remained in their own placed* as ancient as 
the eagle (m. the rock, or the deer on the hill, 
and as free. 

• When such ideas took possession of the 
mind of Ranald, he almost sickened to think 
of his wealthy matrimonial prospects. Was 
he, then, to he — or to be imagined — sordid, 
greedy^ a low-minded Cliief, a degenerate 
Gael, — was he to abide the withering indig- 
nation of Nighean Donetchd Ruadh, or brook 
the contempt of Donhuil nam -of 

his whole clan, and the scorn of his fellow'- 
cjiicffcains, with nothing to place against this 
fierce scorn save tlie charms of his gentle 
wife, and the approbation of his prudent 
functionary, Bhalie Hossacki Ranald quailed 
at the thought of his first northern letters. 

The Bhalie prudently managed that none 
sliould arrive ; and the beauty and fascina- 
tions of Sarah, to whom her suitor had been 
led back by Mr. Hill, riveted the solemn 
engagement, to which he gave his whole 
heart, while his mind, or his pride, still fluc- 
tuated in torturing irresolution. 

From the moment that the will of her 
father, and her own absurd notions of a 
daughters obedience, — as Ranald scrupled 
not to term Sarah’s weeping refusal to elope 
with him, whom she confessed she loved, and 
must ever supremely love, though in hopeless 
anguish, — ^when her absurd notions made mar- 
riage with her appear unattainable, Ranald’s 
passion had blazed forth with tenfold ardour. 
His self-will, never before so thwarted and 
irritated, had never been half so much ex- 
cited and resolute. Friends, fortune, pride 
of birth, were all, for a time, as nothing to 
the possession of tills humble Saxon maiden. 
The judgment of Sarah had been startled by 
his violence of jmssion, even wliile its trans- 
ports flattered Iier .s* »fter and truer tenderness. 
But now she had lier father’s permission to 
receive her lovei 's visits ; and now again 
Ranald hesitated, wavered, and admitted 
doubts. 

Sai'ah’s self-reproaches for bestowing her 
aflections where her father’s judgment and 
approbation could not follow, had been 
greatly soothed by Mr. Hill’s representations 
of the^ood which her marriage might give 
her the power of dispensing in a very wide 
sphere. Her pale cheek and wasted person, 
had told hotli her father and her layer a 
flattering tale of her devoted love and of her 
filial submission. Imperceptibly they drew 
somewhat closer together, uni^, ^ iSme 
passed, all appeared exulting ^happiness in 
tile lover, sober satisfaction in the fi|mily of 
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the citizen, and fluttering, subdued, secret 
rapture in the bosom of the maide^. 

The order for Sarah's removal to Bristol 
was first delayed, and then, so rapid was hav 
recovery, countermanded. She removed with 
her aunt to her father's villa at Rlclimond ; 
and Ranald again, more in love than ever, 
gave all his time where all his thoughts 
hovered. He taught his mistress to ride — a 
very necessary accomplishment in her future 
country — and to speak his language. Mr. 
Hill v/as already charmed witli the iiiiagiiied 
fulfilment of his own prophecieh. As their 
common friend, he often joined the lovers, 
and ah'eady 1*011101 ked, that, under the in- 
fluence of love and Saiah, the favourable 
])oints of the young Chiefs character were 
daily developed and strengthened, and the 
daiker qualities gradually sliadm^f off. 

It was already evident, tliat, when quite 
alone with his beautiful mistress, Lochnaveen, 
tliough far from being in general what is 
called a domestic character — was neverthe- 
less, for the moment, tlie happiest of the 
happy. No doubt nor fear then darkened 
his mind nor damped his affectionate ardour. 
The enthusiasm and delight vith which 
Sarah listened to his clan-legends and ances- 
tral traditions, enhanced his pride and enjoy- 
ment in those wild ''and stirring talcs. The 
very simplicity, eagerness, and childishness 
of her anxiety to acquire a correct knowledge 
of his native language and customs, and her 
sympathy in the “ fiei’ce wars and faithful 
loves” of the Highlanders, would, of them- 
selves, at this tiiiic, have made the English 
girl an object of interest to Ranald, wrecked 
in the chill latitudes of Loudon. There — 
for as scornfully as he bore it — he often felt 
much more of the Chieftain’a swelling and 
chafed pride, tlian in those regions where his 
unquestioned claims were chartered on moun- 
tains, heaths, and battle-fields, and lived in 
** the Hgiit of song.” 

In any other circumstances than those in 
which he was placed, Ranald might very 
soon have tired of playing the carpet-knight 
and the schoolmaster. But there is a system 
of tuition — not precisely the Hamilt^ian — 
which lightens even that ‘‘labour dire,” and 
“ weary wo,”~and Ranald, with such a pupil 
as Sarah, was quite of tlie age and condition 
to disk,over it. The strangely-articulated 
uncouth gutturals which Sarah, refusing to 
lend her throat, ehurmed or lisped tlnough 
her wliite teeth, or mnrdered*with her deli- 
cate Hps, might at least, on the twentieth 
misprottunciation, Lave tired her tutor, had 

not the means of punishing the error, and 
revenging his ancient and immortal lan- 
guage, been so tempting, and so like retri- 
butive justice ; and Ranald vas so much of 
a Highlander, and of a true man of any time, 
as to relibli a taste of revenge far better than 
the full and fair, but simple quittance of 
justice in the bond. 

“ I tire you with my blunders,” said Sarah, 
one day, smiling and bliibhing “ ro‘%y red,” 
as she withdrew herself fiom the punishmeut 
her lips had incuired by their bad Gaelic, 
and shook her curls nito be ttei^ order, pro- 
bably on hearing the high-heeled patter of 
aunt Biidget's approaching velvet-clad feet. 
“I shall give up the study of Celtic litera- 
ture till I get Nighcan Donaihd Eiiaah for 
my instructress, and Donald of the Diik for 
my professor of poetry ; but every knfin-heq 
and old caillach 1 meet in the glens ^^lLl be 
iny teacher then.” 

Fortunately, Sarah was too mucli ofcujned 
in “Binootbiiig the ia»en-down” of her 
tresses to notice tlie rapid change that Hashed 
over the face of the Chief. Ills hunt smote 
him, “ Am 1 indeed about to pciil, to wieck 
the happiness of this fair and trusting ci'ea* 
turc, who has formed such wild lioi»es i ” 

But he loied licr, and bo could and would 
protect her ; and Ranald had that excellent 
and manful opinion of the supreme value of 
his own aficcti on, which conceived any sacii- 
fice that the woman blessed with lopr 

made for him, no more than he was well 
j entitled to expect and receive ; — none could 
be too great. I’oor Savali, though on soins- 
what different grounds, was precisely 0^ the 
same opinion. 

**JV%ghean Donachd Euadh is not remaik- 
able for patience any more than her son,”* 
said he, at last ; and his internal tkouglit 
was — “But surely sweetness like tliiue, my 
Sarali, might soften a hyena, and teach a 
bhe-wolf gentleness.” Ho looked, at Sarah 
with melancholy interest — with tender pity, 
and almost remorse : — the hesitation at this 
alliance he had often felt for his own sake, 
he momentarily felt for hers. He kissed her 
forehead in silence, and with great tender- 
ness. 

“ Ah, Ranald !” breathed the unsuspecting 
girl, with a sidelong, deprecating, bashful, 
yet gratified and grateful, glance. Touched 
and subdued, Lochnaveen would at that in- 
stant have told her his apprehensions for her 

1 future peace — of ihh impossibility of his 
abandoning his country usages and the 

1 claimf of Ms clan, and of the likelihood that, 
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from his kinsfolk, to whom her affectionate 
nature looked for kindness, site would meet 
with the fierce contempt and proud scorn, 
from which even his love could not always 
protect her. DutOilisti'ess Bridget entered. 

This good old lady, in the blooming re- 
coveiMid looIcB of Sarah, and the honourable 
courtship of her niece by so great a man as 
she uiidemtood the Chief to be, — though she 
was HumovNbat peiplexed about the exact 
nature of his dignity — appeared to live her 
early loves over again. ]>cry cveping that 
Ml. i3iadsl\pw came to^ Richmond, he heard 
the same story told ; tender tcais Hoatiug in 
the e^ es of Mistress Biidcet, which, however, 
ditw no sympathetic diojis to the harder 
orbs ot lier citi/cn-brother. Abram, Mr. 
Makmukiandluk is an angel of a young 
•man, 1 have alwavs*si|.id ; and our dai- 
lin« Saiah amII be the liappiosi of \Aomen.” 

Ml. Lhadsiiaw humph hut he sighed 
too ; and, as he had some relish of humour, 
1 allied Ins sister on her sudden conversion to 
jduhhi'ps^ and her discovery of angels in tar- 
tan plaids* ^ 

“ Ml. llill has explained all that properly, 
hroilier * aiivl the diamond knce-buckles, 
iny intended inan^age piesent — and 1 trust 
tlity*vMll be the liuiidsomest ‘Bradshaws 
and Ihadshaw* ever seift from their work- 
shop — is just tile only Loit of delicate hint 
au unman led lady can well give on the sub- 
ject, nor likely to be thrown away on ray 
nephew that-is-tu-be, Lockuavecn — who. 
Lady Betty lilontacute assures me to-day 
v\4is out of sight the handsomest man in the 
111 g yobterSav. Indeed, Abram, i must say, 
cotifiihntiaU^^ you are not aware of half the 
advantages of this ponnexion. I am assured 
you may lide twenty ihiles over the estates 
of my siephew (that-is-to-be,) and not see a 
house.'' * 

“ Sarah must be delighted with lliat 
lively proipect.” 

“ There is, 1 am told, a bullock killed in 
Locknaveen's castle every second day — 
veuisoii, lamb, and mutton, and game un- 
stinted, and the best of fish— salmon for 
the servantb’-hall table every day of the 
week, both dinner and supper — which I 
own 1 coubider extravagant.” 

“ Four ounces of meat any day will do 
for Sarah,” said Jlr. Bradshaw peevishly. 
“ It is surely not for herf she wanders so far 
from Leaden -hall market.” 

“ La, no brether ! sitrely not. And more 
men servants ^ a larger male establishment 
there, 1 am told, than is kept at Sion Hqjuse?’ 


“But all without breeches — think of 
that, Bridget,” said the vexed father, who 
was in the strange and not infrequent mood 
qf sporting with his own distress of mind. 

“La, you there again, hi other! that, to 
he sure, as 1 distantly hinted to Mr. HiU, is 
no subject for a lady’s discussion. But, if 
Mr. Makmukrandluk were to icceive a hint 
of the excessive delicacy of Englishwomen 
— particularly tliose born and hied in 
Lon’on — I would not grudge out of my 
own pocket, before my niece goes to her 
estates, to put eveiy man and boy of them 
in decent — you understand me, brothei? — 
Sarah, pool dear, has hci little liead so car- 
ried just now — and no wonder — such a 
man, atid such a match ! that she cannot 
even think of her own wedding clothes, 
much less of .” Tlic spinster hesitdted. 

“ Far less of clansmen's breeches, or want 
of bieeches,” interiupted Mr. Bradsliaw 
more peevishly than ever. “ For Heaven's 
sake, Bridget, don't make yourself ridicu- 
lous, nor worry a man whose lieait is bruised 
enough already.” 

“ Ridiculous ! Mr. Bradshaw,” said the 
indignant spinster ; but she saw' the muscles 
WO] king and quivering about the usually 
hnnly-compressed mouth of her brother as 
ho ha<iti]y turned his hack. 

“ My dear brother! — Abram Bradshaw !” 
cried the kind-hearted spinster, following 
him — “ ten thousand jiardons — for Heav en's 
feuke, is the matter 

“ 1b it nothing to lose Sarah, you foolish 
woman said Mr. Bradshaw, gulping down 
his feelings, and dibguibing his real fears 
from his sister. 

“Our dear Sarah! surely it is, brother; 
hut then 80 — n hubband bo adoilng.” 

Old Bradshaw was ..bout suflFeiing a relapse 
into cross humour but he checked himself, 
and lei his good-heaited bUter maunder on. 

“ My niece shan't be lost to me, Mr. 
Bradshaw, more than every mamed young 
pel son is lost to her family. I am not 
quite an easy-chair old woman yet, thank 
Heaven I — and, if money and post-horses 
can do it, 1*11 visit my niece at her castle 
next season, and eveiy season — ay, w'ere 
it fifty miles beyond York city! — I am 
pretty sure — and that is not what every old 
aunt can say — that I shall be extremely 
welcome to a slice of ray nephew’s salmon, 
and a cut of Ills venison. Don’t you think 
so, Abram ?” • 

“ To a whole i^eep — head, pluck, haggis^ 
and all — I have no doubt of it, Biidggt.” 
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" Nay, that is a stumhlingf-block, Abram ; 
but, as my niece is blit a puny eater at best 
— and a Lon’on girl bred and bom — 1 hope 
she will be excused there. Indeed, I think, 
Abram, I had better drop a few lines to the 
dowager Mrs. Makmukrandluk, about my 
management of poor dear Sarah’s ways. 1 
dare say she is a very motherly sort of body, 
and just the nice, chatty, experienced old 
lady, that, whatever may happen, will he 
such a comfort to our dear giil. I only 
wish I could induce her, ivhen my nejdiew 
and niece return our ^ibit — which I trust 
win be next year at farthest, unless especial 
family reasons prevent our dear Sarah from 
undertaking the journey — to give us a few 
months ; if she could put up with my little 
India chintz room, I would so willingly give 
it up.” 

“ For God’s sake, Bridget, spare me !” 
cried the unhappy father, rushing from the 
room, unable longer to restrain himself. 

If Sarah had nobly striven to conceal her 
feelings from her father, it was now his turn 
to try to deceive his child. He was more 
successful than she had been. His fears had 
l)een ever alive ; while Sarah’s eyes and 
mind were delightfully preoccupied. Her 
father was not remarkable at any time for 
blandness of manners ; but ho was civil and 
kind to her Highland Chief ; to herself, 
when he did speak to her at all, more ten- 
derly complacent than he had ever been ; 
until, at last, every lor k and tone vibrated 
to her heart ; for " farewell” was in them all. 

Good Mistress Bridget could not, mean- 
while, divine what had come over her 
brother. However, she at last settled that 
the gout was getting, or had got, into his 
head. 

“ Sarah, my doar^ a flying gout has got 
into my brother’s head ; but I sent for X)r. 
Coddler. He is quite right this morning ; 
and I must innst on your*uot allowing our 
dear unnamed to wait on you to-morrow, 
unless he choose to accompany us to the 
milliner's and the India shops. I do beliove, 
child, but for me you would go to your 
castle without a tolerable gown or shift to 
your back. Now, coming from Lon’on, 
and an only girl, I trust you will, as must 
be expected, be able to show the ladies of 
your^neighbourhood sometliing like a decent 
wardrobe.” 

Ladies of my neighbourhood, my poor 
aunt,” thought Sarah. lE^t what cared 
Sarah for wardrobes, ladies, and neighbour- 
hoods | Were there not Ranald’s noble- 


minded motlier — Ranald’skindred— ^Ranald’s 
clan — Ranald’s glens and lakes? She 
attended her aunt, however, to London ; and 
for two days, —two ages they seemed, — 
bought finery, and never once saw Ranald. 

If a day’s absence did not lessen Locli- 
naveen’s passion for his mistress, it ever 
})roduced conflict, or something like a revo- 
lution, in his feelings, and anothqi: manner 
of considering his appioaching maiTiage. 
Alone with Sarah, Iks hnjjpiness was per- 
fect ; not from the mere egotism of lo\e, hut 
hy the exclusion of those persons and things 
which, in reminding' him of her birth an<l 
position, disturbed liis sclf-complacenc> , 
fretted liis pride, and alarmed lus fears for 
the future. To Mr, Hill, who might undei- 
stand how very great a man and Chief he 
was, Lochnaveen was frank and courteous ; 
to Mistress Bridget, whose deference soothed 
his vanity, polite and attentive ; hut the 
London goldsmith and the noithein ('hief 
were, in spite of tliein selves, reiiellant quali- 
ties. He loved Sarah fondly ; he v^ as proud 
of her beauty, alive to all her fiisqinations of 
manner, and daily more and more sensible 
of her liigli and hidden qualities of mind, 
and inherent sw'eetness of disposition ; ]>ut 
then ‘‘ old Bradshaw’s daughter,” the ^ cit^ 
heiress,” was a quit? difierent being. 

Sarah could scarcely allo.w herself to be 
displeased with his impatience of ordinary 
society. It was a feeling she sliared, though, 
in her breast, arising from very opposite 
tastes and motives. 

She already perceived that she was mo;*e 
admired, o'* in better accordance witii tlie 
magnificent tastes of the Chief, in the jewelled 
splendour and rich brocades of her afternoon 
costume, than in the plain linen gown and 
mob-cap of the morning. She alsq some- 
times feared that Lochnaveen knew' or recked 
little of women, in their most endearing 
character— as the fatthful and sympathizing 
depositories of fears and hopes, the chamers 
and soothers of firesides. But this it would 
yet be her privilege and delight silently to 
teach him. Though his tastes might difler 
from her simple habits, what so natural as 
that her high-bom mountain Chief should 
relish splendour and magnificence. Little 
airs of impatience and petulance shown to 
such of her friends aud visiters, as from 
some caprice he did nol* like, were readily 
pardoned. With hb fine naturjsl breeding 
and quick talents, how, indeed, could he be 
supposed to tolerate those worthy, kind, stupid, 
pro^ug, vulgar people ! Sarah could love 
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them all ; yet she could also see and pardon 
lUnald’s coldness and impatie&ee. What 
could not her love have pardoned t It could 
do every thing but wholly blind her under- 
standing* 

When Sarah’s marriage-settlements came 
to be arranged, fresh difficulties and mortifi- 
cations arose, though not from the ordinary 
causes. Van times rather, Ranald said, and 
uell believed, would he have carried off his 
bride without a plaxk^ to some of the lonely 
bhielings in the sylvan glens which [|)ic loved 
«to picture, than have submitted to the ex- 
posure of his circumstances, and the torture 
to his pride occasioned by these endless ques- 
tionings and legal arrangements. 

Mr. Bradshaw, hovever, at last acknow- 
ledged to the peace-maker general, Aaron 
Hill, tl^t his son- iii-lavf elect had, though 
with abundant self-will and superfluous pride, 
shown at this time something like generosity : 

of an idiotic kind,*’ he added, drily, as if 
he had praised overmuch. 

“ This is ill-natured, Mr. Bradshaw/* 

“ No, it » merely just* This map, with 
its tremendous muster-roll of Celtic naiaea of 
places and towtSf in our Bashaw’s dcmii^Mi^ 
no doubt includes piany future 
This Ifst of BhaUe Hossack’s— to wll0i% %tS 
the way, make my c(ftn{fli]iieiit% as to 
only man with a sational idea in 
-^inoludei^ I cannot tell how many 
. moors, lochs, forests, gtasings, plong)l|f|lt«0» ' 
^ and davochs of land, all of whidi Hi 
till doomsday under the original onraiiMNi^ 
your Cfliief ^of three tails would dMm ^ 
cultiva^ven a kail-garden witH ite 
gold ofa Loudmi tradesman* iNf |f9^ 

• Sarah has made hex;deoti^. J mt|M 91^ 
t9 consider their inteiOiHl aa one | thi 
if he slmll ever eome^ n|ay have mm litas 
than the father*** 

The settlements wliioh Hr* Biadiibaw uw 
left to arra^e, at last, predaaiy is ha liked, 
did equal honour to his tibelalityatid Intelli- 
gence* The whole debts of Loefanaveen were 
to be at once swept off ; and ffia Chief^ with 
ample power and means to improve his 
estates, was' only restrained from completely 
ruining liis fai^y, to which many pf 1^ 
contemporaries, as Mr. Bradriiaw majudeed, 
showed a very happy prsdiiipositkin. 

The ^lilsf was now feasted and eongraitu- 
lated on all hands, till ha becama disp^ to 
resent as insult attentions paid so 
to the accepted lover of Ihe city heiiesl^ and 
to remark that no such homage had been 
paid, in his own rights to the Northern Opef*^ 

Vot. Ill, 


Lochnavsen even feared tliat some shade of 
envy mingled with the contempt be felt, or 
tried to feel, for the profuse dinners, oo^y 
wines, and superb beaufets of lich plate J 
exhibited by tlmse new city coniiexioiu^ of 
whose hospitalities he was invited, and ill 
courtesy compelled to partake. He could 
have despised himself for the meanness of 
this feeling; but, under it, the wish daily 
grew btronger tliat he were away from Lon- 
don — from all those pompous vulgarities of 
wealth — with his Sarah wholly his own. Even ^ 
in Jiis most jealous moments of watchfulness, 
lie could not discover that she had any over- 
weening pride of riches, or value for the 
costly luxuries to which she bad been fami- 
liarized from her infancy. 

Among the numerous dinner parties, prin- 
cipally contrived and executed by Mistress 
Bridget, was one given to Mr. Bradshaw’s 
friend and patron, the favourite and powerful 
minister of the day. Sir Robert Walpole, 
on entering the room, heartily congratulated 
the handsome Highlander on the fair prize 
he Was winning from England. 

‘^This is a new species of depi’eoation,” 
aaki the sagacious minister. “ We ha\c 
ftniud out the way at last to make honest 
^d loyal men of the most w^ke of King 
Qumgs’s subjects. My pretty goddaughter 
win, { know, be the bond of fealty for one 
bmff claio^ Ay, that you will, my sweet 
make loyal George’s men of half tlie 
Wfli jfgQSmil of the North. Say 1 com- 
lil&Mad Ml to receive their allegiance, and 
nt’* And Kr Robert took 
itlif bt bis arms, and kissed her 
manner of good-humoured 
Of Am days with pretty god- 
j aor ugm Sarah violently oflended, 
Hut the the /«ry star, kindled 

and bonmd ontUtoaild’s brow, Uie hereditary 
Mgt of ^ Ifeful jaice. His scowling glance 
evett loJM towadfi Sarah. 

**X>aaeiin^Rriiia6, too ! ** was his bitter 
thoeght. woidd— nay, God forbid that 
my ttmAfir haaid this ! Am 1 longer worthy 
ip be odfled her son ? Who are those around 
me ? Where am I, the Chief of Clan 
Baonull? This crafty Whig slave of the 
{Sector ! — Sarah, too, to permit the old fox 
to pollute her cheek 1 ” Ranald looked un<* 
utterable displeasure and dkgOst ; buk he ^ 
saw Sarah’s timid, supplicating, brimfor 
eyes^ anxiously 'watching him, as if the day 
of maiden pow^ were already past, the 
seasoiji Bufiering and submii^n satlei- 
pated* That look instantly dbeckedMiif it 
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did not disarm his wrath. He whispered an 
entreaty for pardon, and owned that ha could 
not bear to see any one salute her ; no, not 
her father — not even Aunt Bridget. This 
was a weakness of his : -<r- she must forgive 
it. And Sarah smiled sweetly though grave- 
ly, and gave him her hapd in amity. 

It may appear inconsistent, but is quite 
tmo in fact, that three days after liis bit tor 
vituperation of Walpole, Lochnaveen was 
]>rescnted at ** The Elector's Court,” by tiiat 
Minister, who wished to conciliate the 
Jacobite chieftains. Sir Robert also chose 
to grace the intended son-in-law of bis city 
friend. 

At the levee, Ranald met the Duke of 
Argyle, who, among others, oongVatulated 
him on his approaching marriage. The 
words of the Duke jarred on our Chieftain’s 
ear. Would Macmllum-mwe himself have 
stooped to a Goldsmith^ s daughter ? ” Ranald 
had now dismissed the Tinker,” and adopted 
the English idiom even in thinking of his 
future father-in-law. “No, — Argyle never 
woul^ and was not the blood of Jfoc Mic 
Raonml as pure — his name as ancient — 
his pnde as high, as that of the guileful 
Campbell?” 

The first gfimpse of Sarah’s face, now 
more lovely than ever, embellished by the 
flitting hues of varied feelings, the chann of 
that indescribable sometliing “than beauty 
dearer,*' beat down all such rebellious thoughts 
and proud imaginings. And time it was. It 
was the eve of her marriage ; and Sarah 
sat in her chamber, her table heaped up 
with the wedding gifts of her numerous and 
wealthy relations, like the shrine of a 
favourite divinity. These gifts were tri- 
umphantly displayed, one by one, to the 
bridegroom, by the good, garrulous, and 
delighted aunt. 

Sarah fancied that the j/liief looked ratlier 
coldly on matters which Aunt Bridget herself 
mainly valued as tokens of the kindness 
universally felt for her niece. A rich and 
very expensive set of gold toilette plate, for 
tho bride’s use, had been the gift of an old 
uncle,---*a retired Bristol merchant. Ranald, 
at once gratified and discontented, turned 
the difFei*ent finely wrought and delicately 
fancied artides over and over ; and, when 
Mrtf. Bridget stept out, said, “ I hoi)e you 
are aware, niy Sarah, thaf^ in the ^de castle 
of Raonull, there is little in accordance with 
'Uiese delicate and costly fineries.*’ | 

; ; Ranald ! is this rsproach Jciiul — or 

Ijtesifcwed?” I 


“ Pardon me, my own sweet Sarah. 
Indeed it is not. If it be possible to correct 
iiiy petulance, you aloiio can work that 
miracle. But when 1 sec all those fine and 
expensive things lavished on my bride, by 
her own kindred, I grudge that I and mine 

can give her---* nothing. We have no 

jewels, Sarah. My mother may have some 
old, toiTlbly old brooches or rings,* I dare say, 
which she would not exchange for the crown 
jewels of England, — and which your father 
would only reckon at their value in old 
I metal.” * , 

“ Her jewels are those of the Homan 
Cornelia, Ranald — as I trust ours may be.” 
And Sarah’s eyes sunk under their tender 
veiling lids, in maidenly consciousness of 
speech over-bold. , 

Thank you, Salali. Cue dark, ov. rather, 
opal-coloured gem of that kind she docs 
possess, which you, iny sweet Nighean Ceard^ 
must first polish with care, and then wear 
with pride.” 

“With joy and pride, dear Ranald — 
and the bargain was sjy^led ajt lovers seal 
their covenants ; — “but wliat pretty Gaelic | 
name is it you now gave me ? ” 

• “ Never mind, love. .The name iny lligli- 

landers will give you — I mean — would iiave 
given you were you not my Bride— not their 
lady and their misti’ess,” sakl Ranald proudly. 

** Nighean Ceard — Nighean Ceard ! re- 
peated Sarali to herself, as if to imply ss the 
name on her memory, — “ I like the sound.” . 

** Hush, Sarah !— that name was idl^'' and 
fondly spoken, and must not be, repeated:” 

“But r choose, and insist, in thij? h’j.gering 
hour of my maiden power, to he called 
Nighean Ceard** said. Sarah, sportively.' 
“This your Highlanders would call me, yhu 
say ? — Nay, Ranald, you are not afigry sure 
with the phrase you taught me yourself.” 

“ Sarah, from the lips of a man, that 
phrase applied to you, were death,” said 
Ranald fiercely^ and, to the agony of his 
over-wrought fancy, the fiery star started on 
his brow — and Sarah cowered into herself. 

“This is wild discourse for the vigil of 
our wedding, Ranald,” she faintly whispered. 

“ God forbid that I should ever live to be 
either the cause of quarrel or of vengeance ! ” 
Ranald pressed the small, uplifted, fervently 
clasped hands to his lips and his bosein, — 
soothed her, and she was sootl{.ed, — cheered 
her, and she was cheered ; and Sarah pro- 
mised to forget al/ that had just passed — 
^specially that mysterious name — forget it 
for ^ver. 
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No letter liatl yet been received from the 
k mother of the Chief ; but both Mr. Brad- 
sliaw and his daughter wei’e aware of the 
(liffidulties and delays in th6 way of tlieir 
transmission, and yielded to the wish of 
Lochnaveen, in celebrating the marriage on 
the specified day. Delay/’ he said, ‘^was 
in Ills country, tliought of evil omen.” 

At the nuptials of the Highland Chief and 
the (joldsmitli’s Diuighter, there was a most 
imposing array of “ commercial wealth and 
vcsj)ectaj>ilit3r. ” There was likewise a 
• sj)rinkiing (rf aristocracy, which might have 
soothed or satisfied tlic scruples of a York- 
sliirc oM Northumbrian gentleman of old 
family in swallowing thal hitter though 
gilded j»ill, a “ city heiress,” Yet was the 
iiorihoni hridegroom visildy dissatisfied — 
lilis^rac^ed in mind — aliS^^t sullen in mood. 

The scene of the former (‘veiling was still 
to he traced in tlm white lips and lieavy eyes 
of Sarah. With her, sensitive as was her 
natural character, there were, however, no 
hlushcvS, few tears, nothing of a young bride’s 
(ltd iglit fill li'utter ^ spirits, which ever, “when 
unaflecU'd, eonmiaiids so pure a sympathy, 
'flip j(jke,s of th(> elders grew dull ; the titter 
of the young folkii died into a constrained 
simper ; lianald stood proudly, if not sullenly, 
II part ; and the jirophetic heart of Sarah, 
when she had stolen one furtive glance at 
her moody bridegroom, even then presaged 
her destiny. And even then was the jiroud 
, and chafed spirit of tlie Highlander ques- 
tioning of itself, “Was this a Chieftain’s 
hvwlal ? — tljese the iiiqitial rites of Mao Jfio 
Where wore the kiitsmen, the 
clansmen, the senachies, the hards? TherJ 
' was not even one-jioor countryman present 
tbhid ‘God bless him,’ in his mother tongue,” 
Wlieb her father placed Sarah’s cold, 
damp hand in that of the Chief, with all her 
love, and all her pride In lier lover, she could 
have fallcitoon the old man’s neck and wept ; 
and have said, “ Keep your^ poor, self-willed 
child ; she is indeed no fitting wife for this 
haughty, ireful, Northern lord.” — ^IIow much 
misery might be spared in life were the 
fortitude and decision of women at such 
times found equal to their penetration and 
judgment. It cannot he. 

Sarah was now the wife of Ranald ; and 
lie wakened from 1 ms moody trance as the 
bright circlet” of citizens were murdering 
his family imine in attempts to congratulate 
Mrs. Mac-muck-rand Yew stammered even 
this length. * ^ 

Sarah on this occasion gratified tjie taste 


of her lord by dexterously avoiding the 
salute of the detested Sir Robert Walpole, 
and of the civic cordon who ])rcpared to follow 
hift illustrious example. She retired to make 
some change in her attire before going to 
Richmond with her hridegroom to spend 
some days, according to a previous, though 
then unusual aiTangement. 

Some of those excellent and good-hearted 
wedding-gucsta whispered to each other their 
hopes that “Sweet Sarah Brad*diaw would 
he happy — though how so fond a father, so 
jq;licious a man as Mr. Bradshaw', had given 
his only child to one of the >vild petticoat- 
men, was an inexplicable mystery.” And 
well-powdered wigs and Mechlin lappets 
shook at does an ancient forest in the sudden 
breeze, which, in tlie depths of tranquillity, 
foretells the coming tempest. One of the 
old gentlemen jircsent, who had patted Sarah’s 
silken, curly head at tw’o years old, and given 
her gilt hooks, and toys, and trinkets for 
fifteen Christmases, in now pledging to lier 
healtli and happiness, said, “ And, my dear, 
if these wdld Highlandmen are not good to 
you, and don’t value pretty Sarah Bradshaw 
as they ought, just let me know — your own 
old friend, and your fathei'’s friend, Joshua 
Brydges, late Sheriff* of London, and I ivar- 
raiit w'e soon biing ’em to order.” 

On Ranald this half-jocular address, better 
meant than timed, had an iiumeiliato effect, 
of wrhich his pride, as well as his judgment, 
was afterwards gshamed : “ Sir,” he said, 
stepping fonvanl wdth the air of a prince, 
and drawing himself up to his, full height, 
while his brows knitted into that ominous 
corrugation wliich Sarah fondly called “ liis 
proud look,” and her father, “ his liaughty 
scowl,” “May J inriniie if there be any 
jiarticnlar meaning in the woi;^ls you have 
just used.” 

“ Like all the vjords I either use at rclijsh, 
they carry their meaning pretty plainly on 
tlieir face, Mr. Macmickraudal,” said the 
undaunted ol(l merchant ; “ I wished to tell 
ray young friend, now your w ife, that how- 
ever it may fare with her, her old friends 
and countrymen will not soon forget lier.” 

“ I thank you, sir, for iny wife,” returned 
Ranald, wdth a high distant bow ; “ but as 
I presume tiie tioiv friev^s and countrjfnim 
slie has done me accepts ai» 

fully*^ equal to her HHlen, your inter- 
ference is quite ^unoallec^w.” He wdieeled 
quickly round,* snatched his half-fainting 
bride in his anns, and rapidly oaiTylng her 
down stairs, placed her in the carriage, and 
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Sprang in beside hei^ thus escaping all farther' 
congratulation, or rather what ie was dis- 
posed to reckon farther insult. 

“ Noble, gallant gentleman. ! cried >Iis- 
tress Bridget, over whom the Chief, and his 
rank and hue person, had effectually cast' 
glamour: “ We must make allowance for his 
high princely spirit. 'VCith how gallant an 
air he earned off my niece, looking round 
with such a glaiice ! ” 

** As if he wished us all at the devil,*’ mut- 
tered old Mr. Brydges. 

Mistress Bridget saw that her eulogy did 
not tell. “ My nephew, Lochnaveen, though 
at first sight a little shy, and rather hrusguf, 
and even high with strangers, is the most 
generous and aniiable of men ; &nd })oor 
Sarah! I*m afraid he’ll quite spoil her. 
My dear niece will be the happiest of wives.” 

*‘God grant it ! ” was repeated round and 
round by the family friends; but, not to 
Mr. Bradshaw’s ear, m the hearty, bounding 
tones of belief and confidence. 

Alone with Sarah — his own — his beauti- 
ful — flying like the wind from Ludgate hill 
— no “hill of deer” —without even “Aunt 
Bridget ” to damp his joy through his morbid 
pride, Ranald was again the happiest of 
men. 

Sarah, in her lioney-moon, once more re- 
sumed her Celtic studies, and with less dread 
of Ranald’s modes of punishment. Her 
musical talents were exerted in the way 
which best gratified his national tastes, in- 
timately interwoven with ’ his clan-vanity ; 
and though Ranald had an instinctive, sick 
loathing, or natural antipathy to the very 
hoards of a book, (probably &om belonging 
to a nation whose liter<xture is oral,) on their 
evening strolls he liked to hear Sarah recite 
poetry, and j[ncidentally tell those romantic, 
animating stories of love, and w’ar, and chi- 
valry, with which her favourite reading had 
so richly stored her memory, Ranald, in 
return, could tell her those brave tales of his 
own country, and of his ancestors and kins- 
i men, which for her had now an overpowering 
I interest ; and as to poetry, he confidently 
assured her, all she knew of Spenser and 
Shakspere was nothing compared to the 
strains of his n&tive muses ; but for these he 
referred her to DcqoM qf Ute IHrh^ that wild 
enthusiast, the^j|||||||^dweller in the misty 
shieling, the hsS^Dman, the nympliolept, 
the seer, and bamPRa deer-stalker — a cha- 
racter composed of purely O^sianic elements, 

< teir^'or, vagdenees, solltarine^ deflation, and 
-inystei-y. 


Had the Chief of Lochnaveen remained long 
enough under this sweet and humanizing in- c 
flnence, it might indeed have wrought that 
change on his nature which Aaron Hill had so 
sanguinely anticipated. Alone with his wife, 
his mind w*as enlarged, his temper softened ; 
while he was spared those struggles wdth 
self-will, andvOffences to his self-love, which 
must have ensued had his compftnloii been 
less dear, or had there been ])ut one spectator 
of their domestic intercourse. Ranald was 
shamed put of his habitual selfishness hy the 
gentleness and unreserved and tender devoted- „ 
ness of his wife ; and he now tried to check, 
in her presence, his frequent transports of 
passion, both from the desire of retaining her 
esteem, and to spare her the pain and liorror 
wliich her countenance lietrayed when lie 
showed degrading Violence and bad tepiper to 
his servants and inferiors. 

Ranald, without hating one jot of his 
pride, began to have other notions of what 
belonged to manliness and personal dignity 
than the Highlands had taught him ; and, 
though he still saw hut Mntly and through 
a haze, had he mnained Miger in this calm, 
pure atmosplicrc of affection, the mists might 
have cleared away, and have left self-com- 
mand and propriety of feeling equarto the 
undeniable grace and spirit of his character. 
And ever as Ranald’s brow cleared, Sarah’s 
smile grew brighter. Her looks were the 
truest index to his varying moods ; till the 
perilous c3l!!cess of her devotion to li being 
so wilful and wayward, soon became her 
spirit’s banc. » 

Though Mr- Bradshaw still 'wished that 
his daughter’s ‘happiness had been more 
wisely placed, and that, her peace depended* 
more on her own internal feelings than tke 
humour of her husband, he learned te listen 
with greater patience, if not yet with entire 
faith, •when, ten days after her marriage, he 
had kissed his Sarah’s frcshj^-blooming 
cheek, and again heard his sister vaunt of 
lier niece’s greaf^ grand, and most felicitous 
union. 


While the heart, soul, and sefises of the 
Chief thus held honeymoon in the citizen’s 
suburban villa — a comparatively rare luxury 
for the liondon citizens pf those days and 
while cUtn, country, and mother seemed for- 
gotten in the smiles and endealynents of liis 
wife, a very different s^ene was passing in 
his paternal halls. 

' Mr, Daniel Hossack, or ^^the Bhalie,” 
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know tlie tiiin of “ the young Lair4 ” too message for his mother’s ears to a dansman’s 
* well to have any fear that a marriage on lips — rcad*me those papers, ay, every iota of 
whicjji he had once set his heart, or his head — them^ at your peril — and make no comment*’^ 
or, what was equivalent to both, his sovereign * Tlie Bhalie began with much the same 
will and pleasure — would be broken off in ease, though probably witli much less grace 
deference to Nighmn Dmachd Ruadhy merely than the dragoman, whose head must answer, 
in her maternal character, ^t the English not merely for the fidelity of lus translation; 
family might be more scrupulo^ ; and, ^lerc but for the contents of the despatch proving- 
“a ready-money fortune” was at stake, satisfactory to the capricious tyrant who 
which Daniel, from his own painful calcula- ' commands his service, 
tious, set down, at the least plack,” for The Chieftainess soon understood tliat 
— perhaps ^20,000 — his imagination Ranald had found for himself the treasure 
•even rose tQ*£.‘i0,000 — it became hun to be for which she had long and vainly sought. 

I wary. This was something different from Very different motives had guided their 
! the .000 merks Euglisli, or 3000 pounds Scots, search, and the estimation of the value of 
j u hich,*bout that period, made a magnificent the priz^ might also be very different. While 
I Highland dowerv. • Master Hossack, pleading stupidity, pondered 

Before the Chief's letter was allowed to suitable Gaelic words and phrases that might 
reach the castle, the Bhalie’had made toleva- soften the facts which they conveyed, she 
bly sure that the Nvriter was a married luan. cast in her mind what great clan families 
I liike other sagacious persons, Daniel had with marrlageahle maidens were then so- 
! great faith iji the breach-healing adage, journing in London. Maccallum-more do- 
“'J’hat what is done cannot be undone;” graded himself, and coiifinned the family 
from ^^hich Tna>.im he liad long drawn the stigma of and sycophancy by haunting 
most consolatory part of his philosophy, “the Elector’s” Court. Maclean of Duart 
He v«gbt, on twenty years’ experience, to avhh in London, and the crafty Lovat— cruel 
j have known, that what might reconcile an and cowardly, treacherous and fawning, even 
: ordimwy mind would only chafe and exas- in youth — was also there, with maiden re- 
] porate the “ Daughter of Red Duncan,” latives. These connexions boded no accession 
'I’lic Irish priest, who was^ still an occa- of nobility of spirit, bravery of heart, or 
bioiial lianger-ou *about the castle, at this beauty of person to the race of Raonull. 
time absent ; and tlie Bhalie was commanded But, if they .could not invigorate, neither 
■ to open and reafl the letters wliich he had could they greatly taint the line. 

' * brought. It must have been not a little The speculations of the lady w^ere brought 
amusing to sec the smirking and wi^ggling, to an abrupt close, by the Bhalie hitting on 
am! airs of 4)laudishmenl of the hqnest man, a delicate, circumlocutory phrase, by which he 
when,'' Hi^er due perusal, he pretended tQ chose to render the term, “a respectable 
^ discover, as if for^lic first time, the iinpor- man,” which had — as it yet has — no proper 
tj^nt contents of ffife papers. Though the equivalent among a people who knew no 
mind of this respectable functionary was as middle class, noT any distinction of rank, 
]>urc}y £awlaiu1 as on the day when he, in save the broad one (d the brave >vho led, and 
an evil hour, left the parish of Dron, his the faitliful that folk' wed. 
manners and language wcie now tinged with But with all hk study, Mr. Hossack, as 
the air of the mountains, and of a Chieftain’s will sometimes happen to the most scrupulous 
court. . translators, was not happy in his hits. The 

Hoi ! hoi ! this is news for Beltane 1 — phrase he used startled the Chieftainess. It 
great joy to you, my lady — ay, and a fine was tlie same very ambiguous, newly-framed 
gi*andson before the year he out, to transmit epithet wliich slie now usually applied to a 
to the latest jiosterity the honoured name and person of mongrel breed, who, after peddling 
race of Raonull ! and joy to you, Donald tlie north-western glens for many years, had 
nam Biodag ! and £o all the Clan Raoriull, , set himself down “ in a dealing way,” in the 
and usquebaugh unstinted, and a balefire to ancient Cathedral city of Dornoch — jthat 
light the whole coufftry this same night !” Balmy ra of the North. Mr. Hossack sauf 

“ Who ma^ you the panegyrist of the race Kow it stood. ‘‘ In for a penny, in for a 
of Raonull cried the disdainful and stately pound,” was his maxim in certain acta, 
lady — “stint homafe.and compliment tliat designated by tllfe Scottish law aa something 
are not wanted of you, aud speak plainly like “ rttious intromission.” It occurred to 
or, since j^our master has hot intrusted* Wa Wm at peed* So with the Chief’s Jetfer he 
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mixed Up hie own private informotitm, Und ordained minister , wbtild a Low-countrj«' 
reading off>loof, as the Scottish phrase goes, Christian gentlewoman/’ thonght Mr. Hos- 
he produced first the beauty, then more sack. — Hoi, hoi ; — ‘out with the skein 
boldly the fsrtuns^ and finally bolted up the Donald ! — that’s the scissors to cut the laces 
goldsmith ; by tliis time instinctiVl^ly drawing of Nighean Donachd Buadh’s bod dice, when 
nearer to the hall-door. she takes a womanly dwalm^ or fit o’ the 

Wlien the whole truth, so far beyond her mother. Give her a smell o* the red blood on 
fears or conception, burst Upon the mother you|^eeking mrk, lad — ^that’s the Bcent-hcdtle 
of the Chief, instead , of giving way to her to rouse my lady. — Ocli, sirs, thiit a native 
usual impetuous hurricane of passion, she of a Christian landward parish sliould linvi^ 
looked as if she were visibly clianging to lived in a heathen, howling wilderness, with- 
stone. ' Every muscle became strained and out law* or gospel, for a whole generation ! 
rigid ; her face and lips grew purpled tfiid If my soul be saved, after all, ‘t’m sure it’s *' 
black, her hands clenched with frightful by a narrow chance. — If Mr. Bradshaw but 
spa8m.s, and she staggered and fell. This only needed a steady clerk or book-keeper, 
was something far more appalling ^han the who writes a legible hand, though a thought 
fire-streak on the brow, and the dilated stiflF: — but, like the patriarch’s, my flocks 
nostril heaving and falling like a bellows — and my herds liaveif had tlie blessing of in^ •* 
an ordinary ex})res6ioii of Celtic wrath with crease even in tKis Laban-scrritiule*. — ami 
which Mr. Hossack had long been quite what ken I but that this wretched f^odom i.s 
familiar. The Blialie Was at his wits’ end ; spared for the sake of the one righteous. — 
he. fumbled about for the fleam with which But what now 'i Lord have nieivy upon 
he occasionally performed the Operation of us I ” 

phlebotomy, sometimes on the cattle, and The sc'^ne and the group whij^h the Low- 
sometimes on the fainting fair of the race of land Blialie contemplateth if his frightened 
Raonull, and would have tried to open a stare could )>c called contemplation, wais^ not 
vein, even at the same risk witli which a a little striking. 

European auTge<fn saves the life of the Sul- He stood near the midfllc of the great hall 

tan’s favourite; hut he was warded off by of the castle, a long, narrow, and dusky 
Donald of the Dirk. apartment : the massive walls, arched roof, 

The kinsman, the champion, knelt by the and rudely-paved floor of which were in the 
rigid, death-struck frame of the lady, holding same rugged, uaked,and desolate state that the 
his dirk over her body, and breathing sounds Lowland masons had left tliem two centuries 
in that dark and figurative language which before. One side t)f the hall was nearly 
Highlanders call “ ^ep Gaelic” and which filled by a huge fire-place ; opposite were 
only their bards and senachies understood or several dark apertures, leading • to chamfcevs , 
could use —Uhe mystical language of Fagan and stair-cases. A long oaken tdbte occu- 
rites, and of the wildest poetiy. i>ied the middle of the apartment ; and , 

Though very inifierfectly comprehended, planks of. the same wood, covered with Hjc 
those solemn vows of a deep and speedy ven- skins of wild animals, and placed oi\ roots of 
geance chilled the marrow in the bones of the trees, dug from the neighbouring mosses, 
native of the civilized Lowland parish of Dron. served as seats. The decorations of Raonull’s 
He remained rooted to tlie 'spot in very terror, hall were skeins, battle-axes, broad-swords, 

It seemed as if, even while sense and life were targets, pistols, and dirks ; as ifjl on passing 
suspended, the spirit of the Cbieftaincss lield the disaiming aet, the hall of the Chief had 
communion with her clansman, and was ap- been chosen for the armoury of his clan : 
peased by his, fell vow and horrible purpose, deer-skins, enormous antlers, and other sylvan 
3he began to move, and Donald of the Dirk i^opliics, formed the secondary ornaments of 
bore her to a lattice at the upper end of the . the apartment ; and a huddle of roots of 
hall, the only aperture, save the ever open trees, lying in one comer, either formed sup- 
door, by which air. or light was admitted*, plcmentary seats at grand banquets, or fuel, 
ThaJt>reeze played freely on her bared tojtoples as guests and circumstances demanded, 
and tliroat — the cool, fresh, evening br^ze ^ Nothing could have ap^amd, to on Eriglisli- 
that came dancing over the heathy mountains woman, more rude and comfortless, or unlike 
aromatic pastures across the waters of all she imagines of than this interior. 

Jllpchjiaveeli. She opened her eyes. The charm of the.,festal hall lay without. 

*‘/fhat Beelzebub’s homily has done her It was the eye of a glorious prospect, and one 

more good than a pithy prayer from an ' w'Juch, above all others tliat the sun beheld 
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m liifl coiim, M'armbd tb^ bloody and bred who eup^drted bet, whimpered in her car 
a the spirit of the race of RaoniilL From the words of mysterious abd dreadful meauiug* 

low, arolied, narrow door, as by the glai% of The family which originally possessed this 

a reversed telescope, tlie eye was led througli hamlet of the Qlach an duichy or the “ dhaky 

the intricate convolutions of a serrated, hollow,** was one of high renown and trust, 

hilly ridge, upwards and onwards, wider and even among the families of the Duim-umali^ 
farther, till lost in a ihagniiicent perspective or “infen oi note,** of the tribe. Their place, 
of the cones, peaks, and haej**^ summits that as keepers of the pass, had been one of great 
rose streftbing along the western hdfldon, importance in former times ; and the 
and floating in etlierial light* keepers of the heart of Raonull,*’ or of the 

The prospect afforded by the high^plsced gates of RaonuH,*’ as they were called, still 
lattice, at the other extremity of ^he liaU, held apart, and looked down with piide on 
^ was moi*e c^^ifiiied, aud ,jxuite different in cha^ t^e common inhabitants of the other villages 
racier. Tlie Castle stood on a promontory of in the glen. 

* Lochnrt veen ; and this lattice had, probably, It was to this hamlet, on which she opened 
been constructed to give a view of the moun- her eyes, that Nighmn Dimachd Rmdh now 
tain pass across llmt lake, by which the addressed herself in th6 style of passionate 
strong country of Raonull could alone be adjuration peculiar to her people. 

‘ approwluMl from the soutti-east, wheilier by ‘^Keepers of the heart of Raonull, have 
friend or foe. Tlie Castle stood on the north- ye slumbered on your rock ? dwellers in the 
Avost bank of the lake, which here narrowed dusky correi, is it thus ye hold your trust ? 
to a 1 ) 0 lit tlw eighth of a mile. Almost under Have yo not sworn, that only wading in 
the wails was a straggling hamlet, and a your blood, and your children’s blood, — that 
feriyiiig place. But none of these objects only treading on your bodies, and your chil- 
could be Isoen till the spectator thrust his dren’s bodies, should the hated Saxon gain 

liead out of this dizzying lattice ; though the halls of Raonull \ Brings the dark- 

fi'oin Aviiliiu be might see, liigh across the haired girl disgrace less foul than the red- 
lake, the “Hock of the Gathering” hanging handed man?” 

over the stupendous pass, which bore a At this time, Mr. Hosfiack ihnttered,** She’s 
Gaelic name, signifying “ the steps of brave clean aff the hooks — lost her links — fairly ' 
men.” 'J'houglf but of tlie moderate altitude demented — tint the small grip o’ common 
of three Iiuudied feet, this cliff, springing sense she ever hud, or ever used, save to l)e a 
• sbcfi-i from tlicr lake, over which it threw permitted scourge to a* that speak broad 
« * lurid shadows, looked tremendously high. Lawlaiids, and have the feat o’ either law or 
At this hour, the lieatlier aud broekaus, gospel before their eyes. As if the folk o’ 
Wkv^ on its IcdgtJ^ might be seen traced Gl^ach m dnich keiin’d ony thing about Miss 
agaiS^-lilic clear, cool amber sliy, like the Bradshaw’s marriage : — they ken about 
minute fibres of jdants in a hoHus kecjdug, for an aulil sang, th6 best grazing 

Tlie first faint st^ now twinkled like glow- in a* the glens o’ LocUiiavecn though, — 
Vorms over and among* the sprays, — ^tlio blue wliere, in a dropping summer, the herbage 
evening, smokes of a hamlet, of only five springs up the rcu L^ with a pile like vcl- 
cal)ins, hanging in a hollow of the “ Qook vet, and as rich clover ftfJ sawn grass 1’ 
of the Gathering,” as the cloudlets climbed the Carse*” ^ 

the higher ledges and gracefully crept and The Bhalle ^votild have seized this Imppy 
twined through bush cliff, gave a cha- mlniito to have renewed a favourite j»ro- 
racter of extreme softness to the scene, posal— summarily to eject the “keepers of 
Standing in the middle of tlie hall, a spec- Raotiull’s heart” froln their rich grazings : 
tutor might have fancied that he could hut the flashing eyes of the lady drove 
shake hands with the girl, in that air-hung him cowering back ; and the courage which 
hamlet, who was now milking her goats and he had tliat evening reinforced by an extra 
singing a Gaelic chaunt, sweeliy in Unison cttacA of usquehaughy the “ golden water” of 
with the breathings of the unseen lake the Highlanders, again ebbed down into 
below, whose Utt*o sutnmer waves panted his hose. • 

and lipped .against the Castle walls, like an THougli the Bhalie had stood the swarthy 
infant in ’^blissful dreams of its mother’s fire of those , eyes for twenty yeats^ he 
bosom* ^ * couH not yek tell whether they were pet- 

it was on tills <iuiet scene that the eyei^of maiun tly red, green, or gray, or, a chahge- 
the Chieftainess opened wliile the dauHiuh; ful m.'xture of all these hues : op^-«oloured, 




. like the Chiefs temper, they probably were, 
but bright and wild as the. falcon’s. 
Niphean Donachd Ruadh had the • pale 
golden hair, the bright, though darkly- 
freckled complexion and decided features of 
her family ; tlie moutli and chin wanted the 
delicacy and beauty of Ranald’s, but, to 
make amends, the foi^ehead was more ex- 
panded and nobler ; tliere was more bmadth 
between the eyes ; the same powerful frown 
was there, but no scowl, no pent-house 
glance sent from under lowering brows. 
Besides the chameleon colour of her ey^, 
the Chieftalness presented another riddle to 
her Lowland retainer. Her cast-off jupes 
and petticoats were not a liair’s-breadth 
too deep for her foster-sister Marseley, the 
daughter of Black John Gow. Now, Mar- 
seley was but an ordinary-sized female, 
and the coif of Nigh^an Donachd Ruadh 
looked, in her moods of passion, as if it 
could have rustled against Aldebaran. Her 
head was set on her shoulders with the air 
which a sculptor of genius might have 
given to a Boadicea ; here was the key to 
that secret of commanding stature inex- 
plicable to Master ifossack. 

The Highland^ tribes, whatever may be 
said of their origin, have evidently a 
straiigely-inixed physiognomy, though pecu- 
liar features and complexions run in the 
gi’cat clan-families. The clansman who 
still supported the Chieftainess, was of that 
age when a man of sorrow may say ‘‘ his 
way of life has fallen into the sear and 
yellow leaf,” though his actual years should 
contradict the statement. The face of Donald 
of the Dirk had been withered and burnt 
— burnt and withered to the tanned hue 
of an Indian hunter. It w^is still a coun- 
tenance which, under other circumstances, 
would have been ■ called " highly intel- 
lectual.” His small, finely-shaped head, 
covered with thick-set curls of the blackest 
hair*, the dark, bright, deep-set eyes, and 
delicately chiselled features, looked like tlie 
Arab or Moorish race ; so did the light, 
spare, and lithe form, of which the slender- 
ness^ approaching to leanness, p]*obab]y took 
from the real height. At tliis moment, he 
towered far above ordinary lounging 
statui'e, as, listening to his Chieftainess, his 
eyes fitted that wild unearthly sparkle, 
which his clfinsmen attributed to liis myste- 
rious gifts, his power over tli^ uhseen world, 
and frequent supernatural coipmuhings with 
beings not of earth ; and the Bhalie, moie 
rationally, to an incipient frenzy,’ "nursed 

- ■■■ 


in solitude, wdth idle rhymes, Satan’s own 
pride, and thin, muttonless hrockan** 

The adjuration of the Chieftainess to tlie 
negligent “ Keepers of the heai-t” was but 
the momentary aberration of an excited 
brain. She now rained her imprecations 
and threats of vengeance, in that shadowy 
deep language, which made the heart of one 
audilbr quail in terror, and the spfiit of tlic 
other i^low ahd thrill in sympathy ; now 
stretching her hands towards the “ Rock of 
the Gathering,” to the lake, the* mountains, 
and the moprs, w'ith (frantic yet csolemn ges- 
ture ; an9 in wild, impassioned, and iiiitrans- 
lateable words, she called upon them, as if 
living things, to avenge, as they ha^ wit- 
nessed, her wrongs aiul sorrows ; to roll over, 
to fall upon, and hide, with their waters and 
their cliffs, her Ufi^atcfiil and degenerate 
son. 

The twilight had deepened into gloom, 
as the Chieftainess stooped to the clansnuin, 
who knelt before her, and muttered some 
dark spell over the naked dirk which he held 
up. lie kissed it solemnly ; and,* instead of 
returning the weapon to its sheath, placed it 
naked in his bosom, as if it were lienceforth 
set apart and consecrated .to some liighjmr- 
pose. And he still knelt, while, w’oi-d by 
word, he solemnly ” repeated — his clasped 
hands fasb locked in both of hers — a deep 
and thrilling oath of vengeance ; and then, 
without another word, Donald of tlie sllirk 
passed out of the hall-door, and disap- 
peared, like a ghost, in the gloom. The 
lady also retired. ' / 

“So tbej* have taken their SatiiaVe^sac- 
ra'ment before my very eyes ! ” soliloquized 
the Bhalie. “ Loi'd preser'tV my senses ! but 
a tar-barrcl has been w^orse besto^ved ere' 
iiow^, tlian on a ceilain lady who, jfor good 
reasons, shall be nameless ! Does the liar- 
dened wbinan mean to murder her aiii bairn ! 
Infanticide by tbe statute, btit tha1» Ranald’s 
major. But what kens she, or what cares 
she, for gospel law, or statute law, or canon 
law \ Or do they mean to strike fang into 
the bosom of the young, innocent Southron 
lassie, and the fortune, it’s very like, depend- 
ing, except the courtesy, on the birth of an 
heir, or else retui*niDg to . the Bradshaw 
family toties quoties. Lord direct me aright 
this night! But I’ll raice the braes;* I’ll 
send an express tp Duncan Forbes, — if not 
at Cullodeii, he’ll be about BuUcBlirew, plant- 
ing sticks* Is bipod to be spilt, and gold to 
be thrown from ns, ^Vithout saying, ‘Wi’ 
your Jeave,* pr *by yowr leave?*” 
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With this bold determination, the Blinlie 
was hobbling off when recalled by the voice 
of ^ the lady. She had now adjusted her 
head-gear — her attendant had rolled hack 
those streaming locks, disliovelled in her 
madness ; and, from a frenzied sibyl she had 
sunk into an angry, violent woman. The 
symptoijj was favourable ; and the Bhalu 
took fresh courage. Her questioning had 
hitherto been brief ; now she poured forth 
inquiries in floods ; and, when these were 
satisfied, the Bhalie offered to tlirow in a 
word of Ilfs* own. “With your good leave, 
lionoured and noble lady,” he said, bowing, 
but retiring backwards, “ the Saxon gentle- 
man who is to be the honoured and worthy 
father-in-law of Ma<^ Mic Raonull being a 
» w^orker in gold, and *fa8hioiier in silver, 
w'iiiclP are, as we say, the lordly, being the 
precious metals — '* 

“Peace, dog of a Saxon 1 — dog, and son 
of a dog I — from your sordid spirit has this 
i wretched boy imbibed that greed of gold 
j which made liim first forsake his country, 
; and next barter his honour ‘for a tinkers 


pel/1 Peace, again ! greedy kite.” The 
Blialie, who was attempting to speak, bo>ved, 
and *vas mute. * 


I “Lauclilaii Gosv,” slie continued, “the 

i) lackene(i man, toiling and sw'eating in yon- 
der forge, by the banks of Lochnavefen — he 
yon’der, whose ancestors have, in this vale, 

' for four hundred years, fashioned brave w'ea- 
• pons for the hands of braver men, — sons of 
Raonull — how much nobler a bride for the 
J^otmchd Ruad\ were that 
poorijjim’s child than the moiigi^l brood of 
^ tliis Saxon CairdJ” 

“ Oich ! oich ! ^li muttered the Bhalie, 
but dis^sent openly he durst not ; and, with 
a IHtlo .pardonable hypocrisy, lie left the 
lady to construe his exclamation into regret 
for Ranald’s degeneracy if she so chose. 
But agaiif, ere he was gone, the clansman 
entered, equipped and armed like a High- 
land Jbuine-uasaly or man of distinction, 
when he travelled in those times. 

The devil ever speeds his own black 
errand,” thought the Bhalie, taken by sur- 

j) rise, wliile the lady proudly turned from 
him, as if ashamed to be seen by her kins- 
man in conference ivith one so sordid and so 
low. * “ There he i^full rigged out already, 
pistol and dirk. Oich, oich, oich.” 

“ 0 trueJiearted Donjiuil I that nevei yet 
failed me,” cried the ^hieftaihess, as if dis^ 
daining to conceal what she held not merely 
a lawful^ but a iioble purpose. “ 


brave kinsman ! remember the name you 
bear, the blood which you share in honour 
or ill shame, with Mac Mic RaonulL Be, 
Nighcan DmmcM Ruadh^s command, your 
warrant for every deed. Prevent, at aU 
perils, this foul alliance ; yet” — and for , 
firet time her voice faltered — “ remember 
that Ranald, wretched boy — is your Clan’s 
Chief — is the only son of his molhdr !” 

“ And a pretty wolf-dam he has of her,” 
thought the Bhalie, who now purposely 
lingered, to glean all the intelligence possible. 

^ But, if all the broad pieces in the old hose 
go for it, and that’s the safest Royal Bank 
of Scotland that I wot of in Lochnaveen — 
my man shall reach London first. — 
ready-money fortune !’ That may plaster 
all sores. The woman may come to her 
senses, and thank me yet. At all rates, I 
must instantly send the cuiragh and cobble 
to the Glach an dutch side of the loch ; and 
if 1 put a graybeard of usqiichaugh under old 
Echan an Batan*s care — hang their Gaelic 
names, I cannot mow-band them in thirty 
years — it will go hard with Echan’a honesty 
but he start the bung and pree : — that will 
seal honest Hector in the laud of Nod till 
momiiig, if Nighcan Donald Ruadh- herself 
screech the * gathering’ in his lug — and give 
my red-shanked Caiilmess gillie a fair start ; 
and then do your best, Donald, my- man, 
there will be whipping o’ cadgers ere ye 
cross the Spey. And ye will have to 
mumble \our Pagan Paternosters, before 
starting, at the auld ruckle o’ stancs ye call 
the ‘ Druid’s Clachan,’ over the rotten banes 
o’ .your ancestors, no doubt a part which 
yc call a bn rying-ground — though there’s 
not a decent four-walled grave-yard, where 
a Christian corp lie in peace, in hope 

of a joyful resurvectiou, iu the hundred- 
mile-bounds o* your wild country. Poor 
ignorant^ unciviltzed heathens ! and as full 
o’ pride as the' nut is o’ the kernel ; and 
that T need not say, for I ne’er saw a sweet, 
well-filled nut since I left the bonny holms 
o’ Dron.” 

Such w'as the soliloquy of Mr. Daniel 
Hossack, as he wended at a round pace 
down to the ferry-hou.se. One part of his 
succeeded to a wish. “ Echan of the 
boat’^ swallowed tiBipn/ehaugh to his ■ 

content, and took the exact care of the graj^ 
beard which the politic Bhalie had antici-^ 
pated. * 

A i*ii»istei--looking Caithness led, a for^gn 
mercenary, whom the. Bhalie harl^ured^ 
was on that night Behan’s last passenger \ 
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and he was now up the pass^ afid sctme 
miles over the moors* 

The Bhalie, stationed at the door of his 
own snug cottage, chuckled to hear the war- 
pipe and the small pipe, and the daughters 
of Baonull siHrl in chorus a rmilh in the 
dull ears of drunk Echan, to Whom "the 
golden Waters’* had proved a mingled 
(Iraught of Helicon and Lethe. Nigh^m 
Donachd Rnad/i would at once have ordered 
a bullet or two to he sent across the lake, 
hut that she knew this leaden messenger, 
though it might make Echan’s sleep sounder, 
would not bring over the curragh* The 
Bhalie’s triumph at thus getting the start 
of the Man of the Dirk, which he, hewever, 
confined to his own hosoin with prudence 
and modesty, was complete. 

Well he knew how the promise of gold 
in handfuls would string the sinews of his 
messenger ; hut he reckoned not of the 
nobler motives which impelled Donald of 
the' Dirk* No obstacle could delay — no 
difficulty deter the clansman. He had 
visited the graves of his ancestors, a cere- 
mony never forgotten, even on commencing 
sliorter and less perilous journeys tlian that 
which lay befoj’e him. It was whispered 
in the hamlet, with pale cheeks and hated 
bix^ath, that he must also have held a 
darker meeting, which no other man might 
share and live. Strange tales were .ever 
whispered of Donald ; but ho had no con- 
fidant save one. Nighem Donachd Ruadh 
knew that her kinsman had, from about 
the age of. eighteen^ been haunted by a 
beautiful female, or Spirit that assumed a 
woman’s shape ; the Egeria of the solitary 
hunter, — w^o sometimes " made a sunshine 
in the Bha(fy place,” but more fi*e(|uently 
thickened its gloom, to liis periurhed and 
melancholy spirit* 

At times the Chieftaine^' was disposed to 
entertain the theory of her functionary of 
Dron, — that the fair and mysterious appari- 
tion which swayed the mind of her kinsman, 
was the creation of a distempered, but poetical 
fancy ; of solitude and thin potations ; and, 
at other times^ this wild mystery enhanced 
to her imagination the lofty and enthusiastic 
character of Dmhml Nam Biodag; and Jlr. 
Hosaack was peremptorily ordered to he for 
evar silent ppon what no cold-bloode^ Baxon 
could hope to comprehend. 

Donald had taken leave of^the Chieftainess 
in the circte of Druid’s stoues^ tlw burial- 
> ph^e «of their common ancelaiors. He had 
feSred from Jitr presence as may the mes- 


senger of fate from the audience of an Easterii 
despot ; and he now stood alone on a jutting 
clifl; near' the place where the ferry-bqats 
were usually moored. 

"Ay, my lad, ye may just rest ye,” thought 
the Bhalie, eyeing him from a distance, 
" unless the Chilleach^dhu^glass whisk ye oVr 
DU her broomstick, if slie has sucdi nu ac- 
commodation. No doubt she must liuve 
been flying scraicliing about the auld walls 
and bunkers o’ the castle last night foretelling 
the dreadflil misfortune of the Clan, in getting 
a Christian, Southron ‘lass with a ^ood tocher, 
for their lady. Spirits and ghosts are as 
plenty here as auld wives and bairns in the 
townend of a Lowland claclian. And, as 1 
shall answer, if he is j.ot strij)ping to swim ! 
The de’il speeds IvB ain pets. Am])hibious 
brutes ! — How he* takes the water, IFko an 
otter or a sealgli, — with his hail estate on 
his back I ” 

Donald of the Dirk went to avert the 
shame of his Cliicf ; or, that too late, to 
redeem tin* honour of his clan. taslc to 

which he w'as devoted was holy in his eyes, 
— what could retard its pei-formance ? Like 

the page in the fine old ballad, 

*1 

w 

When lie came to waters' Sow, 

He bent bis bow, and swam; 

Aijd when he camo to glowing, 

Sot down his feet nim ran. 

It was almost literally in this maniioi' that 
Donald of the Dirk, in an incredibly short 
time, performed a journey of above six 
hundred njiles; and, m the oar);; d?4vi\*jf 
the day when the Chief and his y^v'ig* wife 
were to bo presented at ^ court, for which 
purpose Sarah had . alrCmly come to towij 
from Richmond, the clansman stood ^lone in 
the pictured hall of Mr. Bradshaw’s liouse, 
in Ludgato Hill. 

Donald of the Dirk was considered a moody 
and singular character even amojtg Jiis own 
tribe. Though the bravest of the brave, the 
first man of his name, in the emphatic sense 
in which the term is understood by a ,j,race 
of warriors and hunters, the wdldering super- 
stition, of wliich he was the slave, and some 
uniiappy incidents of his early days, had 
long made the clansman cease to mingle in 
social life. For months together he would 
not once descend to the KamletB in the glens, 
save, perhaps, to attend the obsequies of some 
elder of his tribe ; ^r, if driven into social 
intercourse by the seyerity of the seasons, 
the flrst sickly smile of early spring, the 
flisf* churm of a brown moorland bird, or 
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the emerald mm growing sallow in the suns 
of February, wad to him the welcome sigtial 
of fetreat. 

It was, however, very well understood 
among his countrymen, that Donald of the 
Dirk was never less alone than when 
alone,” though in a very diiferent sense from 
the philosopher who first used the phrase. 
The cause which had first estranged the 
hunter from all interest in life, was melan- 
choly, and^not soon to be overcome. In a 
moment of passion l\p had raslilylstabhed a 

• fine youth* his beloved fostcr-brd^er, who, 

though of the lower class, had been his 
clioseu companion on the hill and on the 
lake ;• and who, for a night, on their 

hunting excursions, Jiad shared his plaid 

• and liis heather pallet, ^nder the open sky. 
To thlfe frenzy of passion Ife had been irritated 
by the light-licartcd youth rallying him on 
the delicate subject of that mysterious and 
capiicious mistrcfis of the Mist, who often, 
at midnight, it was said, summoned the 
hunter from his couch, to follow' her to the 
wild. 

Defore Donald of the Dirk had surmounted 
the bhock of this rash action, he sustained 
what he consideitd the deeper misfortune, 
of being the cause of (^eatli to a beautiful 
child, to which he had become fondly attached, 
and which showed for him ettuaf fondness. 
His’ little playmate had sprung from his 
arinsi into the lake, and infant life was 

• insti^ntly extinguished. In the agony of 
‘lus '^lespair at this catastrophe, the jiiiihappy 
>MMu^ji^j^nind aitx'eady sliattere^, conceived 

tli^<|ii<^hat he was a predestined homicicle, 

, the doomed destroyer of all he loved the best. 
Jt was then that ’lie withdrew nearly alto- 
gether /rom society. - 

3fan, an Infant, a Woman was 
tlip fearful climax of predestined crime which 
haunted his Imagination. A third time must 
his hand* be imbrued in blood before his 
guilty soul was required of him. He heard 
of the marriage of his Chief with a Saxon 
maiden, and trembled, to know his destined 
victim. 

TJie arf with which the deer-stalker con- 
trived to obtain infoimation of the movements 
of his Chief, and to gain access to the honso 
of Mr. Bradshaw, was more surprising in a 
man of his habits, tlian all his previous 
exertions ^ind privations on his journey 
southward. The cironmstance of Sarah 
being left alone fo^ one night appeared 
peculiarly propitious, though his unscrupu- 
lous devotion would not have shrunk*fhs«i 


the deed he meditated had the assembled 
world been his witness, and hie judge. 

The chamber which Sarah occupied was 
Very large for the size of the dwelling, and 
it was tidily, though somew'hat anciently 
furnished. It had been the apartment fitted 
up for her beautiful Venetian ancestress ; 
and the pictures and old-fashioned filagree 
silver-framed mirrors remained from those 
days, when a city lady’s chamber was also , 
her h/udoir, or drawing-room. 

The draperies of the bed were throw'n 
aside, on account of the heat, which flushed 
the usual pale rose- tint of Sarah’s cheek to 
a rich crimson, and gave exquisite effect 
and relief to the deep, dark eye-lash, which 
lay as if delicately pencilled on its surface. 
One side of the face was sunk on the pillow'; 
hut by this the delicate profile was only the 
more perfectly defined. The laced night- 
dress, ruffled up about the bosom, had slipped 
off from the naked shoulder, and the little 
liand, oil which was proudly Worn Sarah’s 
most valued ornament, her w'cdding-ring, 
flung carelessly out, lay half-sunk in the 
silken quilt. The sliglit figure altogether 
scarce dinted the downy surface, of which it 
occupied so narrow' a space. Sarah lay thus 
smiling and murmuring ip tlio slumber of 
hajipy dreams, in wliich she fancied that, 
niermaid-like, she floated, now in summer- 
seas, now among the bright water-lilies of a 
lochan, far away among Ranald’s hills — 

A mirror in the depths o£ flowery sliclvea,'* 
a scene of enchantment which he had often 
described to her, and where he had promised 
to build her a summer shieling. It w’as a 
thrice happy dream. Now she plunged into 
the cool, green depths of the lockan, re- 
appearing undef the . filing birch-sprays that 
ruffled tile gla$#y surface — now darted in 
cliase of the little white-breasted water-birds 
that dimpled theV'ave on which they brooded, 
or wandered away into those tangled island 
tliickets where the roe couched with her 
twin fawns. 

On this dream, made up of every image 
of bCiiuty and fascination that liaunted the 
sleeper’s wakening thoughts, stole the pre^ 
meditated assassin — his step more silent and 
stealthy than ever was that witli which he 
tracked the red deer on Maam Tamar. Higher 
animal courage than that which nerved tht& 
clansman never warmed man’tf blood ; yet 
hfe raised and partially disordered imaglna- 
ii^i was often Conflicting with •his physical 
firmness. He was the melancholy and 
imaginative native of a semi-harbarous and 
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superstitious country/ of which even the 
religion was still a wild mixture ofi>mldism 
with the Paganism of ancient Scandinavia, 
and the darkest fottns of Popery. Thfi 
Chief, and a few of his kinsmen, were now-, 
indeed, nominally of the Reformed faith ; 
but this had wrought small change, either 
on their practice or their cieed ; and even 
to the sliglU change, Donald of the Dirk had 
not acceded. 

The Dark Dreamer, as he was often named, 
was the centre of a world of his own, a world 
peopled by phantasms and shadows. lie 
had learned to give the roar of the cataract, 
and the whispering of the wind among the 
reeds of the lake, or its moaning sob^, as it 
swept over the heath, a living and articulate 
voice ; and to shape from the rainbow and 
the mist,, according to his prevailing mood, 
forms of mystery, of ten‘or, or of beauty. 

To the higher productions of the fine 
arts, the deer-stalker was almost an‘ entire 
stranger, and in stealing along tlio dim-lighted 
passages of Mr. Bradshaw’s dwelling, the 
tall, ghost-like, sculptured figures which he 
encountered, and the pictures, obscurely seen, 
yet starting from the canvass in the attitudes 
and hues of life, took, in his working brain, 
a strange and wilderiiig character, hovering 
between that mystic ideal and gloomy reality, 
to which his spirit ever cjuailed. Still he 
glided oil. 

It w'as reflected in a large mirror, and by 
the light of a night-taper, that Donald of 
the Dirk first belield the couch of his inno- 
cent and unconscious victim. The air of 
serene repose, the deep and holy tranquillity 
that breathed around the lovely vision softly 
pictured in the glass, could not fall to touch 
any heart allied to so exalted an imagination 
as that which made the bane of the High- 
lander, “ Was this Ranald’s low-horn bride, 
— tills shadowy lieing, so. ethereal in her 
loveliness, — and was it into Paradise that 
he had stolen to do a murderer’s work ^ ” 
The reflections which crowded on tjie 
clansman’s remorseful and perturbed mind, 
though tliey shook, could not change his 
vowed purpose. He gassed more intently 
into the mirror ; and now, most wonderful I 
distant, dim, ahd hhzy, gradually rising 
beyond the sleeper’s couch, yet seeming ■ to 
Jiover' above it, was revealed the ‘^autiful, 
uneuthly, and almost impalpable being, that 
from youth had haunted his solitude I — not 
sucH cdie .flashed upon liifti in' midnight 
not the bright, sudden, glancing 
half, seen at nooh-4ay; nor yet 


I such as when she mysteriously gathered fom 
I from the mist or the moonlight: another 
I she seemed, and yet the sauie, throned on 
clouds and stars, enslirined in glories, resplen- 
dent ill power and majesty, yet bending 
downwards those meek, veiled eyes, with a 
humility iso touching. In her aims, and 
around her head, a thousand and a thousand 
times repeated, was tho same cheriifi face, — 
the very face of the lovely infant -lie had 
destroyed ! Quivering in every limb and 
nerve, th^* Highlander sank on his knees. 

Thoug^i this mysterious vision*' shook his 
mind, it could not Jong quell his courage. 
The clansman knew enough of civilized life, 
to be aware that he had looked into a ipirror. 
The iirominent figure ..which gleamed there, 
— his own, — worn ^ud haggard as it now 
looked, was yet thersame he luid so often seen 
reflected in softer lines, and fairer hues, on 
the waters of Lochuaveen, and in the Foun- 
tain of Peace.” He rose, and firmly and 
calmly turned round, gazing intently on 
every side The Madonna he had seen re- 
flected in the mirror, and which In^iig behind 
Sarah’s bed, was another portrait of the 
Venetian lady, whose beauty had been licr 
husband’s pride, and a stvdy to all tho. con- 
temporary artists, who had painted her in 
every form. 

The movements of the sfeejier, disturbed 
by the faint noise unconsciously heard, had 
made the curtains of the bed drop from the 
quilt, and they now concealed the picture 
which had received life and motion only 
from indistinct vision, Eml’ the Bunej;stitip\is^ 
excitement of a bewildered iniml.^'^oiiald 
of the Dirk gazed on the spot w’her6 the 
reality of the mirrored ifirage should have 
been seen, as if his soul would have escaped 
hj*^ his eyes. Nothing w'as visible , but . the 
draperies of the curtains, falling in rich 
folds. He drew a long, relieving breath ; h« 
grasped the dagger, which had never left his 
breast since he hac^received it from the hand of 
Niyhsan DonaM Ruadh ; he looked down on 
the sleeper ; she' had turned her head round, 
so as to expose her front, face and neck. 
God ! here again w'as the same image, tho 
mysterious being that, through long years 
had haunted him, moving, breathing, fiuslied 
with rosj'' life, the bride of Mac Mie 
Raonull ! 

It W'as by a strong efibrt of self-command 
that the half-maddened clansmaii restrained 
himself from crying *aloud in his agony and 
distraction. Was he haunted and mocked 
bjiiiiir demon?*— or wae the Saxon bride of 
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Ranald, indeed, Bome fair creatnre, tlie earth- 
born representative of that yet lovelier sister- 
spirit ever with him in solitude ? He returned 
the* dirk to his breast, inwardly exclaiming, 
“ I cannot slay her ! ” Then flashed on his 
mind his solemn soul-plight — ^his predestined 
crime. His impulse was instant flight. The 
clansman drew the wedding-ring from the 
slender fliiger it encircled, and rushed from 
the chaml)er. 

Two hours later, Stephen Bull, the staid 
elderly butler of Mr, Bradshaw, wa# homfied 
to find tha hall door ^unbolted, ai^ a sky- 
light of the lumber-garret open. He, how-- 
ever, f. muted his spoons, — a duty in w'hich 
he was at least as punctual as in saying his 
)»rayefs, — found all right, and wisely kept 
the discovery to hiinsAf. 

Thy;} was a busy mdraing in Mr. Brad- 
shaw’s household. The Chief arrived early 
from Richmond to attend his wife to the 
royal drawing-room. He had that morning 
seen Mr. Daniel Hossack’s special messenger, 
and drawn the most unfavourahle auguries, 
both from ‘the Malie's hasty epistle, and the 
man’s confused and exaggerated intelligence. 
He* was, therefore, in bad spirits, and got 
into bad humour„on receiving a diplmmtic 
note* from tlie secretary of Sir Robert Wal- 
jv)le, his advisiug’him against appear- 

ing at court in 4lhe Highland garl)^ which he 
liad-got a previous license to assume, and 
whici^ dihidayed his fine person to so great 
advantage, and had been prepared for this 
appearance without regard to expense. 

_JI e first resol ved.*^^ jiet not to go to court 
"fix LrfE to have been received in courtly 
cii*cle^ even in the “ Elector’s ” court, w'ifli 
his loiv-honi wife, ggvo a certain Mat to the 
alliance, in thodC sordid times ; and the intro- 
ductior/ to St. James’s might facilitate, to 
Sarah, ah entrance into the circles of Castle 
Dounie and Dunrobin, and the other nortlieni 
petty coui^s. He therefore sought his wife 
in her chamber, to inform her how the hours 
went, and to wish her goo(f-morrow. 

Sarah had not been many minutes awake 
ere slie missed her wedding ring. In haste 
and alarm, with fond and womanly super- 
stition, she searched her chamber. ^ It was 
no where to be seen; yet she could hav^ 
sworn that she wore it when she went to 
rest on the preceding night. 

But the morning w-ore fast away. Sarah 
was compelled to abandon her search, and 
dress for her appearandb at Court, and she 
was thus occupied wlien her husband came 

1Q« 


It was 'with a glow of really affeclionato ' 
admiration that Ranald found his nrife attired i 
for the first time in the costume of his clan 
and country, in which she looked, not merely 
a beautiful young woman, hut to him most 
interestingly lovely, as hues of tenderness 
and pride chased each other over the face 
that beamed and hluslied with joy in his 
praises. 

" I wish my mother could see you this 
morning, Sarah.” 

“Would she think me worthy to wear her 
tartan, Ranald? — That kind wish, — it is 
indeed praise. I was half-afraid, as you did 
not hid me assume this garb, that I was too 
presumptuous, — that I was not giand enough, 
— Midland enough : ” — and the wife of a 
month hesitated in revealing lier fears, from 
a too painful anxiety about their cause. 

“Grand enough, simpleton I — and //iy//- 
Imid enough, you will become. — -Are you 
not the wife of Mac Mic Raomdl ? ” 

In her secret thoughts, Sarah chose rather 
to consider herself the wife of Ranald. 

“ I know which will he the fairest clicek 
the grisly Hanoverian will lip to-day. 

“ Ranald ! our gracious Protestant King 1 ” 

“ Yes, even your gracious Protestant King,” 
returned Ranald, laughingly. 

He had now- half-forgotten his chagrin, and 
he assisted in arranging in proper fbnn the 
light tartan screen that veiled Sarah’s head,— 
rich in the jewelled fillet, but richer still in 
the dark bright tresses which it confined, ere 
they fell below hei' waist, forming an. under 
and moi'C beautiful veil than her tartan 
plaid. 

“This, I am told, is not quite the full 
matronly costume,” said Sarah, smiling at 
the channing avkwerdness of her novel tire- 
'vvoman, “ ITiers remains for me that solemn 
investiture, — the nuitronly orkei*chief, | 

I presume, whic]^ Mr. Hill tells me is in all 
ranks performed for young matrons by llio 
motlier of the husband. I shall content me 
with my brown locks till I can obtain that 
iinportant piece of female liead-gcar from 
the honoui-ed hands of the Chieftaiuess,— my 
Ranald’s mother and mine.” 

Ranald’s face underwent a sudden change. 
He well remembered having heard his mother 
declare, in her energetic and passionate 
manner, on being told of some Highland mis- 
alliance,— “ TJiat tlie arms diould drop from 
he^' shoulders, the fingers rot from her hands, 
exft they eurtch on the brow of a 

chirl’rt daughter, though she were twenty 
limes the wife of her son.” • 
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*‘Tusli,” cried Ranald, peevishly, better speak too much. I may now say that my 


Bsyou are,x— without that odious housewifely 
tire besides, 'tie too late now; this always 
takes jdace tlie morning after marriage.” 

“ O, not too late I ” cried Sarah, who 
happily was too busy to scrutinijse the face 
of her companion. — ** I warn you that I shall 
dispense with none of my Highland honours, 
or matronly privileges. — Ours seems hut half 
a marriage, till the clansmen share our bridal 
banquet. I believe we must be married over 
again,- Ranald ; for, — ^j'^ou must not he angry, 
— I am shocked to tell you that I have had 
the misfortune — to me it seeniH a very heavy 
one — to lose — to mislay, for it cannot he 
lost — my wedding-ring, — that old ring of 
youi’s, — almost an amulet.** 

“ Lost your wedding-ring 1 Tn my conn-^ 
try that wo\ild he reckoned of had omen.** 

Sarah’s eyes tilled with tears, — she even 
changed colour, — slie again renewed her 
Bcarch. She vowed, and with truth, that 
she would willingly give every rich trinket 
in her possession to recover this one idiig. 
Ranald, gratified by her anxiety, and afiected 
by her uneasiness, which his thoughtless 
observation had gi'eatly increased, now’ 
treated the matter lightly. ** Fie, Sarah, to 
slip your girths already, — but never mind 
the bauble. I fancy a woman losing her 
favourite ring is like a man losing his dog, — 
another will not supply the first loss ; yet I 
must find you another, and apply to our 
friend Aaron for a posy.’* 

This was all the consolation which the 
case admited ; and Sarah recovered her 
spirtta, and described the enchanted lake of 
her dream, — that sylvan lochan by which 
Donald of the Dirk had his sliieling. The 
name recalled to the CJiief«the intelligence 
and the feelings of the morning. 

‘‘Donald of the Dirk ; and how will he 
welcome his Sassenach kinswoman?** said 
Ranald, thouglitfully. “ By Heaven ! I 
would not brook the scorn, — I would not 
fall under the contempt of that dark dreaiper 
for the mines of l*cru.” 

“Scorn ! — contempt !’* cried Sai’ah, while 
her heart throbbed with sudden apprehension : 
“ Contempt of you ? Say rather of — no ; 
not of your low-born, Southron wife I** The 
sweUing heart of Sarah — her proud and 
wounded heart — overflowed in tears. 

“ Scorn !*'— and of you, Sarah ? — No, no, 
no I Nor dare this dreaming Donald, nor 
the boldest of his name, question the pleasure 
or the deed of Mac Mic RaonuU f You have 
given hie the trick of tliinklng aloud ; and I 


tribe are fools, -—half -infonned savages, as 
you Southrons call us : — and 1 I the 
veriest fool of the band,— 'But haste : finish 
your dressing. Let me kiss ofl‘ those silly 
tears, and for ever stem their source. Here 
is your fan, that pretty, fairy sceptre 'which 
the stout sons of Ramnull mtist, to a man, 
obey.” 

If the tears ivere kissed off, tlieir hoiu’<*(* 
was’ not wholly stemmed ; but Sarah took 
the cue that Ranald gave, and tiicd to talk 
of lier di(tjss. ^ 

There was no newspft])er fiiine, nor three 
days* immortality for court-dresses at that 
period : that blessing ive owe, with n)aiiy | 
others, to a free press. It is from tJie old 
picture mentioned in the heginiiiiig of ilvis 
story, that the reader is fiivmired with tlie 
particulars of the remarkable dress worn by 
the Tinker’s Daughter. The short, foil 
jitpCy or petticoat of velvet, of the bi-ight and 
many-coloured chequers t)f Clan Raonnll, 
fell ill rich folds, and was bordered by a fillet 
of gobl so delicately worked, as to be, though 
solid, perfectly elastic : this again was edged 
by a deej), heavy fringe of tlie same costly 
material. A corset, bodige, or tight-fitting 
jacket, of gi*cen and gold tissue, was slashed 
alternately with green or gold -colon red silk 
stuff, — laced in the bosom •‘With gold cords 
and tassels, and fastened at the waist and 
throat by diamond brooches of antique 
pattern. Brooches of the same description , 
looped up the short, and full sleeve, leaving 
the arms naked almosl^i* the shoulders. Bur 
the Highland buskin, or “ low -heele.^lTojii 
was substitukd a green and gold-enibiWlei^d 
sandal. And over the jewelled brilliance of 
armlet and 'bracelet, and of the rich diamond 
ornaments scintillating among the dark 
tresses, floated the tartan semen, like a rain- 
bow. 

“I could not have fancied mai’e London 
milliners could do^so much for you, Sarah, 
ma coolem hcff” said the Chief, vexed at 
having betrayed what he 'wished now to he 
considered as a childish degree of emotion. 

Sarah replied with forced pleasantry,— 
“Don’t let the milliners x-ob me of my 
personal merit ; — they could do nothing for 
me. Wliat a behooded, belappeted, composite 
piece of millinery arehite-ture I should .have 
been xinder the hands of Madame la Mode ! 
But woman's wit, and womans vanity, 
against even a London milliner’s conceit, and 
a Spitalsfield weaver’s stupidity !” 

^,,«SiiAnd in what fairy loom was this gos- 
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The court was thin ; hut for this the hand- 
some Highlander and his bride were the 
more distinguished, ^i'he admiration of the 
personal charms of Sarah, and tlie noveltyi 
and picturesque effect of her attire, repeated 
and re-echoed by patrician lips, was gi’atify- 
ing to Ranald’s vanity, and to the kindly 
feelings which, in this case, mingled with its 
selfishness. He was soon in excellent spirits ; 
and Sarah caught, as at all times, tlie happy 
contagion. As they drove home, he gallantly 
reiterated all his former compliments ; for 
to Sarah’s wal charms might now be added 
the merit of success. She must bo beautiful 
wliom Maccallum-more and Earl Stair had 
declared the fairest ornament of tlie drawing- 
room on that day, 

“ Thank Heaven it is all over,” said Sarah. 

Do you know, Ranald, that lee:th fracas we 
had tliis morning, — that sotnething iliat was 
wanting to make us quite free of tlie married 
state, which, however, I do not particularly 
long to enjoy again — as I hope that, like 
the measles or small-pox, catching it once in 
life inay do — that fracas did me infinite 
good. What a formidable affair seemed this 
presentation ! — I thought I w’ould never get 
through with it but first came the loss of 
my dear ring, and then the fear of your dis- 
pleasure, — of your unkindness — Oh, ten 
times worse than your displeasure I And 
then, what w^as King George and all his 
court to me? I shall know but one such 
fearful day in my whole life again — that on 
which you present me to Nighean DonucM 
Ruadh and her court.” 

' > Sarah paused for Ranald’s encouraging 
reply ; but he w'as silent. She had now tw-o 
ways of considering her nnknow'ii mother-iii- 
lawr. In one view% this lady ^vas the vene- 
rable and indulgent parent of her beloved 
Ranald, — in the other, tlie proud and 
haughty Chieftainess described by Aaron 
Hill, — ungentle and unfeminine, ignorant 
and contemptuous of all that was not of her 
own warlike country ; and more likely to 
scorn than to cherisli the ignoble stranger 
who came to divide her sway, and intrude 
on her state. 

Whatever wei*e the truth of Sarah’s sur- 
mises, they Wei'S soon to be put to the proof. 
Ranald had no. farther personal interest in 
remaining in London, and eveiy motive to 
seek his loxg-deserted home. The letter and 
messenger of Bhalie Hossack had irritated 
his natural^ impatience — fqr Ranald’s was 
more the headlong temper that blindly rushes 
an unknown danger than that which 


calmly prepares for its approach. He had 
left Richmond, unable longer to resist tbe 
hospitalities of Mr. Bradshaw’s numerous 
and wealthy citizen friends, and of Sarali’s 
kindred ; who naturally w'ished to sec as 
much as possible of one so beloved, before 
she was lost to them for years, perhaps for 
ever. 

Every day w’as, thcrefoi*e, a ne\^i festival, 
and, at every turn, the distasteful i)oint3 of 
Ranald’s new connexion were obtruded on 
his pride.. There were hours wdie-n he would 
have giv^i half his newly-acqup'od wealth ^ 
to have been assured of regaining the favour 
of his mother, and of removing the i>rf]ios- 
Kcssions of his kinsmen and tribe Against an 
ignoble and a alliance. Nor cotSfld lit*, 

who had been fostered' a lul bred in all those 
vain yet inspiring^ i'iliisioiis, call theip pre- . 
judices, even wliori they were directed against 
himself. How had Ranald despised in otherh 
the irretrievable degradation of inisalliauce ! 
an outrage on estabJislied opinion, and on 
family dignity, ns rare in bis native land as 
it W'as every where despicable. li’lieve were 
the secret and bitter hours, whci. neither tbe 
beauty, tlie gentle fascination, nor the ainjilo 
dow^ery of his wdfc, well as he esteemed them 
eacli and all, could give his mind ])caeel 

Sarah, affectionate, anxious, observant, 
could noUfail to perceive iltfse fitful moods, 
over which her channs and her affection had, 
she liegan to fear, little power ; and though 
, she hoped they originated in nothing iieveonal 
to herself, apjn'ehensive tenderness exposed 
her, aboVe all others, 4fc*r*yie consecjnciicea»of 
their bitt(s»'ness. On her the 
iVreaked that had gatheivd she knt>w not 
how ; aiiA though it was still sweet to receive - 
Ranald’s graceful ahd frank atonement -i* 
doubly sw’^cet to forgive and be reconciled — 
she wished tliat such renewings of love as 
[ lovers’ quarrels provoke, w^ere less frequent 
between them. ^ 

Mr. Bradshaw' ^as not slow' to perceive, 
that the sooner ‘his daughter followed the 
fortunes of her husband, and devoted herself 
to him, the happiness of both w'as 
the more likely to be secured. London was 
no latitude for the haughty and self-willed 
Highlander. He had come abroad into the 
world too late, and was still of too much 
consequence in one nar/rpw corner of it, to 
profit by its teachings ; and those plastic 
feelings were still fresh in Sarah’s bosom, 
which mould anew a woman’s tastes and 
opinion, and create for her a paradise in the 
^gi^t, Mr. Bradshaw was still willing to 
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l)oj)o, that violent, ill- instructed, pi’oud, and 
unreasonable as his son-in-law certainly was, 
he was neither nnfeelinj^ nor ungenerous. 
He was evidently so warmly, though selfishly, 
devoted to his beautiful and equally- devoted 
wife, as to grudge that share in her affec- 
tions wJiich her own family possessed. T}iis 
was a kind of love which Mr. Bradsbaw 
could nol^adiiiire ; and it was his prayer that 
the eyes of his daiightei-’s understanding 
mij*ht remain scaled until her influence, and 
time, and •experience, had wrought that 
, cdiange in Itfu* husband’g character, for which 
All*. Hill’s assurances, rather than ‘his own 
judgment, encouraged the father to hope, 
('ontinued mental blindness was impossible 
to a mind which was j,s quick and intelligent 
^ as it was gentle and ifilfident. Sarah might 
-res^-kit^dy endeavour to (lofcje her mind’s eyes, 
hut irresistible light darted through the 
veiling lids. The very medium through 
which she viewed his conduct — the medium 
of anxious affection strongly desiring the 
jicrfectioji (>f its object — made her sense of 
tin' failingfi'of her liushand’s character more 
keen and moj'o torturing. Tt was her miseiy 
to lAi iiior-’ quickly alive to the faults of the 
man she loved, thap if he had been the most 
indiftt'rent stranger ; and to feel but too 
often, 

That to he Wioth with what yvo lov®. 

Doth woik hkc niadiiohs in the hiaiii. 

Still, indulgent affection adjusted its own 
^ hahiYidc. Ranald, it an as to he feared, had 
grievous faults ; some that even savoured of 
mjiindness, if not * ♦ her, yet to flers — to 
. dear than self : — *** Yet who 

such noble qualities as the mah 
" whose caprice and ^waywardness, redeemed 
lijv so much that was J^enerous and frank, 
made hhn the dearer for Jiis very faults? ” 
Besides, Inost of those failings of temper, 
Sarah was willing to hojie, were local affec- 
tions. own (jountry of Locliiiaveen, 

her owui Ranald would^l^ a very different 
being ; — and then, witlSa his failings, he 
pas.sionately loved her. 

The fixed, calm, manly regret of her 
father, who, without one complaining or 
doubting word, did all that he could to facili- 
tate, and give comfort to lier departni'e ; and 
the kind, simple, and wliat the indifferent or 
heai-tless might liayj called inane prattle of 
her aunt, made Sarah meanwhile drink to 
the di'egs, and drop by drop, the bitterness of 
farewell- • 

The anxiety of the worthy and benevolent 
old lady — one of the happy beings gi^ed 
VoL. Ill, 


by a few virtuous instincts, and in whom 
“innocence is Natui*e*s wisdom,” who are 
“better than they know” — had lU’ompted 
her to interrogate Mr. Hill very strictly 
ceneerning the character and domestic habits 
of the mother of the C’hief. Aaron framed i 
Ills answers exactly’ to suit “ Aunt Bridget,” : 
while he amused himself by mystifying the 
shears of Fate into the scissors of ^Utjhean \ 
Donarlid lluadh^ and saying that her skill i 
ill tapestry and embroidery had been acquired i 
from those celebrated Northern S])iiisters, ’ 
tjie daughters of Odin and Fryggia, who had ; 
woven the shroud of Edward I. and of many 
more j)rinces and heroes. 

Mistress Bridget, industrious h(‘rself, had, 
a j)riofi^ an excellent opinion of all ladh's 
who loved “ work,” as civilized womankind 
gravely tenn their elaborate trifling with 
pins, needles, and shreds of muslin ; tlie 
worthy spinster, therefore, felt quite consoled 
in the belief that she con filled “ poor little 
Sarah” to a nice motherly old lady, who, 
having no daughter of her own, must be 
doubly fond and willing to instruct “their 
dear girl.” l\Iistress Bridget was also 
Cockney enough — as many wi^cr persons 
have been before and since — to imagine that 
“a Ijoii’on girl,’^ with London manners, 
habits, fashions, and dresses, must ha^c a 
prand succesa among the boors of tlio North. 
The person must he enlightened indeed, avJio, 
ill its enlarged spirit, understands and believes 
the homely adage, “ Every land has its own 
hiuch.” 

Among the most important of the ])repa- 
rations for Sarah’s departure was -Mistress 
Bridget’s ejiistle of eight close pages. 'J’herc 
was no crossing of ladies’ letters in those 
antique days of .bald ‘>r set phrase, curious 
spelling, and diagonai lines. But what M^as 
wanting in caligrapl‘/ and orthography, was 
made up in the etiquette and stately fonn of 
address, “To the honoured Dowager Mistress 
MakmukrandJuk, at lier castle,” &c. Xc. 

This elaborate epistle detailc<l ratlicr cir- 
cumstantially, and with strangely interwoven 
parentheses, what the worthy lady chose to 
call the “ constitutional tendencies and deli- 
cacies of their dear girl.” 

Next followed hints expliinatory of her 
own successful management, always, how- 
ever, “under Providence and Dr. Cod<Ser,” , 
with the date (27th September, according to 
the London meridian) when it was proper 
to com ml Saraltito the adoption of a Welsh 
flannel oetticoat, of which three dozen were 
sent in the trunk ticketed “ No. 7.” • Mrs. 
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Bridget farther hinted^ that she — ^but she did 
not presume to advise, much less 'to dictate 
•—had found it an excellent method to 
smuggle the glass of sack whey, or dierry 
whey— “the dear refractory patient” must 
he compelled to swallow on catching cold — 
up stairs openly on the withdrawing-room 
supper-tray ; “ for the dear child had so 
much of Abram Bradshaw’s temper as to 
hate all fuss about herself, as she was apt to 
call the care of sensible and judicious elderly 
friends ; yet Sarah, ‘ their dear Sarah,* had 
the sweetest and. most manageable temper in 
the world, and the most grateful lieaii;.” 

1'lie simple instinct of affection made 
Bridget display both judgment and, tact in 
this important epistle. Her grand error, 
and it was fatal, was, that she liad not, nor 
could she possibly have fonned any idea of 
the character of the woman she addressed. 
She went on to state, that “ excellent Dr. 
Coddler, who had at least a forty years* 
ktiowledge of the Bradshaw female constitu- 
tion, recommended, when Sarah caught cold, 
a P, I), luvium at degrees farren heat** 
(the blank was left to be afterwards scienti- 
fically filled up by the Doctor himself.) 
“ which just meant a foot-bath, or bathing 
Sarah’s feet, in her dressing-room, in hot 
water, as long as Mrs. Makmukrandluk, 
junior, would submit to the operation.” 

TJiose hints were all given by the Liidgate- 
hill spinster to the Highland matron, wdth 
every mark of deference to her motherly 
experience ; hut also with a due reservation 
of complaisance for the superior knowledge 
and opportunities of a native and resident of 
“the cit^r.” 

Mrs. Bridget had, however, some glimmer- 
ing indistinct light into the" character of her 
self-chosen correspondent. “ The mother of 
the Chief,” she wrote, “ was not to imagine 
her danghter-in-law a purty, shivering, sal- 
low Cockney chit, taking cold, according to 
good Dr. Coddler’s joke, like the Cockney 
canaiy-birds if hung out of the window, over 
a bough-pot.” — “ Sarah, delicate dear child, 
as she looked, enjoyed excellent and unifoim 
health and spirits,” Farther, “ she seemed 
to prefer — yet there was no getting her to 
speak out on the subject of dietetics — white 
meats and fish to red meats, and certainly 
* relislied best the very plainest cookery.” 

Here followed abundant apologies before 
Mistress Bridget expressed her hope that the 
■ families might henceforth Ufe as one ; “ for, 
in her heart, there was no difference between 
her own niece and her dear nephew Mr. 


Makmuk— &c. &c. Farther, “proud 
and happy she would he, living as she did ' 
on the spot, and consider it no trouble, but 
a pleasure, to execute any little lady -like 
commission, such as procuring new patterns 
for embroidery, for which Sarah had u pretty 
turn, and selecting and assorting shaded 
silks, which she knew, by the experience of 
the season she had passed in DorsefShiro, was 
no easy affair to country ladies.” 

This epistle was certainly the first of the 
kind thai/ had ever crossed tlie Giampians. 

The “Lady’s Postscript” was' 'still waTit- • 
ing : “ Mrs. Bridget hoped to be forgiven the 
great liberty she had taken, and to find the 
diamond earrings accepted by Mrs. M^mnk- 
randlnk, senior ; the setting was considered 
very superior, both i^ pattern and workman- . 
ship, even by Abram Bradshaw. Th^ gt)ld- 
mounted ivory work-l)OX was merely a pretty 
lady -like toy, valuable only as a GJiinese 
curiosity, from the exceeding delicacy of the 
lace-patterned carving of the ivory. Ami, 
a propos.^ there was a neat, tidy young ])or- 
fton, a daughter of one of Ahran/s workmen, 
who did up laces, Dresden, Meedilin, or Vale.*!- 
ciennef, to look almost as nice as now, and 
very reasonably ; clearing with starch, and 
opening with the bodkin ; who wanted a 
place as lady’s-nuiid, and would he a trea- 
sure. ** 

r “She would make no .apology fr»r the 
liberty of the sorted assortment of lieedles, 
from No. 1 to No. 12 inclusive. Truly in 
her visit to Dorsetshire (summer 1 721 ) she 
had discovered the vSbltilf of a gooiLne^Sdle 
wdien far "from London. Those V^t w'cro^' 
genuine silver-eyed Whitechapel.” '"Tliere 
followed a technical description of their ' 
superiority, as minute as if Izaak Walton, 
also a connoisseur in needles, had . described 
ona of his drest flies. 

“ The copy of verses ‘To a Lady’s Work- 
box,* pasted inside the lid, was, as Dr. Cod- 
dlcr said with an jUpncnt critic, ‘ town-made.* 
Though embellished like a true-love Valen- 
tine, they were, in reality, composed by the 
worthy Doctor himself, who, besides being 
the physician, vras an old tried friend of the 
Bradshaw family, enjoyed the friendship of 
the ‘ Bard of Twickenham,* and had a pretty 
ingenious turn that way himself. 

“ Though the Doctor “fj ad apostrophized,” 
Mrs. Bridget said, “the thimble she had 
taken the freedom^ to drop iifto the box, as 
‘ Industry’s siher sliield,* whereas that with 
ihe circlet of emeralci and ruby points was 
and the handsomest in the shop of 
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appi'oaclied the mohntams. A thole T\’ood8 
and Athole braes, of which the very name is 
l)oetry and picture, were of tliat soft^romantic 
beauty which Sarah could at once understand 
and enjoy. But though she had, from native 
taste, ever preferred Spenser and Shakspere 
to the idol of her day, “ the Bard of Twick- 
enham,” as Dr, Coddler and Mistress Bridget 
called Pope, her fancy was chilled, her sense 
of beauty, as it W'ere, at fault, as the party 
climbed to the rugged and sterile table-land 
of the central Grampians. Hei* taste had 
been formed amid softer scenes, her imagiiia*' 
tion pitched to a sweeter, though a lower 
key-note. The desolate wildness of inter- 
minable heaths, gleaming lakes, yawning 
ravines, beetling clifis, and splintered rocks, 
through which ploughed impetuous ton’ents, 
roaring and chafing over their stony beds ; 
no trace of humanity to be discovered in all 
the wide tract, save the ruined watch-tower 
or monumental cairn ; those scenes which 
have such power over minds who have 
early leanicd to interpret their grand and 
mysterious characters — over those who, from 
childhood, have wan dered in lone! i ness through 
their misty solitudes, listening to the wild 
legends and inspiring traditions connected 
with them, and ‘‘ holding each strange tale 
devoutly ti*ue,” — at lirst chilled and be- 
wildered the gentle Southron lady. The 
people were to her as strange, and almost as 
repelling as their countiy ; ragged or half- 
naked, but still bright-eyed rosy children, 
were the most pleasing living objects that 
met her gaze ; smoke-dried blear-eyed crones, 
“ so withered and so wild in their attire,” the 
most picturesque. 

But Ranald’s gillies were fine specimens 
of Highland humanity. They were men 
either in the flower of youth, or the prime of 
manhood, the chosen of their tribe. Bhalie 
Hossack, who well understood what it was 
to throw his bread upon the waters, had 
gone desperately, sounding on,” to the 
lowest depths of the old hose, which served 
as his strong-1)ox, in completing their equip- 
ments; and his correspondent on the Low- 
land frontier, “ Duncan Sellars, of Elgin o’ 
Moray,” had, at least for once, acted an 
honest part. The gillies^ therefore, made a 
creditable, and even a gallant appearance. 

Tlfese picked men were, to the great body 
of their triljie, what the courtiers and body- 
guards of an absolute monarch are to the 
bulk of the. nation. For the veiy breath 
they drew, they depended on the smile of 
their Vlhief. yheir sole duty and interest 


was his pleasure, and implicit obedience to 
his will. The actual feelings and state of 
the clan could no more be augured from 
their conduct and report of home affairs, 
than could the real state of Paris, on the 
morning of the 5th October, 1 730, have been 
learned from the courtiers of Louis tlie Six- 
teenth. They well knew — but which of 
their number would dare to tell this to their 
Chief? — that their departure on tliis south- 
ward expedition was considered open revolt 
against the hitherto unquestioned authority 
of Nigheaai Donachd Buodh, the Commence- 
ment of a civil war between the mother and 
son. Svveyn Gig, a brisk youth of tlieir 
number, had said on that occasion, tJiat — 
“ good wives should mind their housekeeping, 
their weaving, and their distaffs, and let 
Chiefs marry ladies aud manage lands for 
themselves.” 

It was, however, not less true tliat the 
women and children of the clan had stoned 
and hooted the said Sweyn Oig and the 
detachment sent forward by the B/ialic to 
welcome and attend the Cliiet and tlic 
“ Tinker’s Daughter as her future sub- 
jects already scornfully named Ranald’s 
Saxon bride. Tlie gillies >had only laughed 
and snapped their fingers, in defiance, as 
they ascended the Pass, at these expressions 
of impotent fury among the ciders of the 
tribe, and the Avomen and children. 

From Perth northwards, the Chief, and 
the principal persons of his retinue, travelled 
on horseback. Sarah’s rough-coated, hut 
docile and steady palfi’ey, was at all tini^s 
attended by two running grooms, 'this 
duty came to be claimed by the gillfes in 
turns, as a privilege and an honour. At 
first, she had recoiled from those wildly- 
attired hirsute men of the hills ; but when 
she. saw the hardy, devoted followers, who 
lived but in the eyes of their Chief, plunging 
into every stream, to render the ‘footing of 
her pony more and actively removing 

every i)ebble that seemed to impede her way, 
or to render it unsafe, she learned to tliink 
of them with kindness, and even interest. 
She began to ask their names, and inquire 
into their histories ; and almost every name 
or appellation involved the history not only 
of the individual but of his ancestors. 

It was delightful to Sarah now, at dawn 
when the party mustered, or. at even-tide 
when they approached the appointed halt- 
ing-place, to hear tfic choral chant of those 
^ighlanders who led' the horses with the 
baggage. — It seemed the wild music to 
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which the Highland poet would have set his 
dream of romance and fairyland. 

These resting-places were generally finely 
chosen, though sometimes, of necessity, in 
the middle of a dreary waste ; yet, even 
then, it was in the soft, twilight hour that 
they were approached. The clachans * 
were often found “ low down in a grassy 
vale,’* aiul then each had its sheltering hill, 
its clear stream, and its breckan brae, crested 
with gray cliffs, and garlanded with birch 
and hazel. There was ahvays a picturesque, 
if not a ctnnfortable arrangement . of huts, 
with Avomcn and children ; often a smith}’’, 
and a very small mill ; sometimes a clmrcli, 
but mire fi-equently only a place of burial. 
These, the “ common* shows of earth and 
sky,” were enougli for a^contemplative mind, 
]oviiig*[)en.sivt‘ly to muse dii humanity. 

Ranald had now assumed his native garb. 
‘‘His foot was on the lieathcr;” the plaid 
was belted across his manly breast, the eagle 
plume and the breekan nodded together in 
ins bonnet, bis clan were around him, and 
his proud image daiicc<l in the brightness of 
iij.j-jili’s eyes, and made them yet brigliter. 

For the last two mornings, Ranald had 
hunti'd over the Itigli-lying moors, as they 
journeyed on. It was sweet, in the noon- 
tide hour of rest which {5arah enjoyed in the 
shelter of some fViendly copse, on tfte cushion 
of heath, and tlio pile of plaids spread for 
her, tp hear Ranald’s gun on the hill, or the 
haying of his hounds, the sliouts of his scat- 
tered followers, and the hushed soi^g of the 
V)tigh sentinels Rationed at a distance to 
guard dier repose. When lie rejoined hep, 
flushed and animated with exercise and 
.^)()rt, looking so much. “ himself,” his good 
spirits were to Sarah as reflected sunshine. 

The evening half of the journey was often, 
]>y choice, performed on foot ; and thisj to 
Sarah, was tlic happiest time of the day. 
At these ^hamin hours, as they walked on 
alone, far behind or liefpre their party, 
Ranald sometimes chose to communicate 
those legends, traditions, and superstitions of 
his peoi)lc, which the Highlander, when 
abroad, usually confines to the sanctuary of 
his own bosom, shrinking from the scepti- 
cism and sneer of the cold, pedantic, reason- 
ing Sctssenach, 

Sarah was snpefstitious, as some persons 
are Jacobitical, after a poetical and fanciful 
fashion of her ow'n ; living to believe, in 
defiance of reason, whatever is inspiring and 
romantic, or awful and wild, but despisiiig 
♦ Literally, “Gatherings of stones.” * 


or loathing all forms of superstition that 
were abject, dark, or malignant ; so that 
Ranald, wdth all his vaunts and bravery, 
was in reality the truer thrall of superstition. 

Among other communications, he in- 
formed her that the red-star, wliich now 
streaked the angry brows of the high-born of 
his race, bad, in the times of Fingal and 
Ossiaii, the ultimate point of Celtic antiquity, 
been luminous, and blazed in the foreheads 
of the Chiefs of Raonull ; but, in the dege- 
neracy of the latter agc.s, had lost its 
radiance. 

He recited a few stanzas of Gaelic poetry, 
composed by Donald of the Dirk, in which 
this remarkable distinction of his race was 
celebrated ; and, with greater modesty, a 
few lines, in which some other and more 
venal bard of the tribe had hailed the ‘‘ re- 
ap])earing star” on the bro^v of the young 
Chief Ranald. Sarah involuntarily smiled, 
and Ranald, peculiarly jealous on such 
points, sto})ped short, and inquired “ why 
she laughed?” • 

“ Nay, Ranald, I but smiled to find an 
Oriental fiction in so incongruous a locality. 
This, you know, is a Mahomedan legend, 
told of the tribe of Ishmael, known by the 
light on their brows. Is it not extremely 
probable, that some flattering minstrel, or 
cozening pilgrim, lias brought home this tale 
from the East, and some cunning hard ap- 
jwopriated it to the Chiefs of Raonull? 
There may be, and, I dare say, there are 
families in Sj>ain, in Sweden, in countries 
the most renfote from each other, invested 
with the same imaginary distinction.” 

“ I am no Oriental antiquarian,” returned 
Ranald, coldly, as he hastily drew away the 
arm on wdiich Sara.i leaned, as if to adjust 
his plaid. ’Hie Chi*d’ was quite of the tem- 
per to have tried this point with the whole 
tribe of Ishmad, either with pistols or 
broadsword, wliich he W'ould, on all occa- 
sions, have pi-efeiTcd to the Scottish law 
courts; a peaceful, though troublesome autho- 
rity, hardly at all acknowledged amidst his 
hills in the quarrels of gentlemen. 

‘‘ Surely you cannot be offended with me^ 
Ranald,” said the fair stater of the claims 
of the Ishmaelites. “ I could not have 
dreamed of offence, in alluding to the origin 
of this Oriental fable.” 

“No offence whatever ; truth* should not 
offend ; that, I believe, is a Saxon maxim.” 

“ It ought tf> be a universal one,” said 
Sarah. They walked a full half igile ip 
silence. • 
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** Still silent, Kanaldl— -nay, punish me 
at once. You know I cannot live under 
your displeasure, — your unkindness. If I 
cannot believe in the supernatural radiance* 
of your ancestors’ brows, you know how 
necessary it is to my peace to see serenity on 
yours. In this fine legend, which 1 have so 
lightly treated, may be "couched a deep j 
moral. The light of the forehead, — may it j 
not typify noble qualities ? — Ha ! it reap- l 
pears, it kindles, it blazes again on Ranald’s 
brow I” 

Sarah playfully sti'ctchcd forth her hand^ 
and then withdrew it, as if from tlie ideal 
effulgence. How could Ranald, a youthful 
husband, resist the fascination? Ike even 
agi'eed to try, if it were possible, to obliterate 
the fire-star from his own forehead, if- 
Sarah would assist him in recovering the 
mental brilliance from which had, perhaps, 
arisen this poetical fiction. Sarah agreed to 
keep watch by this beacon, and give instant 
intimation when the lustre was brilliant, 
and also when it 4>ecame fitful, and threat- 
ened eclipse. Once more, Ranald felt that — 
Tho falling out of dearest friends 
Renevring is of love. 

And once again Sarah regretted the employ- 
ment of so perilous a stimulant to wavering 
affection. 

We must now for a moment look back 
on Donald of the Dirk. TJie clansman, on 
leaving Mr, Bradshaw’s dwelling, struck out 
into the open country, flying from the 
wilderness of London, where he felt, as it 
were, his breathing choked, his free steps 
impeded. He whndered on for some time 
like a man in a dream. That he had been 
the dupe of illusion he partly believed. 
Was tliis spell cast over him to prevent the 
fulfilment of his solemn troth-plight? or 
was it indeed the interference of an angel to 
protect a being that seemeff scarce less holy ? 

This singular man had, in early youth, 
when sent to the dwelling of tlie afterward# 

forfeited Earl of C ,on some political 

mission from the Cliiehainess, a zealous 
Jacobite, spent a long lonely night, between 
sleeping and waking, in a partially illumi- 
nated pictui*e-gallery, whei*e lie waited a 
secret audience of the Earl. 

Apiong the pictures in that hall was a 
fine copy of a Madonna by Correggio. The 
.'shadowy image, seen between sleep and 
waking, glimmer and gloom,* dwelt for many 
a day in a heart thrillingly^alive to beauty, 
especifklly of that ethereal kind, now first 
beheld, of which his country afforded no 


living specimen. The image of the Ma- 
donna burnt into his excitable brain, and in 
solitude haunted his memory until the 
Nympholepsy of a fond despair 
gathered into the palpable form of the female 
Spirit which for long years had haunted him 
in the wilds. On this subject, reasoning 
was vain and hopeless. That he saw this 
beautiful Vision, heard her, conversed with 
her, received her warnings and capricious 
biddings forth at all hours and seasons, and 
was compelled to obey, was to himself, and 
to many .of those aliout him, as^ certain as 
that he lived and breathed. 

Though Donald of the Dirk rather shun- 
ned than courted the discussion o^ this 
mysterious visitation, and had long felt his 
perilous distinction ^ misery and a bondage, 
when he was forfted upon it he talked so 
implicitly, with such calm and serious belief, 
that tlie conviction of his rude auditors was 
unavoidable. 

From the hour that Donald had parted 
with the Chieftainess, this fair^and capri- 
cious being had not once appeared to him. 
He began to hope that her power did .irit 
extend to this new and crowded Saxon 
world he had entered, and that liprc he 
might escape from Jiis thraldom, and he at 
peace. But, no! she had again suddenly 
revealed lierself in the form of the “ link- 
er’s Daughter while, more maddening 
strange ! her sleeping imago at ther. same 
instant lay on the bed! It was dreaming 
all ; — hut was the vision of heaven or of 
hell? 

. In the wife of Ranald had he 'seen, or 
had he only imagined the living image of 
the mysteriously visihlfl — seen her in a 
human and breathing form of suijpassing 
loveliness? 

To the proud Highlander, vowed to pre- 
vent the shame, or revenge the disgrace of 
his clan, the Daughter of th€ Tinkeri’ 
was a thing of no sex. She was but the 
object of a just punishment, incurred by 
her daring ambition. But from the moment 
that she had been seen, and as soon as the 
first superstitious aberration had passed, rea- 
son, awakened by admiration and pity, 
assumed its empire over the mind of the 
clansman. He remembered that, be her 
origin and her name among men as obscure 
and ignoble as shame could make them, still 
she was a w6manH She had, in her own 
land, and in her father's house, been wooed, 
and won, and wedded. Was the deed, if 
evil,® hers alone ? was the gentle doe to be 
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hunted and stricken down, because the stag, 
in his fury, had turned and gored the hunter. 
Donald of the Dirk stretched out his fated 
weapon, and prayed aloud to his gods, that 
if a woman must yet be its victim, this fair 
creature might not be that devoted one. 
His feud was now’ with liis Chief. If there 
was disgrace, Ranald had courted it ; it was 
for KaiAld’s blood to expiate Ranald’s deed. 
And tlic clansman turned his face to the 
North, w’orn in body, and chafed in spirit ; 
fever in hts blood and in his braim 

• DonaLch w atched ; ^he tracked ; nay, he 
often accompanied his Chief on the journey 
through the border, remaining undiscovered, 
till the country became more 0]>cn, and the 
party more numerous. The conllict of his 

• mind, and the pci’S(jiial hardships he sus- 
' taiiit:^, now worked iit liis hrain like mad« 

ness, and the horrible temptation to do 
murder — to destroy himself, his Chief, or 
the Saxon girl, again became more and more 
irrcfjistible. 

The clansman’s opportunities were fre- 
quent ; Ifls hand had been nfore than once 
, , 'in his dagger to shod her blood whose inno- 
cence was the tittest oftering to Heaven. 
His good migel alUl held him back, though 
the fiend that haunted him ever howled in 
his ringing oars, “ a* an Infant^ a 

Woman And again, liow' was he, his 
mission unaccomplished, to brook the scorn, 
to^ endure the reproachful glance of Nigliean 
> iSonachd Ruadh — how' return his coward 
w’capon bloodless to its resting-place, and 
brook from her •lips* tlie names df ‘‘traitor 
and dastard.” • 

For the last tw'o days, Donald had hting 
so near the track of the travellers, that he 
‘ ’ had been perceived more than once by some 
of tl!e keen- sighted hunters, though not 
individually recognised ; and it became a 
matter of discussion what scout of the 
Camerons — a hostile tribe — thus dogged 
their march, though their numbers and cou- 
rage precluded all apprehension of an attack. 

On the day following that on which the 
Chief had so pettishly resented the extin- 
guishment of the supernatural lustre on his 
ancestor’s brows, he again hunted over the 
hills with his gillies, while Sarah found a 
place of repose in a naiTow defile, of w^hich 
the steep and almost meeting banks were 
thickly cl9thed witli hazel and birch, and 
that close underwood in which the deer find 
shelter. Her sentinels, to tluow olf the 
exuberance of their own animal spirits, and 
aid the sport of their companions, on* the 


heights, began witli loud shouts, to beat up 
the brushwood. They had thus left her 
alone ; but Sarah found a new and self- 
-appointed guardian in a stag-hound, a very 
large animal ; one of the species of what is 
evidently the patrician order of dogs, stately 
and powerful. A few w’eeks earlier, Sarah 
would have shrunk to see so formidable an 
apparition approach her silken sofa. Here 
she w’elcomed the follower and the sharer of 
noble sports, patted him, and suffered him to 
snook his nose into her little palm, as if for 
/ood or caressing. 

At this instant the eye of Donald of the 
Dirk, who couched among the heather and 
the tangled shrubs far over head, glared 
I upon her ; his eye sparkling with the insane 
j fury of a purpose abhorrent to himself, but 
to which he felt impelled by some resistless 
iiifiuence. 

lie had travelled onw’ard in the night, and 
chance had directed him to choose his sleep- 
ing place above the very spot whither the 
genius of Nighean Donachd Ruadh had con- 
ducted the selected victim of her vengeance. 
Deserted by her attendants, Sarah was left 
in helplessness and loneliness that invited 
the poipctration of the namelpss deed. 

While tlie brain of the insane homicide 
whirled in frenzy, and the fires of hell 
Hashed before his eyes, he knelt and took 
aim ; tlieu, by a strange mental perversion, 
paused to pray for his victim, as a sinner 
about to meet his Judge may struggle with 
giuaus and agonies for the ransom of his 
soul. “And now I’ll do it,” he exclaimed, 
firmly wiping from his brow the cold damps 
which had burst fortli in his supplication. 

“ Beautiful bride of Raonnll — victim of 
a terrible destiny in thy innocence ascend 
to heaven I” Donald drew his bow-string. 

“ Vich Dei! tbit' is not of Earth]” cried 
the agitated m^n, and liis hand relaxed, his 
bow dropped, and a film came over his sight. 
His hound, his favourite and companion, 
which he had left at home weeks befoi’e, had 
Sprung forward, and now stood over, as if to 
protect, his unconscious victim. “ This is 
not of Earth ; do the jiowers of Heaven and 
of Hell contend for me ? Am I the doomed 
thrall of Darkness? Will the remorseless 
Destiny that enchains me, prove stronger 
than the blessed Providence whiel^ guar^ 
the Saxon girl ?” The clansiiaan gave a low 
whistle, and the hound, raising his et^rs, 
bounded off Jn joy ; nor could Sarah's call 
make it once look back. Thd wretched man 
flung his arms round his dumb f^end, and 




328 


THE EDINBURGH TALES. 


sliowei's of burning tears burst forth, and 
relieved the tension of Iiis brain. 

This was a species of relief .to which 
Donald of the Dirk had long been a‘ 
stranger. In his heart the fountain of 
human tears, sweet and bitter, had long 
been sealed up. He felt the blest effects of 
this change in a clearer and cooler temper of 
mind than he had known since he had left 
his solitude. He even began to reason on 
his singular mental state. He feared, as he 
often before had done, that he was at inter- 
vals liable to demoniac possession ; but a. 
single hour had passed since liis guilty hand 
had been raised to take tlie innocent life he 
w'ould now have defended with his ow’n. 
Did the same madness ferment in the kin- 
dred blood of Nighcan Donemhd Ruadh? 
Were both under some honible delusion? 
That terrible vow, from which death alone 
could release his conscience and his honour, 
made dcatli more welcome and desirable ; 
his miseiy could hope for no refuge save the 
peace of the grave. Would that Ranald’s 
avenging arm, or even a more ignoble hand, 
might speedily send him thither ! 

The hound had not left Sarah’s side for 
many minutes, w{ien her alarmed guards 
came rushing down the steep, bearing an 
avalanche of branches, stones, and soil, in 
their descent. Having at a glance ascer- 
tained her safety, for she sat very quietly, 
busy with some piece of female work, and 
singing to herself, tliey looked to the stream, 
the copse, the cliff, with great eagerness ; 
and growled and sputtered their gutturals 
with unwonted animation. 

Sarah imagined their discourse was of 
their sport, the bravery or escape of the poor 
roe which she had seen ; till ^he heard tho 
well-known name of Donhuil Nam Bio- 
dag^* associated w’ith the Cu More (large dog.) 

She concluded that Donal^ of the Dirk, 
the kinsman whose bold, brave character, 
and high and dark imagination Ranald’s 
hints had enabled her fancy to portray, had 
arrived to welcome his Chief. This w^as, 
indeed, no unlikely event. Another straggler 
joined them just then,— a lad who had been 
despatched with some message or intelligence 
from the BhaliCy to hasten their return home. 
Tho hound of the clansman had followed this 
young anan from the country of Lochua- 
veen. 

When Ranald, at evening-fall, joined his 
wife, he was taken apart by he^ guards, who, 
for two hours,* had not stirred from watching 

the position into which they drew her, 

» 

Ll-i 


— an angular recess of a cliff, shaped some- 
what like a huge cupboard. Sarah fancied 
tliey related the adventure of the liound, the 
precursor, as she hoped, of the hunter, who 
had not yet appeared. The conversation of 
her guards with the Chief, whatever its 
impoii; might be, was earnest and eager ; 
with rapid gestures the gillies pointed to the 
height, and to the spot whei'e Sarah liad first 
rested. Ranald’s glance followed theirs, his 
colour deepened, his eyes kindled, his hand 
involuntarily grasped his dirk ; he drew forth 
and examined his pistols, and Sarah, alarmed 
she knew not wJiy, rose and inquired the 
reason of all this. 

" It was nothing, — a buck tracked but not 
struck ; — I’ll have him /jii the haunch ere lie 
skirt MaamTamar.” Ashe uttered these words, 
Ranald churned liierteeth, as if choking*Avith 
rage. He requested that, instead of their 
usual evening walk, Sarah should, to-night, 
ride forward to the appointed resting-place. 
Silent, but not deceived, she obeyed ; and 
taking her bridle himself, Ranald made tbe 
gillies’ close around them. 

The path, which 'wound through the nay* 
row defile, hung so sheer and close above the 
stream, Uiat the shadows of the plumagcd 
cliffs, faint as the twilight now was, were 
seen to dance and quiver on its dark, surface. 
Sarah was watching these* intermingled 
dancing shadows of plants, foliage, and 
blossoms, as she rode on, not without spu^e 
apprehension of being precipitated into the 
inverted heaven on which she gazed ; and 
rather surprised that to Her had been assigned . 
the post of danger — the side next the stream, 
Ranald and tho followers keeping carefully 
between her and the overhanging cliffs. As 
she gazed downwards, the image of a man * 
glanced suddenly on the water — a , face, a 
figur^, a garb such as fancy may picture in 
some distorted dream of Alps, caverns, and 
banditti. Sarah saw the shadow, ker hus- 
band had already ^recognised the real sub- 
stance. 

I should know the sure foot that tracks 
these cliffs as steadily as would the mouu- 
tain-goat.” Ranald lowered his pistol, which 
he had held all this while in his hand. 
“Sweyn,” he cried, addressing a favourite 
and confidential * follower, who Was ever 
nearest his person, my arm is palsied when 
its aim is Donhuil Nam Biodag, Qall Angus, 
call Roban, — I must examine, them anew. 
If a life dearer than mine were his object, 
has he not, all day long; had fearful oppor- 
tunity^— has lie not had for tlie last ten 
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minutes, and has he not even now, our whole 
party at vantage V* 

The hunter again stood forward on a high 
pointed rock, a few paces in advance of the 
party ; — silently he stood, his arms wrapped 
in his plaid, like some dark statue on its col- 
losal ])edestal. 

Is the path of Mac Mic RaonuU pollution 
to his kitisman, that Dmhuil Nam Biodag 
strikes his perilous course so much higher 
than his Cliief shouted Ranald, adopting 
the figurative language of his countiy. “ AToc 

• Mic liaonitll will sullen no obstruction of his 
course. It must be free as the deer on the 
hills, the eagle in the sky, the wind in the 
forest, y-wild and unfettered. But the open 
way lies' broad for all $ Ranald entreats his 

• kinsman to descend and^share it.” 

“ Khismen, friends ! IkAv sliall w'c know 
them?” was shouted back in a voice that 
thrilled to Sarah’s heart. “ Once I had one, 
— 1 fancied him brave as his broadsword ; 
the eagle’s plume in his bonnet was a poor 
emblem of his nobility. I g^ve him my 
heart. The steel in his belt, the emblem 
^^,his crest, the heart of his friend, he 
trucked and bartered for a Tinker’s gold. 
By vhat high-born bride rides home, in 
his pride, the far-descended Chief of 
Raonull?” 

Donald’s stedl had been less *Bhai’p in 
the 'bosom of his Chief than was this 

' tauqt;from Donald’s lips. 

• Coward, traitor, lurking dastardly assas- 
sin, whose withered ann shrinks ffom the 
piA'pose of his mtlrdering heart,” he voci- 
ferated# • In very despair Sarah threv 
herself upon the arms that raised the 
rifle, but the ball <was.sped. 

* “Sarah, keep a film scat ride for 
your life,” The Chief tugged at her rein 
— they bounded forward. “No man e*'er 
provoked a blow from Donald of the Dirk 
and needed to wait long for its full quit- 
tance-ay, and with interest.” 

No shot was returned at this time. 
“Have I done for him?” said Ranald to 
his henchman, with what Sarah, agitated 
as she was, felt to be a dreadfully stern 
indifference. Ho checked the speed to 
which he had urged his horse. 

“ Well galloped, Sarah ! and not one 
scream. — Brave, ft)r a Saxon girl, even 
Donald miglit confess you. I must give 
you time to' breathe noyr; — how pale you 
look, poor Sarah !” 

“And how terrible*, Ranald, you lookj 
And oh, can you thus lightly talk ? your 


kinsman, so loved, so valued, aimed at, 
wounded — perhaps mortally — and I the 
wretched cause. I know it all too well.” 

“ Never fear him : but if so, it was a 
man’s deed : — and so, good-night to Donald 
of the Dirk. You must not heed such trifles, 
Sarah ; pistols and bullets are but as battle- 
dores and shuttlecocks with us in tlie glens. 
And here scamper up the gillies, — they will 
adore and report your courage. Nighean 
Donachd Ruadh herself, when her blood is 
up, — and ’tis seldom at ebb tide with her, — 
could not have stood a first-fire better than 
you have done.” This, to Sarah, was fearful 
pleasantry. She attempted no I'eply. The 
followers, so far out-rode by their Chief, came 
posting on ; not one was wanting. Not one, 
then, had shown the humanity and courage 
to seek and succour a gentleman of their own 
tribe, wdio, having incurred the displeasure 
of their Chief, was probably dying, by his 
hand, alone and untended. 

The gillies gathered silently around their 
master like a pack of beaten hounds, and 
promptly obeyed Ranald’s order to “ move 
forward.” 

“Do I hear aright?” cried Sarah, in the 
language which not one of them could under- 
stand. “ Lochnaveeff, Ranald, husband ! I 
implore you, for manhood’s sake, for huma- 
nity, for ‘pity — for my sake, if you w’^ould 
save me a life of remorse and misery — ^let us 
return, — seek and succour this victim of my 

” Sarah wept in agony, unheeding 

the numerous and rude spectators of her 
grief. 

“ Spare your tears, Sarah, and me the 
pain, and the shame of witnessing them. 
Little do you know the man for whom they 
flow.” • 

“Alas! they own a source less noble 
than the sufferings of the brave, loyal, 
though it may be misjudging man, w'ho holds 
Ranald’s honour more precious than tlie life 
of Ranald’s low-born wife. " I do know — I 
know all — and my tears flow less for Donald 
of the Dirk, than for him who has rashly 
raised his ann against a friend and kinsman 
— than for her whose reckless love, and, it 
may have been, guilty ambition, has already 
drawn down such signal I'etribution. But 
let us now return ; the deed was hasty^ and 
may yet be atoned.” She turned her horse’s 
head ; and a low murmur of satiSfadtion ran 
amid the followers, who guessed her purpose. 

“ Do not think me the savage. who would 
leave any man of my name, or even a hound, 
in his blood in a lonely wild, I m5|.nt to 
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have aent back a couple of these nurse- 
tenders to sullen Donald/ You, Harold and 
Sweyn, look to the Man of the Dirk.’* lie 
gave his hasty orders in Gaelic, and the men 
dropped o'if like shadows. 

The hasty an*angement of the Chief for 
the succour of his kinsman, did not satisfy 
his agitated wife ; — " Nay, let us too return,” 
■he entreated ; if Donald be the generous 
man you have reported him, this is the very 
hour for atonement, forgiveness, and recon- 
ciliation w Oh, Ranald, as you %vould spaie 
your own self-reproach, and my endletiS 
misery, show yourself a magnanimous enemy: 
have pity on yourself and on me ! ” 

TJie Chief appeared to hesitate ; bvt again 
ho resolved to move on. “ Never fear but 
that Sweyn will leech him as well as could 
your own delicate hands, my Sarah. Because 
it is Donald’s luck to lag behind, am I to 
expose my dainty Saxon coop-chicken to 
a night spent on an open heath ? — Forward, 
my merry men ! ” 

Ho mpeated the order in Gaelic, though 
in more appropriate words ; and the gillies 
pi'epai'ed to obey. 

I will not forward,” said Sarali, reso- 
lutely. Tills dll-timed pleasantry, my 
husband, wrongs your Ifetter heart. Though 
Ranald forget himself, I cannot forget what 
Ranald’s wife owes to Ranald, and t6 Ranald’s 
kinsman. Hark !— do you hear the howling 
of the poor man’s faithful hound? — Good 
God, can your heart withstand that ? ” 

‘‘Follow at your lei.snre, then, my dear,” 
said the Chief, with calm bitterness, deter- 
mined to punish his Vashti for thus braving 
his sovereign will ; and, almost sure that 
live minutes alone in the dark would bring 
Sarah galloping at his hcdls, he affected to 
whistle an air as he slowly rode off. 

For a mile Ranald never once looked 
behind, satisfied that lie heard the clatter of 
the hoofs of his wife’s pony on the stony 
track. But when he had slackened his own 
pace, he found that he had been decci^d ; 
and when the running footmen came up, he 
was told that the lady had, at full speed, 
galloped back to the defile where Donald of 
the Dirk had last been seen* 

It was rebellion against every generous 
feeling of Ranald’s better nature to believe 
any thing foul or treacherous of Donald of 
the Dirk ; Ibut he knew his strong prejudices 
of family and country. He had been told 
by his followers that Donald had undertaken 
a joupaey to tlie South, to prevent his mar- 
riage, even at. the price of blood ; he well 


knew his wild, moody, unsettled state of 
mind ; and the information of that day had < 
been positive. And Sarah was now in the 
power of this roused madman, liis gentle, 
his beautiful wife, whom execrable folly had 
made him leave behind. Might she not, 
ere now, have become the martyr of her 
humanity. Never had Ranald felt her 
virtues and his own slight deserts s*S strongly 
in contrast as on his backward desperate 
gallop. 

It wa^'iio delicate Saxon maiden, fainting 
and sickening at her own scratbhed finger, * 
whom Ranald found attempting to stanch 
the blood of which she had traced the source 
to the right arm of the wounded clc^nsman, 
from which sho had«.already cut awny the 
sleeve. With every agonized movement of* 
the man, the blood had welled fortls* afresh, 
until he had become insensible. 

The cordials intended for the use of Sarah 
on the journey, with which Ranald’s servant 
had been furnished hy Mistress Bridget, wero 
still untouched. They were instantly pi’o- 
cured and administered ; and Ranald himself 
brought the bonnet filled with water, 
which Sarah sprinkled the clammy brow of 
her new kinsman, till the faint pulses pf the 
damp hand began to flutter btslow her finger. 

The Chief was of the number of those 
men whd cannot endure td look upon wbr.t 
they can nevertheless have the guilty rashness 
to perpetrate. The anguish which wi-png the 
usually calm brow of his brave kin&imin ' 
gave a, pang to his bosom, which sober re- 
fiection on his own rash deed could ii^vfr 
have inflicted. A s th e sy mptoms of returning 
life became moro decided, Ranald withdi'cw 
from Sarah’s side, and &om the sight of the 
wounded man. ^ 

The clansman at once recognised in the 
lovely girl that knelt hy him, chafing his 
hands, tlio Saxon wife of his Chief ; and lie 
vainly attempted to raise himself, tfnd to mur- 
mur the inquiry, where he was, and why thus 
attended. The hitherto mute attendants with 
one accord broke forth, pouring upon the 
wounded man the talc of the Chief’s acci- 
dental shot, and of his lady’s kindness, 
courage, and adventurous Immanity. The 
clansman closed his eyes as if overcome hy 
his feelings ; then hy a violent effort raised 
himself as if he intended“to crawl to her feet, 
—for Sarah had now risen. 

“ Spirit of Mercy as of Loveliness ! ” was 
his passionate Gaelic exclamation. — “ Did 
^lood rise against its kindred blood ? — was 1 
forsaken of all that 1 might find a ministering 
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angel in you?” Sarah smiled softly, and 
shook her he^ to intimate her ignorance of 
whi^t he said ; and also made signs that he 
must keep very quiet. 

The Chief had meanwhile given orders for 
the construction of a sort of rude palanquin 
of birch branches, which the followers quickly 
warped together. Over this their plaids 
were, thrown, and the wounded man was borne 
forward with tolerable ease to himself to the 
appointed resting-place. 

It was midnight before they reached the 
“ spot ; for #ten, in the* course of the short 
journey, Sarah liad stopped the bearers to 
learn the state of the patient, and to force 
tliem, by her own intentional delay, into the 
slower and more gentle motion suited to his 
•condition. ^ 

Raifhld could again alid unhesitatingly 
have openly braved his kinsman in the field, 
but to look on Donald’s pained and bloodleip^ 
face, and to bear the calm reproach of his 
eye, demanded courage of another kind. He 
next day, therefore, at an early hour, left 
Sarah to nurse the wounded man, and to 
«tis;uit from her personal fatigues, promising 
to join them in the evening, and warmly 
approving of her pn'oposal to remain at this 
stage for the length of time necessary to 
Donald's partial restoration. 

The Chief no\^ left her with the Wansman, 
as fearlessly as if she had been in her own 
chamber in her father’s house ; and Sarah's 
generous confidence in her new i*elation was 
as unbounded. ^ , 

• llighland styptics of herbs, with cordials 
and re.^oVatives of all kinds, were adminis- 
tered,* and when Ranald returned from his 
<}py*s sport, he found .the patient and the 
leech sitting together in the open air, Sarah 
having ordered the attendants to bear the 
wounded man out of the smoky and stifling 
atmosphere of the hut. 

Sarah reading to beguile the time and 
the awkwardness of her situation. Donald 
of the Dirk had no scholarship, but he, too, 
was tiying to read the wildering ^ings passing 
around him, and in his own mind. He started 
from his reverie, and looked on with eager- 
ness and interest, following her every move- 
ment when Sarah rose to welcome back her 
husband. And when she had placed Ranald 
by hi6 side on the |rass, and joined the hands 
of the estranged friends, holding them closed 
in her own, to resist her inute supplication 
was impossible. Donald gazed on the Saxon 
girl, and forgave her husband. • 

lliough the kinsmen exchanged few n^rds, 


Donald accepted the aesistanoe of the Chiefs 
arm in returning to the hut, and a murmur 
of satisfaction circulated among the gillies. 

Sarah, you have conquered half Clan 
Raonull, in gaining the stubborn heart of 
that dark man,” said the Chief, exultingly, 
as he came back to her. 1 almost rejoice 
in having let out those few drops of hot 
blood, since it has brought you into imme- 
diate contact with Donald and his clannish 
whims : you liave put them all to the rout, 
A few days more aud you will have gained 
your final conquest, — tlie heart of my 
proud mother. Then begins tlie long reign 
of all the Lowland and domestic virtues : joy, 
and peiice, and love. What a happy house- 
hold will ours be ! My brow as radiant 
every day as yon moon, ‘ round as my father’s 
shield,’ that is wheeling over the hill there. 

■ — But you were positively wrong, love, about 
that Ishmaelite tradition. 1 questioned 
Harold about it to-day on the hill, one of 
our most skilful sennachics : he inclines to 
think, that If any tradition of this family 
attribute of ours exists iu the East at all, it 
must have been carried thither from our 
mountains.” 

Sarah was in no danger of spotting a second 
time on this sunken rock. She said cheerfully 
that she did not much care whether it came 
from the East, the day-spring of the Christian 
world, or from the West,* the paradise of 
the Gaely if she only saw the radiant light 
beam steadily on her Ranald's brow. 

Donald of the Dirk had suffered more from 
previous agony of mind and privation, than 
from the Chief’s bullet, which had rather * 
proved a sedative. Food, rest, sympathy, 
the unspeakable relief of having escaped the 
commission of trhat In felt, in liis sobered 
sense, would have been a deadly crime, rajiidly 
brought back health, aud, for the moment, 
peace of mind. ¥es, though the Hell he had 
invoked to aid his black design might, for 
his deep perjuries to his Chieftainess, open 
and ST^’^allow him, yet should that lovely and 
graclousbeinglive, long and blest, the beloved 
wife of the too hapj^y Raonull. 

On tlie third day, the party moved forward; 
and on the farther journey the protection of 
Sarah, for many hours of every day, was 
now tacitly confided to the kinsman of the 
Chief. Donald, . though convalescent was * 
unfit or unwilling to join the hufitiilg parties 
in which all engaged, and the pride and the 

* The ( eltic Heaven lies in the ^Test. When n 
man die<<, tite common phme in the North He is 
gone West.” • 
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afifection of Ranald were alike gratified when, 
at morn and eye, Donald of the ‘Dirk stOl 
stood by Sarah’s rein, gratified to see him 
who, Balaam-like, had came forth to curstf, 
constrained, by her gentle mastery, to admire 
and bless. Rhnald was quite of the temper 
to enjoy the triumph over his haughty mother 
afforded by this sudden conversion of her 
champion. 

“ T give you joy of your conquest, Sarah,** 
said he gaily ; ‘‘ I only wish that the sense 
of living and mortal beauty could come 
between this enthusiast and his Phantasm ;-(r- 
he sometimes gazes on you as if he were at a 
loss to know whether you are indeed Nighean 
Ceard, my own charming Sassenach wife, or 
his own mysterious Bride of the Mist. — By 
what mere woman’s bridle would Donald lag, 
and the belling of the red deer, and the 
whizzing of the deadly shaft in his ear, save 
hers to whom he feels that he owes his life, 
with his allegiance.” 

Sarah turned her gentlest look on the 
clansman, who appeared to understand that 
he was the subject of discourse. ‘‘ I leave 
you once more to Donald’s care,” continued 
Ranald. Your ride to-day will be delight- 
ful, — over yonder ‘low ridge and through ^the 
glen of copsewood,’ — the valley, which gives 
its name to Mr. Aaron Hill’s favourite song, 
— then round and up my own Maai.i Tamar, 
which, on this side, divides the hilly region 
from the plains of Mg Country, I leave your 
own good taste to discover the rest. 

“Exactly at the boundary between the terri- 
tory always owrj, and this country, which 
we have acquired by marriages and battles 

witli the great northeim clan of ^ there 

is a beautiful fountain — such a spot as you 
and the dreamer, Donald, might fancy fairy 
elves had shaped to dance around in the 
moonlight, — a fountain where the hunters 
linger to taste of the bright waters, though 
they be not thirsty. It is called * The Well 
of Peace : ’ them pledge Donald of the Dirk, 
and there wait my arrival. ’Tis an old 
custom of ourblan for new friends to pledge 
each other there, and for old feuds to be 
healed.” 

Sarah bowed obedience, happy to gratify 
her husband, and her own affectionate heart 
warming and expanding in the reciprocation 
< 0 f kiridnesses with those among whom she 
was henceforth to live. 

“ The glen of copsewood,” like all the glens 
she. had traversed, had, for a road, only a 
bridle-track, and that fzequently'broken 
;|^ .the^ now dried-up channels of the hill 


streams, which, in other seasons, ran furiously 
into the river that winded round Maam Tamar. < 

Sarah often required assistance on this 
day’s ride, though not so often as it' was 
watchfully, if quietly, tendered. 

On this day, iniluenced by the conversa- 
tion of the morning, besides her usual elo- 
quent smiles and gestures of acknowledgment 
for the services slie received from^all about 
her, Sarah tried to employ her very impeifect 
Gaelic in establishing some mode of social 
communisation between herself and her silent 
and inelanclioly companion. Shf was proud < 
of her previous knowledge of the name of 
this lovely valley ; and, though her language 
was certainly exceedingly defective, yet, 
lisped in her infantipc imperfect way, and 
in a voice which Donald felt as “ far above < 
singing,” the fascination w^as the moj’c com- 
plete. The attendant gillies, as they listened 
^ her attem 2 >ts, smiled, but with the High- 
mnd courtesy which prevents the smile of an 
inferior from being felt as impertinence. 

Neither smiles nor words betrayed the 
clansman’s feelings, though they spoke an 
eloquent language of their own. At 
i moment his rapt and kindled soul Hashed 
from his eyes, and spoke .m every featqre, in 
his anxiety to comprehend the lady’s meaning, 
which he appeared *to do with a facility that 
scarcely iveeded the medium of spoken lan- 
guage ; then his silent, earnest, subdued gaze, 
would shade gradually off into that melan- 
choly air of abstraction which appeared the > 
habitual expression of his countenance. Sarah 
instinctively felt thdt of the clansman’s 
musings she occupied a large share ; but 
whether these perplexing ruminations 1)oded 
good or evil w^as an enigma to which the 
troubled brow and melancholy eyes of Donald 
afforded no satisfactory solution. 

If tliei'e were truth in Highland super- 
stition,” thought she, “ I could believe that 
this enthusiast sees a dreadful ff^e written 
on my brow ; sees it, too, with pity.” 

When Sarah reached “the Well of Peace,*’, 
she had no companion save Donald of the 
Dirk and his inseparable stag-hound, in whose 
regards she appeared to have attained the 
second place. 

The bright waters, gushing from the living 
rock, and trickling over moss and plants of 
sheeny verdure, fell into 4lie small natural 
basin which in the course of a^es they had 
scooped for themselves. Saraji dismounted, 
drew off her glove, dipped the rosy tips of 
her fingers in the pellucid fount, and between 
find signs^ and broken speech, made 
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her companion understand that she wished 

• to have the use of the tiny silver-mounted 
cmch or cufipan which he carried as part of 
a hunter’s equipage. It was instantly pro- 
duced, purified in the fount with Oriental 
scrupulosity, aaid courteously presented to 
the lady : tliis done, the hunter turned away. 

Nay,” said Sarah, will you not pledge 
your ne\f kinswoman in the Waters of 
Peace ? ” She held the little vessel to catch 
the trickling rill, placed a softly detaining 
hand on the* sleeve of her companion, pledged 

• him in her hnperfect Gaelic ; and again filled 
the cunch^ and, with a gentle smile, presented 

> it' to him. 

The clansman shook as if in an ague-fit ; 
reti’eatcd, and gently pushed aside the fair 
•ministering hand, at the same time fixing 
his remarkable eyes on* Sarah’s crimsoned 
face, with the perplexed inexplicable look of 
interest, pity, and admiration with which he 
had so often, in tlie course of the morning, 
regarded her. 

“What docs this mean?” cried Sarah, in 
her ow'n lait^uage, vexed and hurt. “ Would 
iutercommune the stranger? refuse ‘the 
Cup’ of Peace ’ from the hand of the Saxon? 
. , I am a fool to take this trilling in 

such serious sort. The clansman cannot 
have understood me. Churl ! ” she play- 
fully cried, in her new^ language^ “pledge 
your kinswoman. — To your health! Be 

• peace between us ! ” 

I . She kissed the cup, and again presented 
it ; nor could the slave of superstition resist 
th(^ fascination wlwch, Tor the moment, made 

• his deep tOdth and the image of Nighean 
Donaehd Ruadh melt into thin air. 

Donald snatched the offei*ed draught. De- 
tt^een their agitated hands the tiny goblet 
fell to Wie ground, and tlie contents were 
spilt to the last frop. With a stifled gi'^an 
^ of horror and anguish, the clansman started 
back ; ai«d Sarah, scarcely less agitated, 
looked aghast in liis face for an explanation 
of the mystery, which she* already fancied 
she understood. 

“ Anr I, too, the slave of Highland omens ! 
Donhuil ncm Biodap, we may he true friends 
and kinsfolk, though a few drops of \rater 
ai-e accidentally spilt between us.” 

She extended her hand in frank amity, as 
if to break the ideabspell. Instead of meeting 
her fnendly, , cordial grasp, Donald struck 
his own hands together, like one in wild 
despair, exclaiming, in tile sudden frenzy-fit, 
“ Beautiful being ! oh,*most beautiful ! why 
is your innocent blood to rest upon jeoA 


Why did the bullet of Mac 3fic EaonuU for 
the first thne fail of its aim ? ” 

The paroxysm wTronght higher. Donald 
Ifed, — he almost dragged the terrified girl to 
the fount, and bent down her head over ite 
bubbling whalers, till her image and his own 
face, distorted by fearful passions, lay mingled 
there in troubled shadow : and on this picture 
he j)orcd and muttered, as if reading tlie 
Book of Fate. 

“ There is doubtless some touch of insanity 
about this poor man,” thought the alarmed 
Sarah. But, though ashamed of the weak- 
ness, she wdshed that she too could have 
known what fearful augury he read in the 
minglecj and broken shadows of the Fountain 
of I’eace. As his grasp I'elaxed, Sarah con- 
tinued to look dowu ; and when she moved 
back it was slowly and gently, as if in com- 
passion of his wild excitement. 

Ranald had hinted- tliat the deer-stalker 
w^as not at all times as other men. As he 
had supernatural powers, so had he conflicts 
and suflerings above mortality : then wh}’’ 
leave her to such wild guidance ? Fluttered 
and nervous, Sarah, instead of waiting by 
the “Well of Peace,” as she had been ordered, 
resolved to push on towards a apot where a 
thin blue smoke, at the distance of a mile, 
up in a glade of Maam Tamar, told of some 
habitation. She trusted that Ranald would 
forgive her disobedience ; for the baleful 
expression of his kinsman’s mad and melan- 
choly eyes was, in this solitude, becoming 
unendurable. She sprang on her pony 
without the ceremony of leave-taking. 

The cabin she had seen was placed, like a 
linnet’s nest, among tall broom and dwarf 
birches. On one side of the hut was a small 
but very steep waterfal) which spread arouud 
an air and feeling of freshness; the other 
side of the dwelling was protected by a tall, 
insulated piece olrock, lightly feathered with 
ferns and the mountain |^h. In front was 
a grassy clearing of some yerds. wide, flanked 
by a peat-stack and a rude edied for a cow. 

fiy the door of the cabin sat an old %voinan 
busy with her distaff, enjoying the warmth 
of tlie sun, in which basked at her feet, ex- 
cellent friends though strange associates, a 
shepherd’s dog and a tame fawn. The 
ancient matron was churming to herself in the 
broken notes of the low plaintive song oii age ; ^ 
and Sarah, w ho had left her pony^ a (Hs- 
tance, had listened for some time ere she was 
percaive^l. Thjre was about the aged and 
lonely woman an air of quiet *digmty and 
self-possession, and a calm thoughtfulness of 

• • 
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countenance -which inspixed her visiter with 
involuntary respect. Though in the strict 
costume of her country, she was better dressed 
than matrons of her presumed rank ; and the 
short full mantle or tunag^ fixed at tlie throat 
with a silver clasp or brooch of unusual 
dimensions, and the snowy cwrch of the finest 
linen, looked as if they were arranged for 
ceremony, and were yet the becoming garb 
of every day. Sarah afterwards obtained 
the clew to this mystery. The lonely widow 
by the Waterfall, whose hut was full three 
miles from any other human habitation, was 
a bom gentlewoman and though she had 

stooped in marriage,” “ all the waters of 
Lochnaveen could not wash her bl(v>d from 
that of Donachd Ruadh herself, 

outcast and poor as Sheelas was the day.” 

The Highland matron showed no vulgar 
surprise when the young stranger unawares 
stept up to her. It was, indeed, understood 
that strangers could not take hy surprise the 
/Sirer of the Waterfall. With the breeding of 
a Chieftain’s hall, she invited Sarah into 
her hut, and placed for her the only chair 
which it contained. 

With curtsies and smiles, Sarah chose for 
herself a less distinguished seat, one of those 
bee-hive ottomans of twisted bent and rushes, 
which furnish home-made nistic seats to the 
! more tasteful and industrious afnoiig the 
Highlanders. She sat with her back to the 
door; and, having accepted the proffered 
howl of milk, solicited leave to try the 
antique spinning implements of her hostess. 
Thua was she engaged, the old woman lean- 
ing on the ])ack of the chair, and opposite to 
her, regarding her with those calm looks 
which benevolent and prophetic age some- 
times bestows on sanguine* and unthinking 
youth. 

The light step of the deer-stalker wasunheard 
or unheeded by the amateur* spinner, and the 
widowed Sheelas only recognised her entering 
kinsman by the bending motion of her eyes. 
Sarah took off and laid beside the tame fqwn 
at her feet, her riding hat and her upper 
covering ; and, absorbed in her new employ- 
ment, laboured with all her art. Still the 
Highland spindle refused to play and whirl 
to her skilless hand ; still the thread became 
more and more twisted and entangled ; the i 
^ ovei^Violent impulse given made it only the 
faster wilirF backwards. Flushed and vexed 
at her awkward failure, Sarah impatiently 
sn^t what, she could not runravel. The ; 
widow raised' her hand as if to stop this j 
radu^esB.' It was too late ; but { 
!'■ * • 


Sarah commenced her task anew ; and again 
the old woman fixed her eyes with melan- 
choly scrutiny upon her fair guest, while the 
clansman riveted his gaze on the finale 
Seer. The Highland widow, on her own 
part, had no pretensions to the gift of second- 
sight. She had been a solitary, suffering, 
and reflecting being, pious and thoughtful ; 
and ‘‘ the secret of the Lord wa# with her 
that feared Him.” This was tlie true secret 
of her inspiration. It was not directly to 




Donald *that the widow addrefesed herself. 


Gazing on Sarah, stjll childishly absorbed in* 
her antique labour, she slowly and calmly 
said, Ye are young, and ye are fair I alas, 
that tlie hands should already be old and 
withered which shall .wrap the corpse-shroud 
over your blossoming beauty.” Sheelas now* 
addressed her clansman.^ «• 


« 


Donald, my kinsman, welcome ! This 
fair girl is then the Saxon bride of Mac Mic 
Raonull ? ” 

The emphatic and solemn tones of the 
woman’s »roice, her intense and mysterious 
gaze, and the wild answering gfance of the 
clansman, who now stept forward, stantia/* 
the playful spinster, Sarah rose in haste, 
and fixed her questioning eyes alternately on 
her silent companions. 

*‘What spell hEngs over me, and over 
every onS I meet to-day ?”* she said. “ To- 
night, and I shall sleep my first sleep under 
my husband’s roof : to-night, receive the 
w^elcoming of Ranald’s kinsmen to liis High- • 
land home. This to me should he a happy 
day, yet every voice j^ouifds like a passing- 
1^11 ! evei^ eye bends on me in mysterious • 
pity, as if the characters of a terrible fate 
were seared on my brow,” 

Sarah had been tracked by her little pdl- 
frey, which she had herself fastened to a 
bush when seeking the hutf The pattering 
of the unshod horses, an<l the voices of the ^ 
gillies, now sounded in her ears likfc the shout 
of a respite ; an^ Ranald’s greeting, gay and 
cordial, soon banished all eerie hodings from 
her breast. He was in very high spirits, now 
at home in every happy sense of the word. Far 
and near, wherever he looked, from the moun- 
tain masses of the magnificent Maam Tamar, to 
the breckan bush, — ^from the lovely woman to 
whom his smile brought life and joy, to tlie 
meanest thing that breathed witliin a wide 
range, — all owned him lord, .and loved or 
fieared him ! 

His morning’s sport had been uncommonly 
(lucceesful ; and some" of hie tributaries and 
fosterers in' the higher glens, where the cattle 
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were now at their summer pasture, met his I 
lordly progress with that homage of mingled 
flattery and cordial affection on which his 
chlMhood and youth had been banqueted, 
and which cold England had never afforded 
to his heart or his pride. 

“ How like himself he looks to-day,” was i 
Sarah’s fond thought, as he shook hands 
with hep%nd welcomed her on ** the side of 
Maam Tamar.” 

Several of the gillies were laden with the 
spoils of the chase. “A noble buck, Sarah : 

. is he not ?• I wish we^couid send a haunch 
of him to Aunt Bridget ; or uncle Gilbert, — 
ay, that were the better mark.” 

“ How good-natured Ranald is to-day,” 
thouglil; Sarali. 

, “ I have had no luck till now. But the 

dc''!* oF» Maam Tamar know ‘ the Chief of a 
thousand hills with all their hounding roes,* 
as Donald’s old rliymes recite. Your wel- 
coming hridal-hanquet shall not vrant * the 
doc and the roe, and the Imrt and the hind,’ 
and all sylvan cheer, fair Saxon.” 

Ranald showed h(jr a variety ot dead birds, 
^e‘jpribing their habits and si)ecies ; and 
though Sarah would rather have seen them 
on the wing, or irutlie copse, than in hlood- 
hedablded plumage, she tried to sympathize 
in the exultation of the <?portsinau. 

“ And ancient«Slieelas,” said Ranuld, you 
have made acipiaintancc with her. She is 
not one of our ordinary crones. Slie has 
» good t)lood in her veins, though she chose to 
disgrace it. She was the kinswoman and 
companion of my^nioflicr ; hut contracted a 
low marriage with a mechanic frOm Morajr- 
land • and was sent to the exile of our 
Siberia, the wrong side of Maam Tamar. For- 
thnately all her children died as they grew 
up ; . fof not one of them could have told 
who was his father’s Chief. When the lp.st, 
the -eighth, \vas laid within the Druids’ 
Stones, nwiny years ago, Nighean Dmiachd 
Ruadh spoke for the first time to the widowed 
wife and childless mother, now somewhat 
freed from taint.” 

Hero was ** a thing to dream of, not to 
tell.” Sarah had no heart to inquire what, 
in the judgment of the Chieftainess, consti- 
tuted " a low marriage.” 

“But where is the Man of the Dirk? 
Hava you pledged*each other in the Waters 
of Peace — the ‘ fountain AretJiuse ’ of Clan 
Raonull?” said Ranald, ^gaily. 

“ I have drank ^ *** 

“ And pledged dark Donliuil.” He happUy 
did not pause for the answer, which l^ran 


could not easily liave found. “ I wish you 
had waited my approach. — I could have 
wished to jseal my peace with my kinsman 
ere we enter the last Pass, This, Sarah, 
is hut the threshold of our cmnZiy ; across 
the next high-lying wild moor, on which we 
are about to enter, lies Lochnamm proper, its 
green and fertile heart. Into it I would not 
wish to carry angry thoughts, nor unpleasant 
remembrances, — at least, not in your com- 
pany.” 

“Thanks, Ranald ; — tliough surely every 
fl))ot on wliich the sun shines may he a fit 
place for the reconciliation of friends,” re- 
turned Sarah. 

Tln*^ widowed Shcelas had, meanwhile, 
been dispensing her hospitalities in the inside 
of her hut. She now came forth to welcome 
the Chief, as did every one they met, with 
the observance due to a sovereign prince ; 
which Ranald, to do him justice, received 
with the ease of one to whom both lip-service 
and the worship of the heart 1) ad always been 
familiar. While the hand made a hasty meal 
on the gi’een-9>vard, Sarah retired to adjust 
her dress. 

“It must ho in gay, gallant, •— ay, and in 
Highland trim, that you enter the halls of 
Itaonull, which we are fast approaching,” 
said the Chief. “From the next height we 
liavc, wlmt a certain .sup])le Lowland knave, 
ill iny employment, calls *a Pisgah-view’ of 
tlie promised land, — a land of good perfor- 
mance to Mr. Daniel Ilossack, hoivever, who 
is the only ready-money man in mg country, 

In a few minutes Sarah stepped out among 
her courtiers and attendants, attired as befit- 
ted a Chieftain’s bride ; the tartan covering 
as graceful a shape ns ever yet claimed the 
liereditary righfr of taring it; tlio plaid 
screening as fair a countenance as its folds 
had ever veiled. There was also that taste- 
ful intennixture* of the jewelled ornaments 
Avhich Ranald admired, and wliich gave 
sparkling relief and finish to her attire. Her 
ornaments received unqualified approbation 
from the spectatore, though her claim to 
personal beauty was still the subject of secret 
I dispute ; some of the younger men of “ the 
Cliief ’s girdle ” declaring her passing lovely ! 

^ and others scouting all pretension to good 
looks in a slender handful of a girl, whose 
fairy face M'^as not the breadth of a Saxon 4 ^ 
shilling ; most unlike, indeed, >is must 
have confessed, to the strapping maidens and 
j massy n atrons/)f the race of R{|.onull. 

Those who denied the Saxon stranger’s 
i beauty, acknowledged, however, hei^svreet- 
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ness of manners, kindness of heart, and open- 
ness of hand, — which last was, •probably, 
after all, her chief merit, failing; as she so 
wofully did, in birth and country. 

When the cavalcade again got into order, 
Donald of ^ the Dirk was missing. He had 
deserted the party. The Chief knit his 
brows. 

“ Ha me said he, scornfully, curling 
his lip, 1 care not. Mount, Sarah : Donald 
of the Dirk does not, it seems, grace your 
triumphal entry into my glen. — Well — this 
evening — I must find you a more courteous 
groom than this moody dreamer, whose con- 
duct becomes every hour more inexplicable. 
Did he not pledge you in the Cup of Peace 

“The draught was, unfortunately, spilt 
between us,” replied Sarah, hesitating, as if 
she confessed a crime. 

“ Son of Mercy, you don’t say so ! ” cried 
the Chief. Sarah looked more distressed 
than before. 

. “If your kinsman had even refused to 
partake with me what, to his clan, is signi- 
ficant of the bread and salt, the sacred sym- 
bols, among other wild tribes, of confidence 
and hospitality, I should even then believe 
that he did so merely to retain the power of 
injuring, withdut breach of honour and of 
faith ; but never that he would employ that 
power against me.” 

The Chief was evidently disconcerted. 
Lightly as he affected to treat the supersti- 
tions and usages of his country, their deep- 
struck roots wci-e intertwined wuth every 
fibre of his mind. The spilling of “ the Cup 
of Peace,” the loss of the wedding-ring, the 
abru 2 )t departure of the nearest kinsman, 
whose duty it was to ride by the bride, and 
lead her to the threshold of the castle, were 
ominous as well as vexatious. All else, how- 
ever, went on smoothly; and group after 
group of young men still arrived to welcome 
the i-eturn of their Chief. 

“ Whip and spur, then, Sarah,” said the 
Chief. “ And again good-night to sullen 
Donald. We must make our grand edtry 
into our capital city of Porst-na-Baat before 
sunset. For this, 1 believe, our rascally 
vizier, Daniel Hossack, has made rather 
splendid preparations.” 

Sarah obeyed witli alacrity, and there 
was animating gallop of some miles 
among^the cavalry, and a brisk rush among 
the long-legged and kilted foot, till the 
cavalcade halted on a wild, 'wide, flat heath, 
^an ocean prospect in immensity and subli- 
mity, ^with ibe added glory of an Alpine 
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range far distant, but stretching round on 
every side, its serrated peaks glittering, ^ 
dusky, or half lost in haze. Overhead was 
the uniform deep- toned, dull, blue heaven, 
which harmonizes so well with the sombre 
grandeur of a wild and solitary scene com- 
posed wholly of the primary elements of 
moor and mountain ; — the same low, brood- 
ing sky which a late distinguished ’andscape 
painter has, with such striking eflect, dif- 
fused over a view of the plain oiF Marathon. 

“ Hei*e, at last, is the true Highland 
scenery,” said Sarah. “ Whouj you boast 
of your glens, and lakes, and forests, why 
are you silent about prospects like this ; 
wdiich, to softer scenery, is as the mighty 
ocean to a jdeasant inland lake : — one’s 
soul finds room to breathe freely here, — to 
soar and expand ly 

Ay, Sarah, so you have found the key 
to our sceneiy at last ! Any one can admire 
a sweet green glen, or a wooded glade : it 
requires a Highland heart and eye, a clans- 
man’s associations, to wander in admiration 
over the gray moor. — To Donald of the 
Dirk, whom you see so far oft', stalking 
ghost-like before us, this insj)iring pros^ct' 
is like the dance and song of the billows and 
the breeze to a mariner ; like the sound of 
Bow-bell to a Londoner,” 

“You, might have sparc^d that illustra- 
tion,” replied Sarah, laughing ; “ but as 
Chaucer, and Spenser, and Shakspere, and 
Milton, w^ere almost Londoners, even that 
shall not offend me.” 

“ At least the sun mui^t not go dowii^on 
your wrath.” 

*' In a few minutes more the married pair 
were rapidly descending a mountain gorge, 
threading .a rugged unequal bridle- way, 
flanked by lumpish disjointed s'vells of 
mossy ground, covered with coarse heath 
and bent. 

“Shut your eyes, now, my little dark- 
haired darling,” said Ranald, in ms native 
language : close those diamond portals of 

the soul, whose opening brings morn to the 
glens, as Donald might say, till I cry, 

* Look up, Sarah !’ ” 

Sarah did as she was ordered ; and, when 
desired to open her eyes, her hurst of lively 
and rapturous admiration satisfied even 
Ranald’s rapacity of praise for all that was 
his own. 

“ The strath of Lochnave^n !” he said, 
triumphantly thro^ring out his hand towards 
the glorious scene that spread in beauty 
beneath tbem. Sarah’s heart, for a moment. 
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swelled, and throbbed with the pride of pro- 
• perty and power, — a new and exulting feel- 
ing. Of all she saw she was the lady and 
inisfress, and she held her rights by a tenure 
wliich tenfold doubled their value, — the 
heart and hand of Ranald. 

The Chief had chosen his hour well. 
Sunset was fading fast into twilight. In 
a few nffnutes more would have fled all 
those magic and shifting lights that now 
tinted tower and tree, slanting .across the 
bright lake* upwards through the •hanging- 

• birch woods to the enshrining cliffs, — and 

bringing forward many of those little acces- 
sories that constitute the interest of a living 
scone, ^nd give the landscape its sweetest 
touches. , 

• I’lie old gray hold of^thc Chief of Clan- 
‘RaoniiW, seen far below aifd across the lake, 
and yet looking near, could be no object of 
j)cculiar attraction, save to its owners ; 
though the striking shadowed outline of its 
embrasures, loop-lioles, steep roof, and rudely 
hattlemciitcd walls floating on Hie waters of 
the lake, miglit have been more engaging to 

^k^eyc of ta^itc tluin the heavy substantiali- 
ties of the rugged structure. But it was on 
her that Samh gazed, — her home in 
weal or woe, — through life and all its 
changes. Dubious of * her long silence, 
Ranald riveted iTis eyes on her fa<l3, as if to 
read’ her thoughts, and with no disposition 

• to ijj(|jftlgent construction. ITer low, invo- 

* ’ luntary sigh was breathed from causes very 

different from any feeling connected with 
yifi lack of architrt-tural elegance or domestic 
* accommOTlation in lior future li5me ; yet, 
when'Ranald spoke, she wished that this in- 
voluntary sigh had* beep suppressed. 

‘^The liouse, as you see, i's no great 
things,’^ jsaid he, slightly. “ 1 warned you 
not to expect a Hampstead Lodge, pnd 
its snug accompaniments, in Strathiiaveen. 
■yVlien wcNiave settled a while we must con- 
trive some wing or jamb. Jn yonder hills of 
ours is marble enough to construct a million 
palaces. The present domestic accommoda- 
tion is, however, miserable, and often scanty ; 
especially^ when we have female guests. 
Yet daughters of the houses of Kintail and of 
Sutherland have chosen, and for life, yonder 
rude home. — I speak not of men’s accommo- 
dation ; even you? fair Saxon, would scorn 
the tall fellow wlio, with his plaid, and 
seven feet of the heathy could not find him 
a chamber. In such sort of sleeping room, 
thank Heaven and fiiy brave ancestors,^! 
am tolerably well provide<}.” 0 

VoL. III. 


This contradictory speech pained the gentle 
Saxon. The want of a fine dwelling “would, 
in any circumstances, have been the last 
soilvject of her regi-et. And what were en- 
tire srpiares of town-liuilt palaces compared 
to the magnificent scene before her. There 
was something, too, — it was not meant 
unkind, hut it was jari ing, — in the allu- 
sion to the former splendid alliances of the 
family. Tlic short-lived glow of the pride 
of rank, place, and property was chilled in 
the bosom of the Saxon stranger. She was, 
then, not reckoned of mind or birth suf- 
ficiently lofty to value the nohle above the 
comfortable and the cmivenient, Sarah 
owned tp herself that it might be so. 

‘‘ A castle,” she said at last, " and a %vide 
domain, never made part in my dreams of 
romance. Some little shieling in yonder 
braes, — a hothic in the green-wood, by the 
lochan of the water-lilies, where, at morn 
and even, T could climb the next tonihan and 
count .all the blue smokes rising from 
huiSble and happy hearths, under the kind j 
protection of Ran.ald, were more to me than 
the grandest gold and marble palace in all 
the Arabian Tales ; and Ranald methiuks 
ought to know it.” 

“ You arc a sweet, little ingratiating AT- 
ghroan Ceardy that is the truth, Sarah. A 
little mofo ambition and piide of place 
might, however, not misbecome the bride of 
a Chief ; yet if the doughty sons of Raonull 
do not th.ank me for giving them so gentle 
a lady and mistress, they deserve to he 
ducked in their own lake. — But, speaking 
of your favourite blue smokes, the castle 
looks desei’ted to-night, — so does tlie Inam- 
Ict. The chimney-tons, * the wind-jiipes of 
good hospitality,’ gi^c no sign of prepara- 
tion.” 

Perhaps the people arc abroad,” said 
Sarah. % 

‘‘ Ah, 3 ’es — just that — at the ferry under 
the cliffs ^below, where we •cannot sec them, 
all^ gathered to welcome us. But, hold a 
firm rein, my love. Here, at this crag, I 
was ever wont to fire off my piece as a call 
to *spit and raxes,’ a sort of first dinner- 
bell, or intimation to the ministering angels 
of my mother’s kitchen, that their Chief is 
not quite a divinity ; or is, at least, of kin 
to those gods wJio relish a savoury savrifice,# 
and can, even after a ten hours’ con- 
descend to a mess of venison chops: — if 
their lib eral language knew any such pinched, 
lean, niggardly word avoirdupois, connected 
with food, as chops,^' Ranald, as lie care- 

# • No. 74. . 



338 


THE EDINBURGH TALES. 


leeely spoke, was loading his gun, which was 
carried by one of his innumerable atten- 
dants. ^‘Are you quite steady*, Sarah, or 
shall 1 not fire ?*' 

Afraid, yet ashamed to confess her fears, 
Sarah measured the waters, that, through 
the opening of the copse, she saw yawning 
many fathoms below, but said she was 
ready, — “ quite prepared.” 

Raneld fired. At this welhknouTi signal, 
from an ambuscade placed by the Bhalie 
rose a yell of bagpipes, and the welcoming 
sliouts of a rabble rout: and before the 
a&mke of his piece was dispelled, Ranald saw 
wife borne headlong down the scaur 
wliich Jay under the hamlet of Wack-aur- 
duicliy and hung sheer over the lake. 

Ev<jry man in sight started forward, but 
Ranald outstripped them all. From side to 
side of the lake, and along the hrmSy where 
groups of spectators were ranged, tiicre was 
a suppressed cry — a moment of intense 
anxiety ; and the small, beautiful ])gBy 
which the lady had ridden, was seen plung- 
ing in the w'aters of the lake, but without 
a rider. 

It “was swimming across, as if to gain the 
castle lawn. 


I 

I ‘^Have the waters of Loclmaveen swal- 
I lowed, and hidden in their depths, the shame 
I of their degenerate Chief?” was the passion- 
: ate exclamation of Nighean Dmachd Ruadhy 
! addressed to tlie aged matron who stood at 
1 the hall lattice beside her, her counsellor 
I and xompanioii. 

j ** Daughter of Red Duncan, what is not 
; yet done, remains to bo fulfilled,” returned 
I the oracular crone, as she drew the lady 
I back. 

Instead of the sight of agony and horror 
which Ranald had antieijmted, on his despe- 
rate plunge down the sca'ary he found his 
wife on the ledge of the precipice, faint and 
trembling, and 'by her side her rescuer, 
Donald of the Dirk. She threw herself into 
Ranald’s opening arms, and, as he clasped 
his recovered and doubly-valued treastire, 
the clansman suddenly disappeared. 

" To your brave kinsman I owe my life,” 
said Sarah, looking round for Donald. 

I pardon Donald’s former desertion, my 
beloved: God and his angels placed him 
here tcT^tone for my mad rashness. And 
you bleed, my Sarah 1 — how shall I ever 
forgive myaslf ?” c 

“The slightest scratch possible! not so 
bad as the prickle of a rose. Would you 


believe that yon fierce Donald can gi‘ow pale 
at the sight of blood ?” ^ 

“ At woma»*s only, love. And see ,tliat 
imp of the devil, Kelpie, how he swims the 
lake ! — He neighs by the castle wall, as if 
he had done some great feat. By my 
father’s hand ! I will have him shot and 
ham-strung.” 

“Hush, Ranald! See, and be thankful, 
how beautifully my tartan screen floats ancl 
curls down the lake, sliowing its changing 
hues likeT a wild drake.” 

“ Let all go to th« broad sea, since I have * 
yourself, my own poor Sarah. This deli- 
cate hand mangled so cruelly, too ! — I 
could curse myself !” c 

“Kiss it, and heil it rather, as poor 
mamma used to do long ago,” said Saral).“ 
“ Oh, her kisses ' were balm ! — My poor 
mother, Ranald, you have scarcely heard 
me speak of her. She died when I was 
only five years old ; and I knew even then 
I was never again to have a mother.” 

Ranald kissed the 1)ruised fingers, and 
would, at this moment, have given half liis 
life and fortune to have been able to {Pro- 
mise Ills wife a daughter’s place in his 
mother’s heart. •• 

The Chief carricj:! Sarah up the steep, so 
fortunately tangled, woven, and matted on 
the surface witli underwood and creepers, 
as to have obstructed the wild career of her 
startled pony. Here had lurked Donald of 
the Dirk, waiting till the gay bridal i)arty ^ 
had passed over the Jak^ before, in dark- 
ness and B^iaine, he went to give his lady an 
account of his baffled mission. 

In a land where every event and acciden- . 
tal circumstance is •construed into presage 
and omen, the occuiTences of this day were 
peculiarly evil-boding to the young* stranger. 
Tlie last alarming accident bad put a stop 
to all those demonstrations of joy and wel- 
come which, on the south bank ot tlie lake, 
had been secretly got up by the golden 
waters, (usquehaugk,) and more golden pro- 
mises, of the diplomatic Bhalie, 

His bribes, however, and Iiis cajoleries, 
Iiad had no power over the loyal hamlet that 
flourished under the inunediate^ eye of the 
Daughter of Red Duncan: There all was 
chill, silent, and lowering^. Though a party 
of mercenaries had been stationed in ambusli 
to yell a welcome in the Pass, the inhabi- 
tants of the mountain hamlet-— “the Keep- 
ers of the Heart”— ihad also held at an 
iaanspicions. distance ; the children peering 
slilyover their rocky battlements, but no 
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one offering welcome and greetings to their 
returning lord. 

The high hereditary piper** of the clan 
not only disobeyed the mandate, to 

raise the appropriate l^ibroch in the Pass at 
tlio fitting moment, but when a mercenary 
ventured to profane the clmv-antkem^ he 
furiously^ plunged his skdnrdhu into tlic 
bowels of the rival bagpipe, which was 
squeaking out its final agony as the Chief 
reached thetfen-y. The tumult was hushed 
on his a}>| 2 roach. He imperiously ordered 
liis men, who had bre^eu into groups, to 
muster beliind him ; and, giving his horse 
lo one of their number, drew his wife’s ann 
uithiiisliis own, as if he feared to tru.?r her 
again from hi?^ personal protection. 

Poor Sarah, “theobsewed of all observers,” 
was now much di8Com})Osed. Her splendid 
dress was soiled and torn; her hair dis- 
hevelled ; her head uncovered ; her colour 
had IUmI with her spirits. 

“■ I sliall be more like poor Mary Stuart 
vnnuing tlw gauntlet of her scornful and 
ri'bellious subjects in the streets uf Edinburgh, 
*thati the triumphant bride Kanahl would 
exhibit to hia subjects,” was her sad thought. 
Had her faflier or *licr kind aunt been her 
<'Oiu})Uuiou, Sarah wouldaiow have implored 
fiU’ rest atid leisyre ; but Ranald tl^pught not 
fd* it, and she had not yet learned to express 
her wishes to him, save by her observance 
and ‘rtfady obedience to hia. 

Of the few persons, besides the Bhalie and 
hiti household troops, who stood at the ferry, 
flear the Jandiiig-]>lace, all hail sUently dis- 
aj^peared before Ranald lifted liis wife on 
shore on the ojjposite side, and bade her wel- 
tf>me to luH own coast, and his. capital of 
Porst-fm-Bmi, In another second, every 
door was’ inhospitably shut against them ; or, 
in more accurate phrase, every buiidlfi of 
dried feri^ every wattled hurdle forming the 
nide substitute for a door, w as put in requi- 
sition, throughout the liamfet, by the loyal, 
devoted, and high-spirited subjects of the 
Daughter of Red Duncan. 

The women, usually so clamorous wdth 
their feliciju&tions on such occasions, were 
instantly invisible. The children looked 
askance ; the curs growled ; and Ranald 
glanced rapidly ajound in every direction ; 
his features swelliug with disappointment and 
anger. IIe>*g^nawed his lips till the blood 
started, as he looked oit his deserted state, 
and left Sarah to recewe and acknowledge as 
she might the endless congratulations^ aiii 
apologies of Mr. Dapiel Hossack, who, in 


grand costume, marched by her side, till sent 
back by the Chief to hasten the ferrying 
pver of the* gillies. 

Ranald’s passion reached the extremity'; 
wlien, as he passed on, he saw the blockade 
raised, and the i>eoj)lo coining out of their 
dwellings to gratify cariosity, or express 
muttered contempt. 

“Base, rebellious churls ! — dearly shall 
they rue this day ! ” was his exclamation ; 
and liis thoughts yveut to something little 
short of razing his hitherto favoured capital 
oT Porst-na-Baaty and strewing its foundar 
tions with salt. 

This hamlet consisted of a row of huts, 
fronting the lake, built with some show of | 
regularity, while behind were many dwellings I 
scattered picturesquely on a sloping rocky | 
b.ank. It vriiH >)y the path lying belvireen 
the margin of the loch and the row of huts, | 
that Ranald led liis ■wife to his ancestral 
home, in silence and siidnfcss. The path j 
beqiimc more and more steep and narrow, the 
banks of the loch more high as they proceeded 
towards the castle ; gloomy stillness before 
them, munnurs of discontent, clamour, and 
muttered reproaches following their course. 

“So he camo at last?” said gray Echan 
of the boats, addressing one of the gillies. 

“ And^brought witli him a fair excuse for 
loitering so long among the Sassenach the 
flower of all their laud,” replied Sweyn the 
henchman. 

“A flower, and maybe a fair one, Sw’eyn; 
but not such as should flourish beneath the 
brockan, or be worn beside the staUdy eagle- 
jdurno,” said an old woman. 

‘‘And why not, Maraci — the world is 
changed since ^ Nigheau Doiiachd Ruadh 
brought us her dowe- of naked gillies and 
sharp dirks. Raonmi is the man for the 
world that is now — r.ot for that which «w7- 
liachs prate about at a lykewake, when 
usquebaugh and tobacco ^are plenty, and 
Callum Bhaird screaming the ’cmV* in their 
ol<> deaf ears.” 


“Evil meet you, son of a cur? — Is it thus 
you apeak of tlie shame of your Chief, and 
the stain on your clan ?” cried the l^eldame^ 
her eyes darting baleful fires. 

“ Take it quietlj^ mother ; my father’s 
son has another name than that you g^'e me. J 
But if shame come to our country sliape 
like yon, and both pockets stuffed wJtli gold 
pieces, deeper ishame be mine if I don’t 
welcome it.” •Tlie eailliach looked heroer 
than bef ore. \ • 

“ ^ bride whose stei^l^efuoes to bear her 


itejjj^efu 


840 


THE Edinburgh tales. 


J a matron who seeks her husband’s dwelling 
without the coif should bind a modest 
matron's brows ; a stranger in * whose uiv- 
lucky hand the C\ip of Peace is spilt at the 
lip ; whose screen falls from her dishonoured 
head, and floats to the wide sea ere she has 
passed the threshold of lier spouse : — what 
bode tokens like these ?” said the ])eldanic. 

“They bode, Marac,” replied tlie same 
young man, **that you are going home to 
put on your bebt curch, and rub up j'our 
Strathspey stejis before you foot it with me 
to-night at the bridal .feast, to the tune 6f 
Lochnaveeu’s R^nt.’ ” 

“Pert churl’s blood! — go ym to the 
bridal feast. You, and such as you^ are fit 
to keep company Avitli the Tinker’s wench, 
and not such as my father’s daughter.” 

“Now, the devil meet me! if you w'erc 
any thing but what you are, and that . is a 
spiteful old witch, but I w'ould come across 
the mouth that so named your lady and 
mistress.” 

“My mistress I” 

“And what then? The wife of your 
Chief ; the mother that will be.” 

“ No ! — never ! never ! Tlie quick earth 
w’ould first open and swallow what the 
waters yawned for! Never shall the red 
puddle of the Saxon Caird mingle with the 
blood of MacMic Raomdl^ if a dirk he left 
in one true man’s hand, or a 1)odkin in a 
woman’s ! ” 

“ Hush ! — to your rock and spindle, Marac, 
and leave your Chief to choose his wife him- 
self.” The young man passed on. 

“ This is but a cold welcoming to one so 
fair and gentle,” thought Sweyn. 

A few gossipping stragglers again ap- 
peared ; and when Sweyn reached a sort of 
rude stone cross that formed the rallying, or 
central point of the hamlet, he threw his 
bonnet in the air, shouting “ Raonull and his 
Bride for ever! —Joy to il/ac Mic Raonull 
and his Saxon Bride !” The cry was lustily 
echoed by a few mercenaries and the imme- 
diate household of Mr. Hossack. It was the 
signal for open i*evolt and outrage. The 
boys and girls first raised the cry of opposi- 
tion, in which all soon joined, “ The 
Tinker and liis Callet are come ! — haste out 
< with your broken pots and pans! The 
^Tinker and his Callet!” 

Thoi^gVho recollect — and who can ever 
forget? — the grosser and more outrageous 
insults offered to the royal family of France, 
by a people once as celebrated for their light- 
hfartea coui^y, and the enthusiasm of 


their loyalty as were the Scottish Higlilanders, 
may imagine this scene. 

The young Chief of Chin Raonull was not 
yet so subdued as the unhappy Bourbons. 
When the insulting cry reached his ears, he 
turned fiercely round, shook off his wife, and 
looking more like a demon than a man, drew 
his dirk, and started as if to rush hack upon 
the insulters. Sarah clasped and hung on his 
arm in agony, imploring to know why he 
seemed so agitated, and supplicating that lie 
would not leave her. He made no reply. 

The cowardly insulting shouts were hushed ' 
for the moment on his turning round ; but 
as they again moved forward, the cry of the 
children was renewed, at first timi»’ly, and 
then more boldly. A small pebble, aimed 
at Sweyn, who, shouting, followed his' 
master, glanced on Sarah’s dress, and Ranald 
again flew round in a mood of fury that 
would have spared no living thing. At the 
same instant a little child, that could just 
totter and i)rattle, a curly-headed, smiling 
boy, incited by some females within the door 
from w’hich he sprang, suddenly plucked | 
Sarah’s skirt as he lisped his well-tai?glfi ‘ 
lesson of “ Nighean Oeard! Nighean CeardJ** 
With a kindly revulsion of 8j)irits, Sarah 
stooped to kiss the rosy check of her infant 
traducer, ^ fondly recollecting the caressing 
name which Ranald Imnself had once given 
her, and then so strangely retracted. Her 
arm ivas round the child’s neck, her Jips on 
his check. 

“ Cockatrice !” exclaimed the infuriated 
Chief, and, ivith one spurn of his foot, tlw 
beautiful boy was plunged down tlie bank 
into tlie lake. 

“Deed accursed!*’ exclaimed Sarah, iji 
horror, tearing her arm from her husband’s 
clasp. There was a cry of anguish and 
horror all around, and men . and women 
rushed to the water’s brink. Sarah also 
would have flown down the stee^ ; but slie 
was dragged, almost carried, onward, though 
Ranald now appeared hardly able to support 
himself. 

“ Sarah, as you love me, or pity yourself, 
not another word,” he said in a hoarse voice. 
“Shall the cause of my rash deed be the 
first to upbraid me witli its fatal conse- 
quetices?” 

“And I the cause? — say it not.!' Oh, 
rather would 1 have suffered a thousand 
deaths, a thousand* shames, than that you 
had committed so dreadful an act on this 
innocent child.” 

You choose a had time for discussion,” 
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returned Ranald, trembling with agitation 
himself, hut still drag^ng her on. 

‘‘ I may yet save him ! ” she cried, strug- 
gling to free her arm, He may he saved. 
Those harharous, ignorant people, cannot 
know how to treat the drowned.” 

“Save yourself, madam,” said Ranald, 
the blood revisiting his face, and his step 
becoming* again firm. But the heart of 
Sarah was now too strong in its indignant 
sense of violated humanity to lie quelled. 

“ I will try to restore the child.” • 

* “ Then go, if y’^ou w^sh to sec yourself 

openly hooted and scorned ; if you court 
outrage •and insult from tliis ^ barbarous’ 
people, —go.V 

How strange was tiie waywardness and 
•caprice that, at such a moment, felt and 
snceringly resented, the ill-chosen epithet 
applied to the very people whom the rage of 
the Chief devoted to destruction. Sarah 
.again voluntarily clasped her husband’s 
arm, and, as she looked on his anguished 
brow', pressed that arm in silence to her side. 

“ Sarah, madden me no farther. I know 
■riot^what I do ; but ’tis time sofne peaceful 
roof w'ere over your head.” 

“^as, 1 {ihall n«ver more know peace !” 

The frantic cries of the mother of the 
drowned child now rung^to the heart of the 
EnglLshw’oinan, Who, though she knew not 
the ihotlier’s language, yet well knew that 
thesQ were a mother’s piercing cries of agony 
and despair: The wild imprecations of the 
bereaved w'oman, who^ five minutes before, 
4afl^ in wanton nmlice, incited her child to 
its fatei made even Ranald, proud*and stout- 
hearted as he w'as, shudder, and draw their 
innocent and unceiiscipus object closer to 
his breast. 

“ Haste, my owm love — haste, Sarah ! I 
regret nothing but that I have been so Ijar- 
barous to you. My men are still on the 
other siett* of the lake. These people get 
frantic in their rage.” , 

It W'as for her husband’s safety that Sarah 
now trembled. It was a murderer’s side, 
from wdiich she had started in horror, to 
which she now clung, as she panted up the 
steep, and as if death alone could sever her 
i lasp. It was this man, so feared, so loved, 
that she followed with new energy of affec- 
tion,-her heart, at*his softened speech, gush- 
ing over with deeper tenderness* than had 
ever blessed their happiest hours of unalloyed 
endearment. 

“ This is sorry welcoming for my 
bride,” said the Chief, speaking now •wiin 


maiwclld^is calmness. “ This last lesson w'as 
severe, but needful ; would that it had fallen 
on some older culprit. They shall all be 
hbtter trained. Not even a cur, basking in 
tlie sun, between sleeping and w^aking, shall 
dare, in its dream, to bark, if but the shadow 
of the wife of Raonull cross it. 

“ You do not yet understand this people, 
whom you think ‘ harharwis.^ They have 
wild notions on points of honour. Yet, tuv- 
buleut, rugged, wretched serfs as to you they 
seem, without their fidelity and devotion, all 
tlvj gold of England could not, I fear, make 
me happyr. Their love is the air I 
breathe.” 

•The ^unhappy pair now stood by the 
threshold of their future home, deserted and 
alone. Not even one menial was found, 
where the mother of the Chief, at tlie head 
of thronging friends and vassals, sliould have 
appeared, to break the emblematic cake over 
the head of the Bride, and to give her w'el- 
come. 

The door of the castle was closed, for the 
first time Ranald had ever seen hospitality 
denied, by a shut door, in his father’s halls, 
whether by night or day. Save the shock- 
head of a girl suddenly thrust from one of 
the loop-holes scattered at random over the 
walls, and as suddenly withdrawn, no human 
thing was seen. The anger of the Chief 
waxed hotter than ever. With the handle 
of his dirk he struck on the rough oaken 
door, with preternatural force. It flew open, 
though not to his stroke ; and Sarah, who 
had leaned against it, by the violence of the 
motion swung round on his aim, and fell 
across the threshold, while blood gushed from 
her Ups. 

“ Hounds !” sliouted the voice of her who 
had thus impetuously t irewn wide the door. 

Who among you durst shut the gates of 
this dwelling against the meanest creeping 
thing to which it was the pleasure of Mac 
Mic Raonull to show hospitality? I will 
have y'our arms hacked off by the elbows, 
Tefl the Saxon girl, ’tis not thus, in churl 
fashion, that Nighean Donachd Ruadh shows 
her resentment, not thus that she takes her 
revCTige. Room for the Sassenach biidc of 
Mac Mic Raonull!*^ 

Without one glance at the fainting crea- 
ture who sank on her knees before hsk, the « 
Chieftainess wrapped the draperj^^f her 
plaid around her stately person, with the 
dignity of the* dying Caesar a^djustiug his 
mantle i i the Capitol, and swept past ; all 
the loftiness of her character,, and pride of 
§ • 
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her lineage, dilating her form and eS:panding 
her brow. 

^Mother,” said the Chief, in a subdued 
and pathetic voice, “ Is it thus you reccite 
your son?” He meanwhile raised his wife 
with affectionate tenderness, and, at the same 
time, clutched the drapeiy of his mother’s 
plaid, as she crossed his threshold to leave 
the dwelling. 

“It is thus I receive, thus welcome, thus 
bless my bridegroom son ! The curse of his 
mother cling to him, and to his house, until | 
blood has purified its deep, ingrained polhi- I 
tion! Till then, the same roof shall not 
shelter, tlie same hearth shall not warm, the 
same bread shall not nourish, nor the same 
prayer bless him and her who gave him 
being I ” 

•She passed on like a slow-moving tliunder- 
cloud. 

“ Then be the feud eternal I ” cried Ranald, 
with equal fierceness ; and throwing from 
him his mother’s plaid, he bore his insen- 
sible wife into the house in the same moment 
that his mother left it for ever. 

The man whose hand was fresh from blood, 
and in whose heart there, at this moment, 
burned the thirst of a thousand murders, now 
watched and waited by a fainting woman’s 
couch, with almost wonufti’s patience, and I 
more than woman’s tendorucss. I 

Sarah had scarcely recovered her senses, | 
when a cry came from the hamlet that the 
Lowland Prime Minister, Daniel Hossack, 
was in danger of suffering for the offences 
of the Prince. Ranald’s passions, as well as 
his courage and generosity, were at this time 
strongly alive to the defence of the unpopular 
official. He therefore left Sarah, on her 
own earnest entreaty, and flew down to the 
hamlet. 

But the Bhalie had already been happily 
rescued by Donald of the Dirk, and had made 
the best of his way to the Castle, though by 
a very circuitots route. These were not 
days of ceremony ; nor was Sarah either 
offended or alarmed when the functionary, 

' still half frightened out of his senses, planted 
himself by her couch. Besides Mr. Hossack’s 
innate and insuperable regard for a “ ready 
money fortune,” his kindest feelings ex- 
panded to the fair stranger — half his coun- 
» try-i^oman, and so ungraciously received. 
As far ud s'uch imprudence was possible in 
BO discreet a person, the Blialie was, indeed, 
— and independently of all hopes or fears — ' 
a disinterested partisan of the persecuted i 
factioff of the Saxon stranger. j 


“ Oich, 6ich, oich, madam^ hinny, make 
yourself easy ; no fear of Mac Mic B/aomlL * 
Whatever might happen to the like of you 
or me of the South, if their Hieland blood 
were up, they’ll take good care of their own. 
Poor barbarians \ their Chiefs are, as it were, 
in the place of gods to them. You, dear, 
young lady, fresh from a land of law and 
gospel, coin and commerce, are yet strange 
to their ways. But we must jouk and let 
the jaw go by ; bow to the bush we get bield 
frae ; aiid they’ll come round, never fear 
them. A month ofj time, and an anker or' 
two of usquehattgh, properly administered, 
aUd a few ribbons and mutches distributed 
among the womcn-folk, wdll make /he sons 
of Raonull — sons of Belial ! — screw their 
pipes to another guess tunc. TJie Cliief,' 
wdth your loa\^e, is like fire frae flint ; but 
when he is on the hill — and he’ll no be Jong 
from it — ya must take a saunter dowm among 
them. The cailUachs — that’s the auld wives 
—like a pickle sneeshin, or, may he, a drap 
brandy ; and in good time thg Bucker* is 
just off the mouth of Lochnaveen : so w ill 
the that is, the auld carles ; 

the young queans, the lasses, will give their 
hearts for a hit red ril>l)on to tie up thcii 
hassocks o’ hair, or a string of glass beads 
wdll gang about as far here as in Madagascar. 
Every place has its own ways ; every bell it s 
ain clink, A kebbuck, or a peck or tw-o'of 
meal, will be welcome at many a doori wheiv 
there’s baims; and whatever else w^e mav‘ 
wrant, there’s no want of them on Lochna- 
veen’s property. So, never fear, madan> ; 
siller, time, and fair words go ‘frfr. My 
lady, hinny, there are ways and means to 
bring all round. The auld lady is the worM 
job, and that unlucky brat of a bairn drowTi- 
ing. And all wdll he laid to the door of the 
innocent ; for it is the very nature of them 
— and weel I ken it — let them quarrel and 
dirk each other ever so among themselves, 
to band and league against all sense, mense, 
siller, and civilisation.” 

Thus counselled, and thus reasoned, thi* 
Walpole of Lochnaveen ; and, in her present 
strait, Sarah felt gratitude both for his advice 
and kindness. The death of the child was 
what pressed most on her mind, both as an 
event to be lamented in itself, and dreaded 
iu its consequences. In Her own happy land, 
life must answer for life. 

“Must Lochnavieen surrender himself to 
justice ?” she took courage to inquire. “ Wiil 


*' * Smuggling vessel . Probably a corruption of Buc- 
caneet. 
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there be a triaU But wild passion was his 

• fault — ^no evil intention.” 

Justice! trial! whew!” exclaimed the 
Bhalie. A Chief brought to justice i* the 
Hielands ! ” He shook his wig knowingly, 
and smothered a long and meaning chuckle. 

Let not that disturb ye, madam. The 
law has not reached Lochnaveen glen yet, 
nor withih a hundred miles of it. And we 
have more bairns among us, God wot,* than 
brochan for them. A Cliief’s doings are not 
to be over* strictly looked into, x^iether in 

< the way of rape, murder, or spulyic, saving 
your presence,— if he keep the squares about 
their JO’ceV** of gentle blood and grand deeds, 
and, aiioon a’, the ancient name. — Names ! 
their ifuldest charters are but of yesterday ; 

. nor was there till but like the other year, a 
Chief ftniong them that*hrfid as much clerk- 
craft as could sign his own name, or make 
mail* than a scart o’ a cross for liis mark. 
Verily, they are a brutish people, among 
w'liom Providence, natheless for wise ends of 
ceevilcezin’ and evangeleeziii’ the heathen, 
has castydhr lot and mine, my ledcly, hinny; 

4» — ^ood for nothing but to leister a saumon, 
or bring down a moor-cock, or beek their 
rod ^sliHiiks i’ the sun or before a smok}’ 
peat- ingle. Without clerk-craft, or mechanic 
skill, they could not even build tbeir Chiefs 
a decent vucklo«of a house, or malie plough- 
gralth for themselves to labour their bits of 

• crofts with.” 

• “But y-cni forget, sir — ” gently inter- 
rupted Sarah. 

. • “ Na, na ; I dinna* forget. It’s* me kens 
them wcsel, the deil’a pets ! Ye my leddy, 
hinity, I came amang the glens, lang before 
jro were born, on a small inerchandeezing 
venture. Well, they spulyied any bit pack, 
and, bnf for the chield they call DonaJd of 
the Dirk, a stripling then, would have ta’cn 
my life, I verily believe, when I said ^^low 
dare yef’ However, that w'as going rather 
too far. The Chieftainess, like her forbears, 
would confine their spreachcrics to Moray- 
land, or the Lowland Border, and keep her 
own nest clean ; so J got a measure of justice 
in the long-run, and saw one long-legged 
gillio strap for it.” 

“ Good heavens ! hung for such slight 
offence V’ 

Ay ; and what for no, my leddy 1 If 
the Highland Chiefs have the •power of pit 
and gallons, how better could they use it 
than ridding the lanci of lawless limmers 
who, like the wild Arabians of the Desert, 
think it their glory to plunder 


industrious merchants, travelling in tlie ])io- 
secution of their lau^ul calling?” 

“It is a fearful power for any man to 
possess,” sighed Sarah ; “ yet these wild 
people cannot be so very wicked, after all, 
Mr. Hossock; as you arc still living and 
prospering among them ? ” 

“ Ay, that I may be, my le<My,” replied 
the Bhalie, lowering liis voice to a whisper ; 
but at the same time silly smiling and closing 
his left eye, as if in compliment to his own 
sagacity. “ Tliriving, and upsides with tliem, 
and a bit mair, in spite of their blastin’ and 
Clawin’, a»s if we Southrons were like the 
dirt beneath their feet. Proud peacocks ! 
strutting back and fore with their arms 
across* or stringing up auhl rhymes, and 
doodling a bag o’ wind below their oxter, 
instead of, ‘ pretty men,’ forsooth ! setting 
their shoulders to a spade or a xdou|S|h. O, 
no ! nothing but tlie gun and the claymore 
is fit for the handling of ‘ the Sliochd RoonulU 
And wc could lick tlicin, too, my leddy, that 
we could,” continued Bhalie Hossack, waxing 
lu>t and animated in his Sassenacli pride, aud 
including his lady in his o^^^l superior race. 
“ Where met we «ver in a fair field that wc 
did not thrasli the lurdanes ? At the Hai l aw, 
the very burgher buddies o’ Aberdeen dravti 
tlicm back to t^cir moors and mosses, with 
weel-paid liides, I wot. But the other year, 
Mar’s Year, as it’s called, I think we showed 
at Glenshiel whilk Avere the best men ; and 
ye must have heard of Killiecrankie ! aud 
how that pestilent malignant James Graham, 
Avhom they call Marquis of Montrose, was 
chased like a whaup about Edderacbalis 
yonder ; ” and tlie Bluilie pointed with his 
thumb over liis shoulder in the direction he 
specified, aud wes proceeding with great ani- 
mation to recite the • riumphs of Saxons and 
Protestants over Ccifsand Maliguants, when 
Sarah, whoso distracted tJioughts were other- 
Avise engaged, again interrupted him, saying, 
somewhat coldly, — ^ 

“ You forget, sir, that this people arc my 
pimple ; ” and then, with animation, “ and 
the gallant, brave, unfortunate Montrose, ho 
was tlie A^ery hero of my girlhood ! ” 

The wortliy Bhalie started, looking half 
petrified. Had he, then, betrayed himself in 
alfnost the only unguarded moment of the 
life held for twenty years by a p^cario^s 
tenure. • 

A ten thousand pardons, my leSdy ! To 
he suro they &re pour people, and mp people 
also ; and a Brave, loy^ people too, if a little 
hot anl fiery sometimes, aud.over n^ady witli 

_ # : - 
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their weapon. , But let not my w'ord he 
heard, I beseech ye ! ” and he lowered his 
voice to a whisper. Daniel Hofi^sack ne’er 
was the man to meddle or make in mattered 
that are aboon his hand. I have long kept a 
calm sough ; but the sound of kindly Low- 
land speecli melted my heart somehow, and 
let loose my rash tongue by these waters of 
Babylon, where my harp has hung so long 
upon the willow’s.” 

“ No compulson’, or very unendurable cap- 
tivity to you, I should hope,” replied Sarah, 
smiling. Your raiment has not waxed old^ 
nor lias your manna failed in the wilder- 
ness.” 

1 dare not complain, the Lord be praised ! 
1 dare not complain,” returned the Bhalie, 
again lowering liis voice to a w^hisper, as he 
always did when allusion was made to hU 
temporal prosperity. “ I have sense to 
manage, and frugality ; and the blessing on 
ray poor endeavours has not been withheld. 
I cannot deny that.” 

“ You have been, and will, I hope, continue, 
a most useful and exemplary man in this 
district. Air. Aaron Hill has apprized me 
of your valuable qualitiei^ and 1 liopc to 
find in you, my countryman, the friend and 
counsellor w’hich, alas ! 1 fear that the stran- 
ger may need.” ^ 

This was again assailing tlie Saxpn func- 
tionary on the right side ; and so completely 
was his heart taken, as if by storm, that he 
would at that moment have lent Sarali, had 
she asked for them, tw’enty gold pieces, or 
perhaps forty, on her simple note of hand. 

He tlirust his hands into his pocket, and 
jingled up his coins — a frequent practice with 
Jiim, and one equivalent to a Highlander 
grasping the handle of his di^-k — and as if 
in the fulness of his licart they were ready 
to jump out. 

“ Your friend, my leddy ! ,ay, to the last 
drop of my blood. We’ll be hand and glove ; 
saving the reverenfe due from a poor auld 
body of a Bhalie to the lady of his Chief.” 

As Sarah appeared w'eary of his piesendb, 
as well as most uneasy at the protracted stay 
of her .hiis}>and, the Bhalie went ofti pro- 
fessedly to hasten the return of the Chief, 
but really to steal home, where, once in safety, 
he congratulated himself on the poweiful 
auxilia^ obtained by the Saxon faction. 

^ The Hli^ie^had not indulged in such an 
outpourifSg of social confidence for many a 
day. The Saxon lady was to'him the talis- 
man which unlocked a thouland southern 
associations. All of heart and of romance 


that he possessed had been touched and ! 
Idndled. I 

The return of the Chief relieved the imme- 
diate apprehensions of Sarah arising from 
the exasperated temper of the vassals. His 
appearance in the hamlet had again spread 
desolation. The discontented or mutinous 
clansmen retired into their dw’ollings with 
their w’omen and childi'en, lest, as fney said, 
more^of their offspring should be sacrificed 
to appease the offended pride of ‘‘ The Tinker’s 
Daughter.” 

As another mark of sullcuiiess, if not of 
open defiance, preparations w’ore immediately 
made for a splendid lykewake of the drowned 
child. It w’as held in a barn belonging to a 
duinc -nasal, which formed a rallying point for 
the disaffected ; and here Nighean Dmachd 
liuadh herself deignetl to api)ear ; an u».uismil 
act of gracious consideration never paid by 
her save to aged or distinguished deceased 
members of the tribe. Now’ she herself led 
off the solemn Dance of the Dead^ then a 
customary observance upon such occasions. 

Every female domestic had left the castle 
to follow the fortunes of her lady, together . 
w’ith all the Alaids of Honour, the daughters, 
namely, of the gentlemen .of the clan, j^ho, 
under the eye of the Chieftaincss, were trained 
in arts and manners. Every heartli under 
the roof wias cold, and tJie eyes of the Chief 
flamed as if they would have kindled stones, 
as he paced the chill, desolate chamber of his 
drooping wife, and, from time to time, looked 
out upon the illumination of the barn, from 
whence the candles pla'ced 4routid the infant, 
corpse threw long lines of tremulous 'ra/Uance 
on the lake. 

By dint of bribes and promises, the Bhalie 
prevailed with an ol3 woman, a W’retched 
outcast, a Paria, with the reputation of being 
skilled in unearthly arts, to afford her services 
to tfie intercommuned lady ; and to the 
medicaments and nursing of this •beldame, 
Sarah was left on that first long, slee}>less, and 
w’retched night spent in her Highland home. 

When Ranald visited her early next morn- 
ing, it was a happiness so dear again to see 
him near her, again to cling to his embrace, 
that half her misery was for the time forgot- 
ten ; and of self every thought was cast aside, 
when, perceiving that he looked worn and 
sad, her gentlest cares were given to soothe 
and cheer him. 

Sarah’s attentions were, for the first time, 
almost unheeded. The Chief w’alked about 
the chamber with an alf^tractcd and troubled 
ail*. ^ 
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“Sarah,” he said at last, “you may, if 
you please, descend to breakfast. The 
Bhalie has sent you a supply of every thing, 
and proper attendants are now amved from 
another distant glen. You are also freed of 
my mother’s presence ! — Nightan Don<tchd 
B^iadh comes no more under this roof.” 

To Sarah’s aching heart and quick feel- 
ings thfre was deep unkind ness in this 
address — deeper unkindiiess in its tone. 
Without spirit either to reply or to control 
her emotion, she wept in silence, striving to 
hide her ^ears as sht^ feebly dragged her 
steps, in compliance with Ranald’s invita- 
tion, into the rude and comfortless hall, of 
wliich the only cheering feature was a huge 
fire of bog- wood, wlych its chilly vastness 
rendered agreeable even at summer-tide. 


Our tale must now revert to another 
group. 

It was past midnight ere Donald of the 
Dirk, waiting until the Chieftainess had left 
’ the lyke-wake, silently followed her to the 
soktary shieling in the woods ‘overhanging 
tlie hamlet, in which she had chosen to take 
shelter. To hetv every hahitatiou in the 
glen was open ; l)ut, abandoning the now 
contaminated home or her ancestors, she 
would share iiotie else. Ordering* her atten- 
dants to lay down the burning hog-pine 
torvl^es which they had borne before her, 
and to leave the hut, slie seated herself 
majestically, and for some time calmly and 
.fixedly regarded" the* clansman, who now- 
bent before her, shrouded in lift plaid, his 
hflnilet pulled low oyer his troubled brow. 

“ Wlien did Donald.of the Dirk return to 
fiis Chief, and the errand on which he was 
sent n*ot sped V' she said, “ Let my kins- 
man show his dagger,” , 

“ Donald found the Sassenach maiden 
the wedsied wife of ilfac Mic RaonuUy^ 
re])lied the clansman, vdtliout looking up. 

“ Have your lips said it,*’ exclaimed the 
Chieftainess, starting up, and now giving 
way to ill-suppressed rage. “ His wife ! — 
in defiance of his mother’s ban-— in con- 
tempt of the vengeance of the Daughter of 
Red Duncan. And you ! false clansman 
and base kinsman, has the Saxon sorceress 
also* thrown her Spells over you?” 

“I ‘brook, as beseems me, thS name iW- 
ghean Don&chd Rmdh bestows,” replied the 
clansman, calmly ; — “ I hung on their 
track ; I followed ; *1 watched ; I aimed. 
In the bridal chamber, I was there ; Jbhis is 


tnie token” — and he laid down Sarah’s lost 
ring : — was there, but 8o/%as God, and 
the Angels of God. My arm withered ; my 
*heait melted ; she lives ! Her hand has 
liealed, her heart has trusted me. My 
for hers !” ^ 

“ Felon ! traitor ! your oath !” shrieked 
the lady, now choking with passion. “ The 
thousand perjuries, of which the least might 
damn you to the lowest abyss — yout solemn 
soul-plight, given witliiii» the Circle of 
Stonks — that vow to which the ghosts of 
our common fathers were witness — your oath 
by your Father’s spirit, summoned there from 
]>liss or hale — by that good weapon that never 
yet kept the belt when its glance was needed 
in NigJiean Donachd RvxudlCs quarrel i” 

Her voice softened to this recollection of 
the long- tried devotion and fidelity of her 
kinsman, and the agitation of Donald of the 
Dirk increased. 

“ Take iny blood,” he cried passionately, 
offering his dagger, and haring his throat ; 
“freely as Lochnaveen gives its waters to 
the great sea, is it ofi'ered ; and take with it 
the load of a weary life : but as you love 
your own soul, look in her face of innocence 
and loveliness, and spare that dark-haired 
and gentle one.” 

His |ippcal was as fuel to a flame already 
too fierct ; as “ fire to heather set,” 

“ Has the Saxon witch not alone tainted 
the blood of the race of Raonull, hut changed 
its truest and bravest into traitors and cra- 
vens ?” she shrieked : — “ Why do I hold such 
degrading parley ? I will not, sir, look upon 
your minion : where the eye of the noble 
falls grace must follow ; and highly as I have 
[ prized the blood of Donald of the Dirky my 
I spirit is athirst- for a yet richer draught.” 

Tlie clansman shiuti’ered at the fiend-like 
avowal ; hut after a pause, he, with singu- 
lar power and^ eloquence, poured forth his 
wiki tale — a tale of ancient clan pro- 
phecies ; of the rhymes Torquil of the 
Amulet, a famed warrior and seer of the 
tribe, which foretold of a gentle Wliite Doe 
straying from the far south, across Maaiii 
Tamar, whose coming was to gladden and 
bless the sons of Mac Mic Raonull, and to 
revive the fallen fortunes of their sinking 
, uame. The legend set forth, that in those 
latter times there was to be peace andtplent^i 
in the land — that the streams- amdjblie pas- 
tures were to yield a threefold increase ; the 
fertile earth give forth new abundance of 
strange productions for the use of man and 
of beast. • 



346 


tHE EDINBURGH TALES. 


“ How oft, in tlie mist, and in the rain- 
bow spray rtf the waterfall^ has* Donhnil 
seen that gentle Doel^and lo4 she has 
come, the blessed one, of whom-it was fore-* 
told” 

In the mind of the Chieftaincss passion at 
this time overmastered superstition* Her 
lip curled in scorn while the clansman 
talked of the strange likenesses, of the won> 
derful interpositions 'which had saved his 
soul from so foul a deed. The draught of 
vengeance would now, to the fierce lady, 
have wanted zest, if not offered by this tardy 
and reluctant minister. | 

Holding her vassal to his fealty, to the | 
conditions of his bond, the Chieftainess com- 
manded him from her pi'esence, reminding 
him again of tlioso awful oaths wliich con- j 
science and superstition had already impress- 
ed so heavily upon his soul. Temporizing, 
or measures of policy and expedience, were 
altogether foreign to the character of the 
clansman ; yet, for the sake of her who had 
acquired so strong an influence over his 
feelings — who was, he imagined, so myste- 
riously connected with his singular destiny, 
and that of his race, he departed at last, 
leaving the lady to hope that lier terrible 
purpose, though delayed, might yet bo ac- 
complished ; and retired to his solitude to 
indulge in reveries the most dangerous to 
his peace — to dream dreams and see phan- 
tasms— and to struggle with what he 
believed an overi)owering destiny. 


It was the counsel of Mr. Daniel Ilossack, 
privately insinuated to his new lady, tliat 
the Chief should at this time give way a 
little to the tide ; and even leave home until 
the death of the child, which he now warily 
talked of, as “ having fallen into the water,” 
was forgotten. 

This untoward event had made a deeper 
impression on tlite inflamed and alienated 
minds of the clan than might have been sqr- 
mised from their ordinary indifference to 
human life ; and it had given the last stroke 
to the unpopularity of the young stranger, 
its innocent and unhappy cause. 

« The Chief had been so long absent, that 
both business and friendship demanded lus 
«^resente in other quarters of the country; 
nor did«i^ Wife find it very difficult to send 
Ranald from his saddened and lonely home, 
though he angrily refused to ipake any over- 
ture for reconciliation with his mother, and 
far moii* angrily to solicit forgiveness of the 


bereaved mother of the drowned child, to 
which Sarah timidly urged him. 

With many charges, Sarah was therefore, 
after a few days, left to the good offices of 
the Bhalie, which, indeed, never failed her ; 
and with abundance of female attendants, 
ail from distant places, and a body-guard of 
a few lounging gillies,' grumbling at being 
left at home, tied to a woman’s aprdu-string, 
as they said, and liable to such taunting 
queries from their clansmen as, " Whether 
their Chief had set up a tinker’s forge in the 
castle, and if they were kept at home to blow 
the bellows?” 

Heavily and slowly did the first absence 
of Ranald, limited to a fortnight, hut drawn 
out to several weeks, pass over her fie had 
left. Spiritless and dejected, witiiout comfort ^ 
in the passing time,* or hope in the duturo, ' 
Sarah remained mostly in her cheerless 
chamber, listening to the half understood 
legends and ghost stories of the girls, and of 
the old crone, introduced to her by the 
Bhalie — tales wliich still farther dejn-cssed 
and subdued her shaken mind.* The few ’ 
families that could he called neighl)ours^.oi' „ 
that could have afforded lier the comfort of 
social intercourse, were dmded from her by 
difficult mountain ridges, unbridged torrents, 
perilous morasses, aild impassable lakes and 
friths ; and still farther by dissimilar tastes 
and clannish prejudices. 

They might, however, have waived-^ their 
dignitie,s, and have condescended to visit the • 
Saxon stranger, received at Court, if not 
held back from a family nrtw openly divided 
against itself. No one, either fronr love or 
fear, chose to provoke open hostility with 
the Chieftainess; apd the families of the 
Duine-uasalS, or “ men of note” of the tribe, 
were more immediately under her infiucuee, 
and .besides sympathized warmly in her con- 
tempt of an alliance degrading to the clan, 
and which brought no profit directly*to them- 
selves. , 

Ranald returned at last from his hunting 
matches, and political and carousing meetings, 
and a latter-spring of joy and gladness re- 
visited the bosom of his wife. He came back 
with new tenderness. In all his wanderings, 
and Highland visits and festivities, he had 
seen nothing bo fair, so gentle, so gifted, as 
his own Saxon bride. But would the world 
— the few neighbouring' chiefs 

and their famiUes, q,nd his own' dependents 
and vassals— see -witli his eyes? Gradually 
Rpruald began to look with theirs, if not on 
his ii-ife, yet upon the lot he had chosen. 
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Tired of his lonely hozne^ of Sarah’s failing 
, health and drooping spirits ; displeased with 
Ills people^ and half displeased with himself, 
Ranald’s absences became more frequent and 
more prolonged ; and when at home he had 
resumed those habits and pursuits which he 
made himself believe were needful in good 
policy, if he wished to retain a Chiefs in- 
fluence %ver a brave and martial people. 
Thus, days and nights were spent on the 
hills or lochs with his gillies and friends ; 
weeks and* months in distant journeys and 
• visits, wliich Sarah’s delicate health — such 
was at first the alleged^pretext— did not per- 
mit her to share. But still a short-lived 
gleam of joy and welcome ever greeted his 
returiT. 

« If ever a feeling of remorse visited the 
bosomp of Ranald, he chased it down by re- 
flecting, that “English wives depended too 
much on the domestic habits and society of 
their husbands; and that the station and 
duties of a feudal Chief were very different 
from those of a London tradesman, or an 
"^English d^nire, who could walk over hie 

• whole territory, with his wdfe under his aim, 
before breakfast.” 

Sp again and .again Sarah was tenderly 
kissed, ordered to make herself “happy” 
where she was “ lady Tind mistress ; ” told 
Uiat the vassal •should be sacrificwl that did 
not* worship the ground upon which she 
trodo; and again Ranald mounted and rode 

• away to 'his boon companions and his 
pleasures. 

. ‘ Thus time passed,* and, scarcely* knowing 
how, fimrah had acquired a tolerably copious 
the only language spolcen 
around her; though her studies were pur- 
sued under very different auspices, and with 
very £^erent hopes from those that attended 
their commencement. Her first efforts to 
conciliate the good will of her new neigh- 
bours ; ^cr anxious attempt to understand 
and adopt their manners and usages, had 
been so scornfuUy received, that her sensitive 
humility of nature shrunk from renewing 
them. Unlucky in every thing, she was 
peculiarly unfortunate in her unpopular, 
though zealous minister. The gold pieces 
whicli, with the humblest message, she 
ventured to send to the mother of the drowned 
cliiW, on whom She feared to intrude — and 
an immense sum it was for that period and 
country —‘were contemptuously returned. 
“The people of Loclinaveen,” they said, 
“knew nothing of Saxon’s coin; but 
they warmly, felt tbe ties of blood a^d Ihe 
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pride of lineage, and how in distress to help 
each other ; and scorn a Tinker’s gold.” 

The Bl\alLe, who doubted of the sanity of 
•both parties, when he heard that twenty 
gold pieces had gone arbeggiiig and returned 
unaccepted, remarked, “that with all tliis 
bravado, the sons of Raonull, if once besouth 
the Spey, would be quite as ready to take a 
purse as to give one.” 

Wine, w^arm clothing, and other comforts, 
' ^vhich Sarah, richly 6uplie<| with from Eng- 
land, ventured to offer to the miserable, the 
^ecrepid, and the aged, were at first treated 
in the same way. “ Tiiey had, thanks to 
God and the Virgin, those of their own blood 
who could well supply their wants, and who 
had me heart to do it ; and they would 
starve rather than take alms of a stranger.” 

Sarah’s heart was thus driven back upon 
itself, to brood in silence and sorrow among 
the ruins of its fond hopes. 

One last effort remained to be made. 
Prompted by the simple instincts of her own 
affectionate and trusting heart, Sarah, about 
to become a mother herself, at last took 
courage to solicit, *with the most humble 
supplications, an audience from tbe mother of 
her husband, the only near female relative 
on whom she had a claim. This humble 
prayer was received as another decided proof 
of the Imse, abject, and hypocritical spirit of 
low birth ; and spurned with contempt and 
scorn. Sarah wept almost incessantly for 
two days over tbe insulting message which 
was returned to her, together with the simple 
epistle and offered gifts— the diamond ear- 
rings of her affectionate aunt. 

Wliat would Sarah li^ve given to be neai* 
that aunt now — to be near any woman of 
her own country, of any country, who could 
understand her feelin . and look on her with 
kindness and sympai (ly ! That she would 
die, so 3 ^oung, «o fai ironi home — from all 
that loved her, was from this period strongly 
impressed upon her mindL Yet, such is the 
fluctuation of human spirits and human 
tfioughts, that though there were times when 
she looked forw^ard to early death with melan- 
choly joy, there were other seasons when she 
wept the chance with self pity and bitter 
sorrow. 

The idea of leaving her infant to the 
mercies of those who had shown suck caus% 
less aversion and contemptuous aoljJnesB tot 
herself, was of deeper concernment. Many 
times had she* tried to beg of Ranald, that, 
in cast of h^ death, her ch3d, if it lived, 
might be conveyed to England ; but4he dread 
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of his dis2)leasiire, or of his harsh refusal^ still 
stifled the petition on her lips. Would the 
2n*oud Chief bear that the heir of his name 
and his possessions should be committed to« 
the tutelage of its mother’s low-honi relativres? 
As often had Sarah attempted to pour forth 
her heart^her fears, and her wishes, to her kind 
and simple-mijided aunt. Every attempt 
ended in her paper being deluged with tears. 
How durst she tliink, and how could she 
tell, that her husband, her Higliland Chief — 
the pride and gladness of her fond, though 
wilful heart, could not be intrusted with the 
care of his own child and hers ? — To Aaron 
Hill, her blotted journal of those days after- 
w'urds became the most precious of relics. 

Dui'ing all this time, Donald of ll^i Dirk 
had not once crossed the threshold of the 
Chief ; nor was his intercourse with Nighean 
Donachd Rttadh much more frequent. When 
he sought her presence, if she spoke at all, 
her usual taunting expression ran in this 
fashion : " Does Donhuil nam Biodag bring 
Ills Cliicftainess a coward’s sheathed weapon, 
— bi* a man’s recking blade 

As the period approached ■which made it 
certain that Sarah, in giving birth to an heir, 
was to perpetuate the disgrace of the clan, 
the taunts and importunities of the Chief- 
tainess became more frequent. She herself 
sought the hut of the decr-stalker, ^pd after 
an hour of dark communion, in which all 
her arts of persuasion, threats, and terrors, 
were employed to rouse the mind of Donald 
to the frenzied pitch, she, with demoniac joy, 
saw him rush from the shieling, howling in 
liis paroxysm, “.4 Man, an Infant, a 
Woman ! ” 

The clansman %ad often seen, often 
watched and loitered to see,, the neglected 
wife — the solitary excommunicated stranger 
— w^andeidug about the turfy banks around 
the castle, or sitting lonely on the rocks 
underneath it. When on the loch in his 
eurragh, at earlier,^ dawn or latest twilight, 
or in the depths of midnight, he had, under 
the castle walls, listened to her plaintiire 
songs in her unknown language, breathing 
the tones of a spirit that languishes for home 
and kindred. Once or twice he had met her 
at a greater distance from the castle, climb- 
ing, with much personal fatigue, a steep 
headland about tliree miles off, and near 
£)onald;B slpe^iig, from which could be seen 
the west^n shores, and part of the Hebridean 
Archipelago ; an aerial, boundless, and glo- 
rious prospect- of sea and sky, ■with island 
specks, ^tars of earth, floating between. 


Soothing as it was to gaze out for hours 
on the far waste of ■waters, and to lose 
memory and consciousness in musing, it -w'as 
not altogether for this lonely enjoyment that 
poor Sarah encountered the toil of the ascent. 
But from hence she could see the ships that, 
having successfully doubled Cape Wrath, 
swept away round the island headlands, 
stretching their wdiite sails towai^s dear 
England I From this spot she could also see 
vessels from milder latitudes, driven, like 
her, far from their natural and proper course, 
by violent tempests, and beating, back on 
their return homewai^d. 

These sights were among Sarah’s dearest 
pleasures ; and here she would sit, for hours 
together, on the cliff, watching the Veering 
or the course of those happy home-bound 
vessels, and sighingji^r soul towards hv,r own 
beloved land. 

Not that she longer either wished or hoped 
to return to England. Her doom was scaled. 
It had been her o^wn choice, — and it was 
borne with meekness and patience. Still 
there was a sad pleasure in gazing on those •• 
distant retuming ships, and for each shap\pg 
out a history. 

A sail was sometimes not to be seen for 
days," nay, for w'ceks, over all those dim, 
desolate st;as ; and ab-sucli times Sarah, after 
long gazing out on the di-eary waste of ■waters, 
would return to her cheerless homo, disap- 
pointed and saddened. 

On these rambles Sarah had, as has been 
mentioned, sometimes met her former travel- 
ling companion, and her preserver from a 
fearful death, Donald of the Dirk. He had ' 
learned to give language to her wistful, fixed 
gaze ; and, as he saw Kef thus wandering 
alone and melancholy, it would flash on his 
mind, that, in keeping his troth-idight, he 
might send her from a ■world so cheerless and 
unworthy, and raise her to be an angel of 
heaven, who was already little inferior to 
pure and celestial natures, low as was on 
earth her birth and name. 

The first glance of the living woman would 
banish those reveries of superstition and in- 
sane enthusiasm, only to give place to as 
wild a mood. 

Little incidents meanwhile occurred to 
chequer, if not to gladden the life of the 
lonely lady. Her father’s . richly-freigl^tcd 
vessels, of v^hich two arrived on the -west 
coast during the autumn, for their cargoes of 
timber, and oak, ail'd birch-bark, brought 
her an endless variety of comforts, luxuries, 
and productions of tb.e domestic arts, quite as 
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wonderful in Lochnaveen at that period, as 
the freight of a Missionary ship might now 
he jn New Caledonia. With her omti taste 
and invention, and tlie zeal of the Bhalie and 
the gillies of her faction, ‘Hhe Tinker^s 
Daughter” had, therefore, hy this time, 
contrived to make her desolate residence a 
comfort^le and even luxurious abode ; 
though its furniture and decorations con- 
trasted as oddly with its rude architecture 
and uncouth joinery, and locksmith and 
glazing \\j)rk, as may such things ftom the 
home country, in the but of an Australian 
settler. She had also endeavoured to organize 
the original patriarchal, or feudal establish- 
ment the household, and had begun the 
usual home manufactures, which had flour- 
ished under the eye of jthe Chieftainess, and 
of all former ladies. Th^distatF, the dyeing 
vat, furnished with native herbs, the loom, 
the brewing apparatus, were all attempted 
to be employed. The refined and wealthy 
London lady even constrained herself to 
^su 2 )eriiiten 4 > the salting of beeves and sheej), 
and the preparation of potasl^s, soap, and 
cafidles. 8he even listened to the counsels of 
the Bhali^ to keep a sharp eye to prevent 
the pilfering of thb stores of tallow, flax, and 
wool, by the fair daughters of Raonull ; and 
to the doling out of meal and butter, and all 
manner of household stores; and to mea- 
suring the quantities of woollen and flaxen 
yai*n«*returjiCdforthe amount of raw material 
given out ; with all the other complicated 
details of the housekeeping of a g^'eat clan- 
•family of that period. 

Hel* natural taste found more scope Jn 
designing patterns or setts for novel tartans ; 
§nd the chequer of “ the Tinker’s Daughter” 
may y|)t have a place among *the few home 
manufaeturcs of the North llighlands. In 
her first pride of office, as the presiding €nis- 
tress of a large household, as the dealer of 
.bread,” the Saxon lady resolved, that, in the 
diligent discharge of those duties which, in 
that state of society, gave women power, and 
a certain degree of consideration and dignity, 
no matron of the proud houses of Caithness 
or Sutherland, of Kiutail or Kilravock, 
should surpass the despised London trae'es- 
man’s daughter. Sarah, therefore, laid aside 
her drawing, her embroidery, and all her 
needlework, save*the tiny wardrobe, moulded 
from her own, at which she stealthily 
laboured ; and not onl^ became a notable 
manager, but, as Bhalie Hossack proudly 
proclaimed, fairly iJeat all the liigh-bqm 
ladies of whose thrift, hospitality, and bounty, 
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fame spoke so loudly ; as she was capable of 
keejnng regular books, showing tlie state of 
Jier disbufsements and receipts, though all • 
her business was, in fact, transacted by 
barter.^ In bringing her into personal con- 
tact whole tribes of women and girls, 
from distant places, who almost daily came 
to tiie Castle ^vith yarn, or to pay their kain 
fowls and eggs, or make little presents of 
nuts, wdld ])erries, or of any rare thing, 
denoting kindness and homage, her popularity 
gradually advanced ; though, in her imme- 
diate neigbbouriiood, and under the eye of 
the Cliiehainess, all was still scowling and 
inauspicious. 

Raaald, when his carousing friends and 
followers now gathered round him, found his 
board spread with nearly as much profusion, 
and with far more propriety and elegance 
than during tlie old hos^ntable regime* And, 
as he had lived in Edinburgh, for a short 
time in France, and long in London, the 
change was noted and welcomed, and boasted 
of, to the fariher displeasure of bis mother. 
Saxon wealth, and Saxon education and in- 
telligence, had overmatched Celtic ancestral 
wisdom, and old “ use and wont.” 

The ruinous extravagance of the castle 
now became a favourite topic in the hamlet. 
The lad V not only wore silks and laces every 
day, but made her attendants wear shoes and 
stockings, and printed linen gowns and white 
aprons, and had her table spread daily with 
the finest linen and silver- work, and grudged 
nothing, it was said, save wine to the 
duiim-tiasalsy and usquebaugh to the com- 
moners. Moreover, “ the Tinker’s Daughter,” 
or her man, Bhalio Hossack, liad their ex- 
presses and messengers never oil the road to 
Dornoch, Tain* or Cromarty ; and even so 
far off as Elgin or AJ ordeen, to fetch letters 
and books, and othtu* strange-looklug, un- 
kno\vn comm^lties. Lady Janet Sinclair, 
or Lady Sybil Gordon, or Nighcan Dcnachd 
Ritadh herself, had nevel*, in this respect, 
a^med such high airs as this low-born 
intruder; 'who wrote letters to Parson. Mur- 
doch, afar off across the country, with her 
own hand, and also to the Doctor at Inver- 
ness, and had set about teaching her maids 
to cook strange savoury viands, and to sew, 
and knit, and clear-starch, with other inno- 
vations never before heard of in thefialls’o# 
Mac Mic Raouull. Duncan FoilSe^hijnself ^ 
had sent her a, broad letter, and a Lowlander, 
named a gardener, to plant ^d raise what 
were called ^hbages, and j^ot-herbs, and 
currant berries ; things no^erbefor^ seen on 
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thf ^arth or under the heavens of Lochna- 
veen. 

I ‘ Like all new and enthusiatic Wormers^. 
poor Sarah now proceeded too rapidly in her 
bold innovations on long-establislied customs 
and habits. Her activity in such small 
matters afforded some solace or relief to her 
aching heart ; and they were, perhaps, more 
eagerly pursued as a diversion ^n as a duty, 
until her pride became intei'ested in Hie 
strife ; her pride 'of race and nation, as well 
as her personal feelings. And then came the 
dear reward of Ranald’s praise, of Ranald’e 
gratified surprise^ at what wondrous change 
her fairy-wand had wrought during his 
absences. And, again, liis changed^ mood 
and lowering brow would tell of the ungene- 
rous jealousy of owing all this new luxury 
to a Tinkcris ” wealth, to a wife’s unaided 
exertions. And Sarah’s Efforts were again 
coldly checked, her hopes chilled, despair 
ever at hand. 

And thus weeks, which, whether in languor 
or activity, seemed like months, and months 
tliat wore on like weary years, brought the 
season to a close, and made her hour of trial 
nearer, and more dreaded. 

They must be exiles and women, knomng 
what it is, among a wild people of a strange 
speech,” to languish for theii* native land, 
and their fatlier’s hearth, from which they 
are for ever severed, to understand the feel- 
ings which the young Englishwoman now i 
hid in her own deep heart. In the early 
part of her residence in Lochuaveon, while 
hope w'as not yet utterly extinguished, there 
was in every day one hour, during the long 
absences of the Chief, in which Sarah could 
indulge in that delicious melancholy which, 
to her temperament, resembled exalted plea- j 
sure. Those who have enjoyed the heavenly 
nights of the summer solstice in that northern 
i clime, when the splendours of day i*cceive 
I that softening and.indescribable charm wliich 
^may be compared to the enchanting efiVet 
])roduced on a beautiful landscape, seen re- 
flected in calm translucent waters, can never 
forget the soothing and bewitching influence 
of such nights upon the feelings and the 
imagination. From about the middle of 
June, when the people of the hamlet had 
^repair^d to the high and outlying summer 
grazings ,with their cattle, Sarah, in the 
absefice*^ of her husband, was left to enjoy 
those enchanting nights in *utter solitude, 
there being only her attends^ jts and a few 
old people left in her neighbourhood. It 
wo^d have been sweet, after a long summer’s 


day, spent in instructing the girls, or in 
stealtliily fariiioning a baby wardrobe, out of 
the abounding stores of lace and cambric 
with which her poor aunt had enriched her, 
to have had some one to whom she might 
whisper, on her late stroll, How lovely is 
evening in Lochnaveen— in this, the Highland 
home of my fond, girlish fancy;” but at 
such hushed hours, no one ever crossed her 
path save the dark clansman, who, though 
he seemed^ to haunt her steps, aiid,etill passed 
long hours in his currmhy almost under her 
chamber window, wovid ever start and hurry 
from her presence if they chanced to meet. 
When wandering on the margin of the lake, 
in the clear obscure of those euchaiitingKhours, 
Donald’s stag-hound, his inseparable com- 
panion, would leap A from the boat, and, 
swimming to the snore, whine and crouch at 
the feet of tlie lady, as if to do her homage, 
or as if proud of her caresses, and then re- 
turn to his master, to he doubly caressed. 
Though Donald thus ai)peared to avoid, if 
not to repulse lier advances, in tlieir casual 
encounteis, there gradually ’was established 
a sort of tacit intelligence between thdhi ; 
and, when ho was seen at twilight on the 
lake, she would sometimes prolong the st/ains 
of the little lute — vyhieh, on their joiumey, 
had, wheij touched at their resting-places, 
appeared to j) 088 ess such potency over, the 
l^assionate temperament of the singular man 
— prolong it until a late hour^ when i(,s 
dying fall became the silent signal of u silent 
good-night ; and the clansman would slowly 
row ofl^ on. the following night t0'4ake uj)- 
the same station. 

The Chief, when informed of the 6trai.„: 
habits of his dark fciiisman, felt only tb-i 
triumph over his proud mother in the.alieiif.. 
tion of her chosen ally and champion, by the 
chaims of Ids Saxon bride. When it began 
to be whispered among the more superstitious, 
in a country where all were more or less 
imaginatiye and superstitious, that the lovely 
‘♦Ceard” was the earthly image of that 
mysterious Egeria who, for eighteen years, 
had haunted the deer-stalker, the Chief at 
first smiled, and then looked grave and 
troubled, tiU reassured by Sarah, who ap- 
peared to have a strong instinctive faith in 
the unhappy man, whose wandering intellect 
only, as 5he imagined, connected her, image 
with the prevailing idea of his' .distempered 
fantasy. • 

Bhalie Hossack, who devoutly held, that 
every Highlander was mad on some point, 
either of dirking, drinking, foraying, string- 



NIGHEAN CEARD ; OR, THE TINKER’S DAUGHTER. 351 

*- 


ing up nonsense rhymes, making love, or 
• playing on the bagpipes, and who concen- 
trated his own peculiar superstitions in the 
abject belief of witchcraft, concluded tliat 
Donald was only a very little more insane 
than his compeers, and insinuated, that the 
Saxon lady should not scruple to convert liis 
vagaries to her own uses ; in short, to inspire 
supernatural terrors in the clan, and give 
forth oracles. The honest man had himself 
been dfiven to such expedients, if not through 
his own sjiells, yet by means bf*Marac 
* Crotach, tne reputed , witch, to whom he 
gave a hovel, with small rations of barley- 
meal, and an allowance of peats ; not, taken 
aitoget^^er, much more liberal, indeed, than 
the guerdon with which liis Satanic 'Majesty 
•is reported to reward tl|e vassals whom he 
I lias seiRiced to liis allegiance. 

I “ Let them be saying, my leddy hinny,** 
i tlui llhalic would whisper, wdiiking his eye 
! liignilicaully, though not directly in the face 
I of Sarah, fivin which mark of confidence he 
: had shrunl^ after their first interview : — ^‘‘let 
^Tliem be jahimvg and wliispering — ay, let 
tliojn, — dcil’s bairns as they are, — believe and 
I Iremblo! Tlic like of you and me, with 
! reverence! had need of all the little helps 
j bkill and cunyie can give us amang the 
: breokless salvages, in or<fer to hold our o'wii; 

I so, if they choose to think ye have^he power 
I of tile TU Evy hinn3% never ye let on. It*H 
*' beciv Worth oold to me that same mad notion. 

IS ay, J'm not sometimes altogether sure, hut 
I tliat, as a sinful many greatly favemred by 
bciJigJ^^rin a Vefoniied land, jmd sittin’ 
lang uiide^a gospel ministry, the Lord ma*” 

, , in this howling wildeniess, have graced 
]li^s unworthy servaJht vdth gifts and powers' 

Vy ordijiar’ * 

The listener could not longer brook this 
mixture of spiritual jiride and pious craft. 
She disclaimed, for herself, all such powers 
in assumption as in reality. 

‘‘It was odd enough, though, my leddy, 
that that samo imp of the dell, Kelpie the 
pony — and it*s said among their lying fieits 
that the sire of that mottle race was the 
Water-Kelpie — should have died just seven 
days after he, unchancy brute, threw your 
leddyship ; and that the bairn ye made of, 
and kism and praised — and tliat was an 
honodrj ^ould so soon thereafter jiave 
dreed its wiexd, misdeedy brat.” 

“Good Heaven, air! surely you, a man 
of sense and educatloi^ a Lowhmder, a Pro- 
testant, cannot believe tliat glance or word ^ 
mine has such potent and evil infiuenceP^** 


“These arc great mysteries, my leddy; 
and ye m&y not yourself be just fully aware^ 
mair than* myself, of the power vouchsafed 
to the like of us in this benighted land, for 
upholding mastery over the evil spirits about 
us, and for the protection of tlie godly, 
and, — 

“ Say no more,** interrupted Sarah. “ My 
influence, whatever be its consequences, must 
be that only of truth and honour*. Heaven 
forbid that the perilous gifttf you would im- 
pute were mine! that I were made the 
Involuntary instrument of fate and of deeds 
from w'hich my moral sense revolts ! No ; 
God is merciful ! . . . . That unhappy 

gentleman, my husband’s kinsman, in whose 
strange affliction 1 feel so deep an interest, — 
I have written to a skilful London physician, 
describing as well as T can Donlmil’s singular 
hallucination. — How much I wish that I 
had power to draw him into closer intercourse 
Avith us; that, as the Ciiief believes, the 
living voice and eye of a poor mixture of 
frail mortality might haply banish the 
Phantasm with which liis madness connects 
me!” 

Bhalie Ilossack sagaciously shook his head, 
as the best reply he could find at the moment ; 
1)ut again insinuated, that even with the 
Chieftainess it might be good policy to have 
it bclieveil that the fate of the clan myste- 
riously depended upon the Chief marrying a 
Saxon lady, who had, in her Shotdow^ for 
eighteen years been prefigured to Dark 
Donald, as something for which he, less 
favoured, was through life to sufleaaiid sigh, 
but which the head-man of the tribe was 
alone to win. Something of this, as we have 
seen, had already reached the Daughter of 
Red Duncan, and set her fervid imagination 
to work. From the i) rst, she had instinctively 
felt that the Saxon Nvitch, wdtli her fair face 
and glozing speech, had cast deeper sjiells 
over the clansman than even those which 
held her devoted son. Tlie fatal influence 
ha(} wrought the most passionately in the^ 
■most impassioned mind. And now4lie lady, 
like all her race the slave of fantasy and 
superstition, would muse for hours upon the 
singular fate of her house ; her pampered 
imagination readily crediting that, in the 
fortunes of the Slioehd Itamull^ the powers 
of Heaven and Hell might tak^^activ?*part, ^ 
and together baud in amity, *or*nice^ in 
conflict. 

On the evening of the day in whl^ the 
Bhalie had held the conversation witlj Sarah 
alluded to above, the Chieftufless took her 

i 
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faTOurite solitary walk to tlie Circle of 
the graves of her a|!ice&tors and* kinsfolk^ 
musing darkly as she went, questioning fate, 
and forming wild conjee lures of the future.* 
She seated herself on the headstone of Torq^il 
of the Amulet, the famous seer of her tribe, 
whose prowess had, in a former age, retrieved 
the fortunes of the clan. 

The Son of God himself came into the 
world lowly born, brought foi-th of one of 
mean rank, cradled in a manger,” was her 
proud, presumptuous thought, as for the first 
time she admitted the idea Donhuil ha^l 
whispered, namely, that tlie dark powers 
which, she unfalteringly believed, watched 
over the honour of her race, might have high 
and mysterious purposes to fulfil in bowing 
the pride of her house to a low and Saxon 
alliance. 

“ Spirits of my fathefw ! Ghosts of the 
mighty dead, vouchsafe your daughter one 
true token?” was her adjuration. Almost 
at the same instant she caught, in the dusk, 
a glance of the white robe of her solitary 
daughter-in-law — “ the White Doe” foretold 
in prophecy — wandering among the grave- 
stones ; and, not many hundred yards behind 
her, the clansman, lidunting, but, as usual, 
keeping aloof from the stranger lady. 

The stern summons of the Chief tainess, 
as soon as she perceived him, made Donald 
start and hasten to her side, while Sarah 
took her hasty way homeward, fearful of 
offending. 

*‘Who is he that thus, from gray dawn 
to darkeg; midnight, presumes to dodge the 
footsteps of her who is called the "wife of his 
Chief ? With what intent tliis daily waylay- 
ing and watching to catch the glance of an 
eye, which, save for blighting or evil, can 
never fall on him? — By what spell does the 
sorceress draw to her side Dark Donhuil? 
Is the infamy of my kinsman to he added to 
the dishonour of my son ? Whose babe 
carries the Tinker’s Daughter in her bosom 
•—that of Ranald or of his traitorous kins- 
man ? ” ♦ 

The clansman threw himself at the feet of 
his lady, passionately crying out, Blas- 
pheme her not who is as the angels of God ! 
and pardon, Daughter of Red Duncau, pardon 
and pity me! You who have known my 
soul-Lonfiicts, grudge me not one gleam of 
retigrr jn^ peace I iTiaunt her footsteps, — 
but has she not been mine?— mine she will 
again be. -^Before this world was created, 
when" it has, ceased to to£!, in some wide 
reghm* of sunny space, when tlie veil is with- 

t r 


draw'll, and when soul leaps to soul, — mine, 
mine, ray own, my beloved, my beautiful ! 

1 will clasp her W’ho through life -has been 
near, though, for my sins, ever clouded, 
suffering, tormenting.” 

The gestures of the clansman, and his 
quivering form, as he lay on the eartli, be- 
tokened stronger passion than his w'ords ; 
yet there was in them what struck a*powerful 
chord in the heart of the Chieftaiiiess. Here 
was the mysterious prophecy handed down 
among t the tribe, that the Dark Chiefs of 
Lochnaveen, w'ho, at a very remote period, • 
had, it was said, been supplanted by the 
treachery of the Fair race, w'erc yet to triumph 
over their siipplanters, and that by means of 
some female spirit qr genius. AVas this 
Being now first revealed to their descendant,. 
Donald of the Dick'? Had tlie time* so long* 
foretold arrived ? The Fair Chief, her nobJo 
son,' still stood film in his high place. An 
heir was about to be born to transmit his 
name and honours to latest i>osterity. Was 
it the evil Genius that protected the Dark 
race, which now tempted that Cluefs’ mother 
to sacrifice these high hopes, and to beqfune 
the fated instrument of avenging the wrong 
which her fathers had committed, — avepging 
it upon her own son ? Her thoughts w'orc 
in tumult and perplexity, as she boldly 
questioned, “ What affinity holds the Tinker’s 
Daughter to the Spirit w’hich haunts niy kins- 
man? Are they one? Or is, it bos«»eming 
that he should thus waylay the wnfc *of his • 
Chief ?”^ 

“ The wife of Ran^d ! Yes, al isj in this 
<^ark worla his ! But yonder — fo^^bll^ainong 
those rolling spheres, wliem my dreanas tell 
me w'e once lived togel*h?r in bliss.” — And 
the frantic man stretching forth his clasj^d 
hands towards the stars, w'hich now bf'gan 
to glimmer, muttered on. 

“ Silence ! ” cried the impetuous lady. 
‘‘ If I knew not Donhuil’s manly honour, 
Donhuil’s clan-faith, I should know how to r('- 
buke this worse {iian madness. The Tinker’s 
I Daughter is to me as the dust 1 tread on ; 

; but the mother of Ranald prizes the honour 
of her son ; nor must suspicion rest on her 
purity who bears his name, were she the 
most abject wretch in Christendom, to whom 
Lowland churls and their base laws allow 
' that distinction.” 

“Daugiiter of Red Duncan,” replied the 
clansman, *Mt wrongs your noble nature to 
doubt of your unhappy kinsman. And that 
fair Vision ! — Goodness and Mercy are around 
Ker.^ The angels of God have charge con,- 
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ccrning her. From peril and from death, 
, how often has she been mysteriously pre- 
served, Holiness surrounds her. Where 
she hi, Evil comes not. Suffer Donhull to live, 
ever unseen, but in her eyes, and to feed on 
her breath ; for where she is, the Shadow 
cannot find him.” 

‘‘ Then they are not one — the dark-haired 
Saxon gii# and the fell Temptress that ever 
pursues my unhappy kinsman 

“ Oh, no, no ! They twain be as light 
and darkness, as heaven aiid hell, though 
*tlxe demon, <to torture me, may borrow that 
angel shajic. Daughter of Red Duncan ! 
it is a terrible mystery. She, my Spirit 
bride, to be incarnated — to become a woman, 
l)orn in ^sin ; doomed to do penance here on 
^arth as the wife of Raonull, — and I the 
aecnrscfl witness. She, sftit; hither tc» redeem 
our race, to raise the fallen ! — It is a deej) 
mystery.” 

It is passing strange,” whispered the 
Chieftainess, uncon.sciouslj^ muttering the 
ancient rhyming tradition, which, in dark 
.^netaphors, fbretold the fate of the clan. 

The clansman had risen, and was now 
staiming ])y her side. 

“And ho>v 8trai\ge this meeting, in this 
sac reef spot ! * But the wierd must be fulfilled. 
You constitute yourself this w^oman’s cham- 
j)ion : — Dare yoi^ my .kinsman, in her name, 
challenge the Ordeal? Tliere must he Ex- 
piation, Dea^ Judgment, the Grave, the 
Jlosuri^ectionf before there can be returning 
Peace.”# 

‘tin her.4iarae^ and in the nathe and 
sfreifgth«bl^eavcii, I can, and do^’ 

“To-morrSw is the Eve of Hallowmas,’’ 
•sTO^the Chieftaincy ; “and then I find a 
dajighter wortliy of ray liouse, of -my son is 
a widowed and a childless man, — ^my father’s 
house desolate : — the dark-hoding Raven 
shall have prevailed over the bright-eyed 
Falcon.” « 

“In the name of the Son of God, so be 
it,” returned Donald ; and, as the attendants 
of tlic Chieftainess, marvelling why she held 
such long communing with him in the Circle 
of Stones, approached, he disappefi'ed. 

It chanced that next day, a great fair, the 
“ Hallowmas Fair,” was to be held on a 
central moor, aho«t twenty miles distant ; 

* Those familiar with that darkest, anJ most wild 
record of human erme and passion, ** The Proceedings cf 
the Supreme Criminal Court of Scotland,** may recall a 
tale of superstition and sorcery more hideous than any 
thing here indicated, of which the scene lay in the same 
neiglibourhoodi « 

Voh. HI. 


and Sarah, who pitied the solitary life of her 
humble courtiers and maiden domestics, so 
different from the daily feast, the nightly 
dance, and merry minstrelsy of a Chieftain’s 
hall, suffered the whole household to seek for 
enjoyment, and liberally dispensed orna- 
ments and money among those bound on 
]>leaBure. 

Bhalic Hossack had already gone off to 
attend this great Fair, there to meet with 
tlio cattle-dealers of the Sontli, and “ the 
merchants” from Elgin, Forres, Aberdeen, 
a^^d other more distant places, who annually 
attended it, stretching their “ white sails” 
across the Moray Firth, and then travelled 
inland for a long day’s journey. And here 
the Bhalie was, by appointment, to meet and 
escort to Lochnavecn the “wise w-oman” 
from Clianonry, who spoke Sasscnacli, and 
whom 'his ]>ious cgi^e had engaged to attend 
liis lady in her hour of need, in contempt of 
the matrons of the clan who practised the. 
same art. 

After the Fair the Chief w^as also expected 
home, from a long visit to the Isles, and from a 
Jacobite meeting, hfeld in Lochiel’s country 
under the giiise of a great hunting match. 
The day of All-Saints was, besides, Ranald’s 
birth-day, and it had always been one of 
great festivity to the clan. Never had Sarah 
so languislied for his presence ; and he was 
not again to leave her ; — not until he had 
kissed and blessed his cliild, if such happi- 
ness w'as in reserve for one on whose rash 
hand lay the blood of infancy. 

In spite of this reflection, her drooping 
spirits rose to these sweet hopes ; and, on the 
expected All-Saints day, the Eve of w'hicli 
w'as ever a grand holiday in the glens, she , 
molved that mirth and music, dance and 
revelry, should, under lier auspices, once 
again gladden the halls of “ RamuUy Before 
the people w'cn^off to the Fair, great pre- 
parations had accordingly been made for the 
feast, to which all around were invited ; and, 
though it was feared that terror of the dis- 
pleasure of the queen-mother might keep 
many back, Bhalie Hossack ventured to hope, 
that tlie magnificence of the Chief’s birth- 
day, and the christening of an heir, would 
soon make ample atonement for the “ maimed 
rites” of the bridal. 

A late, wet, and boisterous autum%liad, 
far in October, been followed bj* jpalm, 
delicious wcatlier of subdued and tran^il 
brightness, which in northern latitudes is 
fondly cabled th€^“ little summer* Relieved 
from domestic cares, by the atisenoe iof the 
^ • Wo. 75;. 
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household at the Fair, Sarah spent a long I peace in the family of the Chief, and to 


quiet morning in writing in the journal, the 
“Missionary Record,'* kept nominally for 
Mr. Aaron Hill, hut really for her fathef. 
The sagacious Bhalie Hossack had predicted 
to her a spring and summer of great scarcity, 
if not of actual famine, from the previous 
cold and tardy spring, and the late and 
scanty harvest. Such seasons were then 
periodical in the Highlands, and of very 
frequent ocouracnco, and the people were 
often reduced to a condition of distress hardly 
oonceivahle by a. native of England. The 
young Englishwoman had exerted all her 
eloquence to move her father to send timely 
supplies from the South for hei; i^anald’s 
clan. She had another sacred duty to fulfil ; 
to speak to her father of Ranald himself, of 
their child, if it should survive— to commend 
both to his love, and to him what might 
be a last farewell! This solemn letter she 
resolved to intrust to the Bhalie, to be for- 
warded only in case of her owm death. In 
penning this epistle, the overbrimming ten- 
derness of Sarah’s affectionate heart gushed 
forth in feelings for her husband, which, if 
saddened, were yet nioiu deep and holy than 
the most rapturous emotions of her virgin 
love. How inexpressibly dear did Ac become, 
from whom death might, within n few daj^s, 
sever her for ever ; and how she chided with 
herself that one harsh thought of him, one 
repining feeling, had ever found a place in 
her l)osora ; how longed, in one lingering 
embrace, to implore and to exchange forgive- 
ness, with him for whom she prayed ! Thus, 
and in sundiy little arrangements connected 
with the celebration of the Chief* s birth-day, 
and her anticipated confinement, passed the 
long, quiet morning ; Sarah *flometimes fondly 
indulging the sweet stray .thought, If oitr 
child should be born on its father’s birth-day, 
would not that be a token to propitiate 
Ranald’s proud mother ! ” 

In the aftembon, the few people in tlie 
hamlef> where the Chieftainess had a whole 
host of volunteer spies, observed the reputed 
witch, Marat Crotach, or the Crooked^ steal 
from the shieling of the Chieftainess, and, 
by a roundabout path, repair to the Castle. 
Though this hag was known to be in the 
pay of Bhalie Hossack, it wap as w’ell under- 
^ stood^* by the ciders of the tribe, that she 
waa aisd the secret emissary of the Chief- 
tainess, and more than suspected that she 
might, as sqjted her, play false to both. Some 
of the better disposed, and •more intelligent 
of thrf clan, i^’^re now beginning to long for 


confess, tliat the “ Tinker^s Daughter ” had 
home her faculties meekly ; while others 
were as inveterate against her as ever. * Yet 
those aware of the fact, agreed that it were 
better Nighean Donaclid Ruadh drove that 
malignant crone from her secret counsels, 
whom they all alike hated, and feared. 
Wliy cemdemn her daughter-in-laV for trin- 
keting with the sorceress, while she secretly 
gave in to the same practices herself ? Tliis 
was hold» judgment to pass upon a superior. 

With the crone there entered the castle, 
a respectable matrofi, whom Sarah had sent 
to invite the young gentlewomen in atten- 
dance on the Chieftainess to the ball that 
w^as to celebrate the birth-day of ‘Ranald. 
Her message, requesting this favour, bad 
been modest ai^d ^humble ; and had 
previously been made aware, that the girls 
longed to be present, and to sec with their 
own eyes those wonders of the South, of 
wliich tbeii* more fortunate companions told 
them, and perhaps participate in the bounty 
and bravery so liberally dispehsed by Ik. 

“ Tinker’s Daughter.’* 

The insulting answer returned to’ her 
humble message probably lost )u>thing in 
passing through tlie lips of the' teller.' The 
Chieftainess was rqiorted to have said, that, 
tliough her gentle-blooded damsels wouhl 
gladly partake in the bridal or birth-day 
festivities of the meanest o?^ the (dan of 
Raonull, or of any neighbouriiy; sep\;,' tlicy 
better knew their own place, and what be- , 
Jonged fo it, than to aj^pcaii whcR? *1 “ Tinker s 
Daughter*’’ presided as mistre^f^raiid, dii 
peril of some dread penalty, hi was com- 
manded “ that the ^ preparations Bhould*' iVe 
abandoned.’? \ 

This unprovoked insolence was a6 tlie last 
drpp poured into the overflovring cup ; and, 
for the first time, hot indignation took that 
place in the bosom of the Saxon IHy, whicdi 
hitherto had been filled by meek grief, patient 
regret. How little congenial were these 
feelings with the tender and hallowed emo- 
tions that^ad filled her heart that morning. 
Now suddenly roused, she started to her 
feet,*her colour rising, her eyes flashing as 
she exclaimed, “ Proud and ci-uel woman ! 
the time of endurance is for ever past. Go 
back to your haughty lady, and tell her that 
the wife *’of her son returns^ her scorn for 
scorn — defiance for defiance!* and will — 
holding her true 'place — at eveiy hazard, 
reside at the banquet which she gives in 
onrnr of her husband’s birth-day ! ” 
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It was remarked l)y those around, that 
» when this hold defiance was, with duo 
emphasis, delivered to the haughty Chief- 
taineas, and when it was expected tliat her 
rage would hurst the roof of the shieling, 
that she smiled proudly, merely saying, with 
something akin 

To the stern joy that warriors feel, 

*ln foemen worthy of thcii^cel : — 

“ Ila I so the Tinker’s Daugmer does not 
fear : — Then she may yet learn to love me.” 

The long-enduring Saxon hlood*was thus 
“ at last suddenly inflamed ; hut Sarah’s mood 
soon changed, and she almost rojiented having 
braved the fierce lady, though Ranald had 
more tljan once reproached her forbearance, 
us want of spirit. was now left alone 
•Avith Marat Crotach, 

^J'lie* original attendanoc and continued 
visits of this beldame, on whom Sarah looked 
with disgustful i)ity, relieving licr wants, 
though scorning her pretended supernatuial 
powers, Avas, with every other action of her 
life, construed to evil by the inhohitants of 
glen ; while at the same time it was 
ho.T^cd of as a proof of her own influence by 
tJio forlorn hag. who wanted not the cunning 
of kind, • 

“By the aid of the sorceress the Tinker’s 
Oanghter seeks to keep wliat the Devil gained 
for her,” had betn the common rfimark, as 
the wrinkled witch daily passed to the sup- 
■ ])used i5m]>loy.A* of her incantations. 

* “ Please God, the heart of Mac Mic Raomdl 

will yet come back to i^s right place already 
U iStrugclea in th6 toils,” was the ordinary 
rcjoinder."\^ ^ , 

,gj^j'Sorc than once bad the beldame tried to 
e^age the neglected wife in those dark rites, 
p6tent, ^he alleged, to gain or fix’ the roving 
afiections, of wayward man, which it was her 
boast to understand. • 

Sarah indignantly forbade the repetition 
of a projpbsal revolting alike to her under- 
standing and her feeling^. Still, highly 
imaginative herself, she listened with a very 
natural curiosity to the crone’s wUdering 
tales of love-spells, and philtres, amulets, 
and witcheries of sovereign power to rekindle 
waning affection. It was with the* fears 
and hopes of the living the beldame drove 
her trade, leaving to Nighean DonacM 
liuadihy or Dopafd of the Dirk, the more 
heroic, but lees profitable branch *of dealing 
with graves and ghosts. • 

“ You laugh at my rede, lady fair,” said 
this hag, concluding a* tale of a girl in tl]js 
upper ranks in that country to whom she 


had in a glass shown her lover, then lying 
wounded In Flanders. ‘‘Think you, then, 
it is not possible to bring the distant near— * 
to make tlio seen invisible, the invisible seen ? 
What should be her reward that should 
restore to you the wedding ring lost in your 
bridal cliamher seven hundred miles from 
hence ?” 

“ Were that possible, ten times its value 
^and my best thanks were poor requital,” 
exclaimed Sarah, in surprise. “Who told 
gou of my loss ?” 

• “ They told me w'ho know that and more. 
But it is not reward — gold, nor gold’s worth 
— can obtain this. They do not well who 
would get limits to what Nighean Donachd 
Rirndh can accomplish.” 

“ IIow can I hope to induce this lady to 
exert, her Avondrous powerJ for me,” said 
Sarah, her heai^ slightly fluttering even 
while she smiled in derision of her own fears. 

“ Have you courage ?” 

“ I have the affection Avhicli inspires 
boundless courage,” said Sarah, looking up ; 

“ but how came you to know of my loss ; 
which I, indeed, would give much to repair?” 

“ Dare you alone, and at midnight, receive 
ba^^Jc the Token ?” 

“ 1 dare.” 

“ Alone, at midnight, within the Circle- of 
Stones, rihiid the graves of your husband’s 
fatliers, from those who would meet you 
there, receive back the Token, the symbol of 
wedded union and unduring peace! — The 
Mother uf the Chiefs of Raonull must not 
know fear : the daughter to whom Nighean 
Donachd Ruadh wills to restore the marriage 
ring should despise it.” 

“You dare not trifle with mef' cried 
Sarah, iinpatierilly ; and the thought which 
flashed through her mind was, that the 
haughty lady now rt li nted ; hut that, hav- 
ing vowed neA^r to cross the threshold of 
her son, and in all things following the 
exalted genius of her couMry, she had de- 
vised this strange mode of trying tlie courage 
of her Saxon daughter, and accomplishing a 
gracious purpose without any sacrifice of 
pride. 

“You speak not without command?” in- 
quired Sarah. “Shall I be welcome?” 

“As the fawn to the doe! — To-night 
there is no moon : the hour is midniglft. In * 
my mantle you will be well screened. is 
an interview to .wliich no tliird party can be 
admitte(i. Does your courage guell ?”^ 

“ My *oura^ will be measured by my 
welcome.’' , * 

4 • 
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That is assured/’ said the crone, a gleam 
of malignant triumph lightening "in her evil 
eyes. 

“The blessing I'emain with you, lady 
dear,” she whined. “ Already I see on your 
brow the matron’s mrch^ and on your finger 
the bridal ring^of RaonuU.” 

The woman departed before Sarah’s en- 
tliusiasm could have time to abate ; and she 
sate for more than an hour at her loop-hole 
lattice, pondering on what had passed, and' 
shaping out a bright future, until the twi- 
light began to fall. It w'as a still, gray 
evening, and very warm for the advanced 
season. The inhabitants of the hamlet, 
some of whom had but lately returned with 
their cattle from the high-lying summer 
pastures, were either absent at the Fair, or 
out of doors enjoying the serenity and sweet- 
ness of the hour. The jwung women were 
singing as they milked the cows in the fold, 
by the margin of the lake, and the little 
girls made a sport of aiding them. The 
aged looked on, and the blue smokes, circling 
to the clear heavens in wreathy spires, told 
that the evening meal was preparing by the 
matrons — the Hallow Eve supper. 

This was one of those soft pictui'es^of 
Highland life, which, in the bosom of luxury 
and refinement, Sarah had delighted to 
imagine. With a yearning sigh' she saw 
these poor people cluster together in social 
or family groups, and heard their mirthful 
voices, their cheerful laughter ; but in all 
this, she, the stranger, the intruder^ had 
no portion. Involuntarily, in taking her 
wonted evening saunter, her steps bent 
towards them, though slowly and hesitat- 
; awd so much were tlie people en- 
grossed with their own amusements and en- 
joyments, that, not daring to venture farther, 
she stood at last by the green mound and 
rude stone cross, which formed the rallying- 
point of the hamlet, and w’hcre, on liigh 
festivals, the beal-fire blazed, and the banner 
of the Chief was wont to be displayed. , 

Her presence — her imagined Evil Eye — 
the instant that she was perceived, spread 
silence and blighting. The girls ' ceased 
their carols ; the old women, scowling, mut- 
tering, and signing the cross for self- 
preservation, retreated to their huts. The 
elder^childrqn, trained to hate, remembered 
th&^^rbwned playmate ; and while the 
timid drew back, the bolder imps muttered 
the opprobrious name, “ Nigh^ Ceard ! 
f^ighem Ceavd /” * 

Faint and trembling, the insulted lady 


turned to retreat, sustaining herself on the 
stout-hearted squab wench who usually 
attended her, and who now would willingly 
in this quarrel have done battle against a 
host, while her timid mistress shrunk from 
a child’s cry. 

They were met on their retreat by a 
young and very pretty woman — ^ matron, 
by her di^ and her figure — who was 
carrying a vessel with milk ; a Highland 
beauty in her station, and having, indeed, a 
remarkably candid and pleasing countenance. 
The expression of epre and modification So* 
poignant at this moment in Sarah’s beau- 
tiful face affected this young woman, who 
had never before seen her so closely.,, 

The pale, subdued, woful countenance of 
her, the wife of thp Chief, the lady of the* 
land, the strang(^y far from her oA^n, in a 
condition so calculated to a^vake matronly 
interest and sympathy, was too much for a 
kind woman’s surprised heart. 

“ Cretur voght /” was lier involuntary 
exclamation, as she gazed on poor Sarah ; 
and hastily setting down lier crogan^ slie 
offered the fainting lady a draught of milk, • 
This was the first nnhought kindness or 
civility that any one in the hamlet had ever 
tendered to the obnoxious stranger ; and so 
feeble were Sarah’s* spirits, so full her heart, 
that at tlie sound of this woman’s pitying 
voice, her tears rushed forth in flood sj and 
ahe sobbed on the shoulder of 'h^r attendant. 
This was but the nervous wcHikness of a' 
moment She recovered herself, and with 
sweetness and dignity accepted tljpjiffcml 
draught, aiiid in the Gaelic langril^cr courte- 
ously thanked the giver. ' , 

In that language thaiflcs are ever minglpd 
with blessin^fs ; they mean the samp tlnn/r ; 
and Sarah’s thanks, spoken in her sweety low, 
tremulous voice, we^ie kindly and respectfully 
returned: “Thanks and blessings be with 
yburself, lady dear ; and evil medtM\ein that 
would wrong you I” 

They parted thus ; and Sarah, regretting 
that she had not tried to piuvail with this 
young matron to visit lier, and to remain 
with her in lier fast approaching hour of 
trial, sent back her attendant to make this 
request in her name. 

She then returned alone to the Castle, in 
wliich there was this evemng no living* crea- 
ture except herself. 

Wlien this little .ad venture** was related by 
the young matron in the first glow of her 
feelings to the groups who had reassembled 
as soon as the lady turned away, a spark 
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of compassion ivas kindled in the gentler 

• womanly bosoms, which time might have 
nursed into kindness. But others declared, 
with unabated vindictiveness, that ** her 
father’s peaking, pining, cream-faced daugh- 
ter was but too happy m filling the honoured 
place she did, though ten times more were to 
be suffered than the neglect to which she 
was alreSdy consigned.” — 

“ Was it to 'be thought that Mac Mic 
Baonull was to remain tied to tlie apron- 
string of a taird’s wench ; or long to con- 

* tiuiic iufafiiated and bewitched as he had 
been ; or to show the same worship and 

^observance of this Saxon girl as if shc’^^iad 
been the daughter of a Chief of his own land, 
his ecj^ual in birth, sta^on, and country 1 ” 

• The tlioughts of Sarah had often turned 
■ to the ♦onely widow cxiledi to the far side of 

the hill, who, in other years, had preferred 
love to i)ride, and who, in the midst of suf- 
fering and poverty, cherished a gentle spirit 
of humanity, and an enlarged charity and 
benevolence, which placed her far above her 

•f-'^TIoinpeers. *Once or twice, in visiting during 
J- thought the graves of her low-born husband 
and their children, this poor woman had spent 
ait l 4 )ur with Sarah, breathing upon her soul, 
in homely but striking language, counsels 
of heavenly wisdom—- Of meekness, endu- 
rance, ])eace, tfubmission ; bringhig fortli, 
of the rich treasuiy of pious thought accu- 

* inu^ajed in long years of solitude and 
suffering, .whatever might establish the 
faith, or tranquillize ^le mind of one whose 
few and evil days were, as slie *believed, 
already’ r^s^|Jrly told. But to forth a league 

^ witJi* a person who^ had so deeply incurred 
the displeasure ofi the, Chieftaiuess, was an 
imprudent hazard ; and of this the pious 
wddpw*was aware, and on her last stolen 
visit had, therefore, taken leave of Sarali 
as a mother may do of the daughter w^Iiom 
she is tt see no more. Among her many 
affectionate and pious counsels, this humble 
friend had hinted to tfie stranger, that 
her matron gii’dle, “all too tight,” was ill 
in accordance witli her uncovered tresses, 
and with Nighean Donachd Eitadh*s High- 
land ideas of matronly propriety ; so, in 
preparing for the awful midnight inter- 
view to \rhich she was bound, Sarah, in 
the absence of her messenger, lighting her 
lamp, ‘employed herself in braiding back 
her luxuriant, hair, and In trying to adjust 
on her brows the classical kerchief , once the 
object of her ambition. 

Ranald will smile to see my bahy-f^^ 


tures so demurely framed in cambric lina 
lace,” watf her thought ; but another idea, 
sent up from the hidden recesses of her 
Iieari, whispered, “ Ranald may never per- 
ceive the ^ange, nor care of it if he 
should. If it was his love alone that had .. 
l)een grudged to me, I might be pardoned 
now,” The evil, intruding thought was 
chided away as harsh ; hut it would not 
depart at the neglected wife’s bidding. 

In tliis manner wore Samh’s fingers and 
thoughts employed, her looking-glass giving 
back an image faded from the brightness 
of its blossoming, but to the eye of affec- 
tion moi'e lovely than ever, from the veiy 
air of Janguor and delicacy wliich so W’ell 
accorded with the soft and spiritual style 
of its beauty. 

Whatever might be the anxiety and hurry 
of her thoughts,a^arah’s looks and move- 
ments, gentle and languid, were at all 
times those of a graceful and refined 
woman, nursed in the lap of elegance and 
indulgence into a creature so far tran- 
scending all liis actual previous perceptions 
of womanly grace and delicacy, tliat tlio 
senses of the clansman, who, nnperceived, 
hjjjd now stolen upon her privacy, w'ero 
bewildered as he gazed. This “ sweet 
composure” was hardly disturbed, even 
when Ins presence in the cliambcr was 
perceived. Sarah gathered about her the 
folds of her short Iligliland mantle or 
tuuag, and, though her colour changed, 
and her voice faltered, as she looked on 
the haggard features, and ^vild, raised 
expression of the hunter’s face, his faint 
smile brought instant' recovery. Nor could 
Sarah ever believe that Donald of the Dirk, 
though a half* insane dreamer, the slave 
of superstition and viannish pride, could 
mean ill to her. 

The BhalidS warnings, that she should 
have a cai'e of this moody man, nor ven- 
ture alone on distant rambles to the head- 
lands, nor so often hang about the banks 
of *the lake, were treated wdth indifference ; 
for her heart told her tliat Donald of the 
Dirk, in his right mind, could never be 
her foe, and liis mental affliction made 
him much more an object of interest and 
pity, tlian of alarm. ^ 

The sweetness and serenity which b^athed# 
around the refined and delicate wnifln^her 
gentle words of welcome and courtesy, mur- 
mured in his dwn language, wliich sounded 
as music bet'^een her lips, *acted^ th? 
disturbed mind of her ^est^.like ike tones 
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of David’s harp on the maddened pussiohs ! 
of Saul. The wild-fire waxed dim in his ! 
eyes, and the hues of more hedlthful life 
revisited his brow ; he remembered his 
sacred purpose, which was to brace and 
prepare t^ lovely vision for the fate that 
awaited her — ^for the issue of the Ordeal. 

‘‘ Lady of the Saxon land,” he Said, in his 
nationa] idiom, do 1 find the ^fe of Ranald 
preparing to welcome a new life ? Doubt- 
less one so pure,* so holy, is doubly prepared 
to quit that dark Earth, so little worthy long 
to hold her from her Father’s house.” Ht? 
laid his hand on the English Prayer-Book, 
which, in its rich binding, lay in sttailge 
contrast on Sarah’s rudely-fashioncA table. 
In common with many of his countrymen, 
the Prayer-Book was to Donald as the 
breviary had been, more regarded as an 
amulet than prized fox*** its sacred con- 
tents. 

“ Alas, my klhsman,” said Sarah, looking 
up at liim with gentle earnestness, “ worth- 
less and miserable, at the best, are our most 
earnest preparations for that dread change ; 
and deal^, awful to all alike, must bring to 
every bosom its terrors ; — but this is grave 
discourse ; let us descend to the hall. We 
must make much of a guest so rarely seen 
there. AToc Mic Ramull would have re- 
joiced with me, to welcome tho kinsman to 
whom I can never forget my deep obligation, 
though he has seemed to forget us.” 

** Donald of the Dirk has not forgotten ; 
but Donald better loves the loneliness of the 
mountain tlian tho riot and wassail of the 
hall.” ^ 

Sarah’s sigh was now more the trick of 
grief than the, movement of any present 
feeling of regret that her Ranald loved the 
festivity of halls more than the endearments 
of hearths. She sighed as was her custom. 

The hunter, unheeding her movements, 
rapidly turned over the leaves of the Prayer- 
book. “Lady, ^ou read like the cowled 
clerk,” he said ; “ repeat for me, from this 
l^ok, the Prayers for the Dead.” 

“ Our Church has no prayer for the dead. 
Their state we hold as fixed while the soul 
yet informs the body,— fixed, for bliss or wo, 
far beyond the power of human prayer. 
They slumbertin their graves till the reeur- 
*^rectiofi?— the ^ay of wrath and power — the 
Ju^gTSsent-day, for which may God in mercy 
prepare us!” She looked . upwards, as if 
in me^ftal supplication. 

“Amen, amen!” said the Clansman, with 
deep emphasis,' bowing his head on his bosom. 


Again he rapidly rail fiver the leaves of the 
book,— “ Lady, there he prayers fdt the dead; 

If your gospel owns them not, it at l^ast 
owns the supplication^ fdt the dying \ repeat 
these now with tne.” ,, 

“For the dying? Sui’ely this is no fit 
season; noir call I make mockery of so 
dread a solemnity.” , 

“Donald of the Dirk is not a mocker. 
Lady, he seeks not now your smile. Ho 
beseeches hot your favour. But he will see 
you. tills night kneel before him |ind repeat 
the Prayer for the Dying. Let the guilty 
sou^ perish in its guilt, you shall pass to 
bliss on Earth or in Heaven !” 

Sarah did not comprehend, and i^arcely 
heeded this boding language, so firm was 
her tnlst In Donald’p kindness and honour ; * 
but she dreaded rfh impending paroxysm of 
his malady, which her refusal might irritate 
to violence, and wliicli he perliaps believ(‘d 
prayer might avert or soothe ; and so she 
obeyed liis strange command. 

Kneeling down before him, on /he cushio:^ 
which he placed for her, with clasped hands, 
and the touching solemnity of look and feno 
inspired by the awfulness of her singular 
office, Sarah repeated alonfi, and very slowly, 
in the best Gaelic she could frame, selected 
portions of the Sei'vice for the Visitation of 
the Sick. She soon became too mucli ab- 
sorbed in tho solemn thoughts that had of 
late dwelt so much on her ovvm miftd, to 
notice the movements of her fellow-worshij)- * 
per. W4th his face muffled in his plaid, he 
hung over^her, shaking like ah aspen leaf^ 
and ever breathing the deep that 

most emphatic word, significant of meahhtgo 
so solemn and affiectm^y|fid adopted into t)ie 
language of eVery ClwaWan nation. , 

Wheh Sarah would have risen, -he still, 
though with gentle violence, pressed her 
shoulder, and made her sign her b^w and 
her bosom witli the cross, and pressed to her 
lips the Prayer-Book. This done, she rose, — 
when he prostrated himself at her feet, re- 
citing, with intense devotion, and with the 
agonizing tones and pleadings of one who 
goes to meet his Judge, and whose moments 
are numbered and fast running low, a wild 
chant, between a prayer and a spell, as Sarah 
conjectured, from the mysterious and figura- 
tive Gaelic words picturesquely intermihgled 
with what she knew to be phrases of the 
Romish Liturgy, ofi petition and adoration, 
fragments of the Penitential Psalms and the 
“pDics tree, diee iUos,^* 

Al> this while, he held by her mantle. A 
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dead silence followed^or a little space, and 
then the clansman rose, saying more quietly, 
“I^^dy, at peace with your God, and in 
charity with all men, you may now face 
the dread Ordeal, — Death, the Grave, the 
Judgment to come, — and live the wife of 
Raoiiuy till tho Expiation be accomplished, 
or, thro||gh tlie gates of Death, reach again 
the heaven from which we have fallen ; from 
wliicli, Bright Spirit ! my sins have dragged 
you down,! — Do you, too, not recall that 
long-past, bright, and rapturous * eitistence, 
beyond the stars? — IJo you not, .with me, 
languish for its i-enewal, though the dark 
way sliould lie through the grave lie 
grasjie^l her hand, and gazed into her face 
with a look \vhich made the lady* tremble. 

“You would warn pxe of some dreadful 
fate,” she said ; “ of secret enemies,— or this, 
iny husband’s kinsman, is strange, wild 
speech. If I have any enemy, it is not 
Donald of the Dirk ; if I have one, may God 
forgive him, as truly as I, frail and sinful 
^ Jjeing, pijiy for myself mercy and for- 
giveness.” • 

^ Yea, though he had sought your blood?* 
^iid as Sarah's wild guest liisscd these words 
in her earj his iAsane eyes, lately so calm, 
again contracted to a point of concentrated, 
blasting light. ^ 

Sarah slnunk quailing back,* fixing her 
fascinated gaze upon him. —“ Donald, these 
are l^earful words, and to a woman. You 
^ seek to try me, — before I go to Nighem 
JQonachd Rmdh.^io the Circle pf Stones. 
It is scarcely well done, nor manly, nor kind. 
You find ipe, indeed, a very helpless creature. 
• £ have not the courage of the women of your 
cace. I was, perhaps, over-bold, and over- 
■ ambitious, when I camo amdng you, and I 
haVe lately not been well. Leave me, I pray 
yon,* to-night, tho hour waxes late ; and to- 
morrow shall Donald of the Dirk be received 
by me, in the banquet-hall, as becomes a 
bravo man, my deliverei> and the kinsman 
of his Chief.” 

With the softest tones and smiles, though 
with eyes in wliich tears yet glistened, laying 
her hand on his arm, in token of confidence, 
Sarah tried to soothe and to dismiss her 
visitor. 

“We have, not yet,” she wWspered, 
“pledged each other at your Well of Peace 
and she . dontinued more earnestly, but 
together wer'have senlf up our joint petitions 
to the Fountain of Jilercy. • Remember you 
of the pair who stood together by the )^ell 
of Samaria? of her who boasted, ‘ Oilr father 


Jacob built this well,* and of Him who said, 
‘Agreatet than Jacob Is here?* In that 
presence we have been together ; we cannot 
oe at feud. Then leave me, my kinsman, 
yon whom from the first moment 1 have 
trusted, and come again to-morrow. — The 
blessings of the night be with Donhuil ! ” 
She stretched out her hand ; and his damp 
hand, leaving its dagger-hilt, trembled as it 
met her clasp. All tliis while "ills fixed me- 
lancholy gaze had never left her face. 

“Beautiful Being,” he whispered, in a 
voice that thrilled to Sarah’s heart, “Fate 
and Nightan Donachd Rmdh reck not of to- 
morrows. Tliis night shalt thou pass through 
the figry trial to the glorious brightness of 
thy first state — that from which the blood- 
gnilt of Donhuil drew his twin-spirit — or, 
]>eforc the sun wheel twice above Maam 
Tamar, the pre^ecy shall bo fulfilled, and 
the bride of the Dark Chief shall have given 
an heir to the Fair race, and uslicred in a 

long day of joy and gladness to his clan. 

And wliero then will be Donhuil? He will 
rest within the Circle of Stones, unwept and 
forgotten ; but not unblest, for his penance 
will be past and in the narrow house the 
Dj§rk Shadow may not find him.” 

“ Oh, not forgotten, not unwept ! ” said 
Sarah, deeply affected by the tone and 
niattnei^ of the moody man. “ I will long 
remember, I will weep for Donhuil ; but 
first wo will rejoice together through many 
happy years. — And go now, my kinsman, 
the night Wears apace ; and I have solemn 
business on hand.” 

“In which Don^il’s arm may not aid 
you, I know it well. And you. Fair 
Being ! — Does your , memory bear no trace 
of our first stdte ? You, my Bride, the twin- 
spirit of my paradiL'U ! ere the proud Rebel 
fell; ere his bloo* 1-guilt drew you down? 
Lady, your'^eed forbids all homicide ; and 
commands the forgiveness of enemies. So 
says not the gospel of •the Chitel. But he 
q^ho fell by my hand was no enemy, but the 
brother of my soul. Tho blood of innocence 
next imbrued it. The Fair Spirit, who, for 
years had blessed my solitude, who took form 
from the sunny mist, the arching rainbow, 
tile spray of tho cataract, fled from tho scent 
of blood ; and the Dark, the Wayward 
Shadow stood ever in my path, by jay cotiiii 
— yea, even where my peopTfi had .gathered 
together to worship God, She came.^ The 
penaiice was not yet complete. It is nine- 
teen v’cary years ; and you,*loveliem: blend- 
ing of the divine essence^ with hiftnan clay, 
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were incarilated for my guilty and grew up 
the fairest of the Daughters of men. My 
heU-de vised punishment was to behold in 
you the wife of Raonull !** 

The excitement of the clansman grew so 
^strong, that Sarah, startled even more hy his 
looks than his wild tale, became exceedingly 
alarmed, and hastened out of doors to be 
nearer help, or the means of flight, though 
the violem throbbing of her heart made her 
almost unable to^ move. The distant noise 
of the Hallow Eye sports was heard from 
the hSmlet ; and, oh joy ! amidst the deafen- 
ing sound of her wild, quick pulses, she heard, 
or fancied, Ranald’s whistle from the opposite 
eminence ; tlie spot from which he was wont, 
on his return, thus to announce to his wife 
his coming, and whistle his hounds to swim 
the lake and welcome their master. The 
groan, followed by the th^ling shriek, the 
almost frantic yell of the ciansman, who fled 
into the darkness, told that he also heard 
and understood the signal. ** Ranald, 
Ranald!” was wliisperod by Sarah, in an 
agony of fear, and she stretched forth her 
arms in the darkness, as if seeking the refuge 
of his embrace. Forgetting her awful ap- 
pointment, she liastened on in what slm 
believed the dimctioii of the ferry. 

As the beldame had said, them was no 
moon that night ; but sudden streaks of a 
blue, lurid, unearUily light streamed fltfuUy 
on the darkness, and, all at once, Sarah 
found herself stumbling and sinking among 
the sepulchral stones and grave heaps of the 
Druid’s Circle, — and then iirst remembered 
her dark midnight Tryst; and recalled in 
dread the words of the (fiansmaii, Fate and 
Nighemi Donachd ' Ruadh reck not of to- 
mon’ows.” 

The scene in which the Saxon lady found 
herself suddenly plunged might have shaken 
nerves the most fiimly strung^ There was 
nor moon nor star in the heavens that night, 
but a soft, warm mist brooded over the caiih ; 
and the fitful gleams of light which at in- 
tervals had laced the darkness, all at onc^ 
and as if at her feet, sprang up in wavy 
spires of lurid flame — lamjjs of hell — dis- 
closing the new-dug grave which yawned in 
her path, and around which demon forms of 
preternatural height, in shrouds and winding- 
sheets, and linked hand-in-hand, performed a 
mute anh piy^stic dance. Opening their 
ranksnb'^arah sank on the ground, some of 
the number sprang forw'ard with a terrific 
yell, and^ suddenly enclosing, l^ore her on, 
while otlieis threw over her the grave-clothes, 


in which they roughljju^^vrapped the ill-fated 
lady. They were waved back by one spectral < 
figure that detached itself from the gi'oup, 
and confronted the victim, who now half 
mclined, supporting herself against the monu- 
mental stone of the redoubted Torquil More. 

^^Ilas the daughter of the Saxon Ceard 
thus boldly adventured to reclaim tlie bridal 
ring which she so presumptuously joined ? ” 

That voice liad been heard by Sarah but 
once before ; but its deep, yet thiilling tones 
were navei to be forgotten. 

Does the Saxon woman knoA^ that the " 
only path of the sfiiner to happiness lies 
through Expiation, Death, the Grave, tlie 
Judgment, the Resurrection?” 

The rapidity with wl^ich the human iniiul, 
in moments of passionate excitement, may 
pass from the extreme* of terror and weakness 
to sublime tranquillity, or to what seems 
an awfully concentrated and supernatural 
strength, is among the most marvellous of 
its marvellous phenomena. This wondrous 
change now came over Sarah, as with calm- 
ness and courage she fancied noi her own,*'" 
she stood up and replied, “ The unhappy, v^Jt • 
proud wife of Mac Mic Raonull, deeply as it 
ma^ be her fate to expiate the rashness 
which made her such, may well claim in the 
face of Heaven and ’before men what is so 
dearly hers*; — ay, though a demon held it.” 

“Ha! — Then the Mother of the future 
Chiefs of Raonull lacks not 1:he cou^^age 
which should distinguish the Mother of a ^ 
heroic race. — Take ba^k the symbol you 
have bravMy won. The \vl>rd of NigheaA 
Donachd Ruadh, plighted for weal'^or wo, 
was never yet broken,” , * ' ^ . 

In a transport of cpnflieting, but joyous^ 
feelings, poor Sarah found sti’engtli sufficient 
to seize, to place on her linger, and to kiss 
with eager fondness what she considered- the 
ofFere!! pledge of peace and happiness, and, 
falling at the feet of the Chieftainess,* to ex- 
claim, Oh, pardon and thanks, Mother of 
my beloved Ranald ! 

But the dreaded Ordeal had not yet been 
passed, though the Chieftainess, moved to 
sympathy by the courage and suffering of 
the stranger, had, in restoring the ring, anti- 
cipated the event depeflding on the awful 
solemnity, and the excited assistant hags 
were not thus to be cheated df their fiendish 
rites. Agaiup was the kneeling lady loidely 
seized, and borne to the brink af the grave 
prepared for her, witli yells and mutterings 
which drowned the fiercti command of the 
Chi^taipess tlmt the rites sliould be sus- 
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pended ; and again rose the feehle ' cry, 
Ranald, Ranald ! my beloved ! why comes 
he .not ? ” 

It was too much : the overstrained chord 
snapt ; and the crimson tide, welling from 
the broken heart, choked all further utter- 
ance. 

Da^hters of Demons ! have ye done it V* 
was the exclamation of the maddened clans- 
man, who sprang among the group of women 
assembled ^o celebrate their Pagan orgies : — 
and his v^ice sank to the softest teAdemess 
as, raising the unfortui^te lady in .his arms, 
lie whispered, “Ranald is far off ; ‘but here 
is Donlniil.” 

The* sight appeamd to change the mood, 
and to madden the fierce Daughter of Red 
* Duncan. • 

“ CaitifF !” she exclaimdd, “ lay down that 
burthen. — Fate has done for Nighean 
Doiiaclid Ruadli that from which your 
coward arm shrunk. The churl’s base 
blood burst to the churl’s baser fears. The 
I honour of my house is redeemed. Homicide ! 
your wierd is accomplished — a Man — an 
luftnt — a Woman 1” 

^ The clansman groaned in agony ; nor 
offeifd farther opposition to the women whom 
the Chieftainess commanded to bear the 
Saxon lady to the Castfe, in whaj had been 
provided as the mock coffin of their victim, 
in the solemnities of the Ordeal. 

When Donald of the Dirk awoke from his 
‘^long trance it was a star-light morning, and 
around him utter soVtude, the rising wind 
wfiistling among The tall stones of^the Druid’s 
Circle.* • 

,,•'** * . * * 

• It had been truly* Ranald’s whistle of 
return,, his signal to his hounds, that Sarah 
had-heard so many hours before. The con- 
ferenc*e of the Jacobite faction, far offi in 
Lochaber, had broken up with ill-blood ; the 
sun of Ins good spirits had sunk low, and he 
experienced that sudden longing to be ut 
home and with his wife, and that mysterious 
boding of evil which in after-times was set 
down as presentiment ; that dark, inexpli- 
cable feeling which men tlius name, though 
it may as often arise from the retrospective 
mushigs of an accusing conscience. But at 
the ■ Fair he ha(^ met his functionary the 
Bholie, and had received flattering accounts 
from home,, and of the grand preparations 
for the celebration of hi? own birth-day. It 
was, themfore, without remorse that, after 
Ills signal had been given, he accepted of 
hospitalities of the patriarch of Glatfk-an- 


Duich, and with the hereditary Keepers of 
the Hearty” celebrated the revels of Hallow 
. Eve till far into the next morning. 

Ranald had ever a fatherly indulgence for ^ 
his own failings. Even when confessed to 
be such, they were of a kind that, in him, 
were fitting and graceful. Without accusing 
himself very deeply of late unkindness, and 
certain that he loved Sarah dearly, Ms 
memory dwelt with fondness on the circum- 
stances of his early love, dhd on the virtues 
and endeannents of a wife, whose only fault 
Vas not being in all things suited to the 
position in which he had placed her, or not 
having spirit sufficient to contend with, or to 
brave circumstances which few women could 
resist. She certainly, sometimes rather im- 
poHunately, wished to see his character more 
closely assimilated to her high English stan- 
dard of morals a*Ttd manners, to her Sydneys, 
and Hainpdens, and Hariiiigtons ; while he 
chose that she should adore him alcme and 
peerless in the higher grandeur of his own 
loftier state. But all this was pardonable in 
an Englishwoman; and creditable to her 
conjugal affection, if not to her nobility of 
spirit, — and all would yet be well. 

•^Ranald’s Castle on his return home usually 
met his sight in stillness and darkness ; but 
as he einerged from the prolonged revels of 
Glack-an-Duich two hours past midnight, 
there were lights streaming from every case- 
ment and slit-hole, and flitting about as if 
carried by people in haste and alarm. His 
impatience and anxiety on seeing this grew 
extreme. * Perhaps his wife had been taken 
suddenly ill : — but a clansman had been 

of his convivial party who had seen his lady 
at twilight walking by the lake. 

Ills return, it has been said, was unex- 
pected, and Eclian oi the Boats, on Hallow 
Eve, owned aqpther Chief more puissant than 
even Ranald, — namely, Usiiuebaugh, which, 
after ferrying over the peojple from the Fair, 
had laid him by the heels on the Castle side 
of •the Loch. The impetuous Chief was at 
no time of a temper to be* impeded by trifles. 
He plunged at once into the lake, and, wring- 
ing his dripping hair from the waters of 
Lochnaveen, and throwing on the scanty 
clothing brought over by his gillie Sweyn, 
who, in earth, air, or water, alike faithfully 
followed him, he flew up the sjeep^ aiffl bursff 
into Ills illuminated hall. 

There were, many females there, much 
flitting about, and low muttermgs, ^t the 
far end were raftiges of close-set light^ placed 
round something elevated arid covered with 
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a white sheet; and there sat Sbeelas, the 
lonely widow of the mountain waterfall, — 
and there stood the Chieftainess,-^aud there 

lay- — 

The thrilling idirick of the tall and power- 
ful young man, as he convulsively leapt 
backward from that sight of horror, might 
have startled the pale, beautiful sleepers who, 
side by Bid% lay there, if the strongest cry of 
despairing love could pierce the ear of the 
dead. It penetrated one heart, in which 
the voice of .nature had long been stiHed. 
Nighean DmacM Buadh advanced to hei? 
son. He fiercely jitfshed lier back ; — and, 
in his frantic gnef, was only restrained from 
dashing himself against the walls by tho 
overmastering force of tlie gillies who closed 
round him. 

The low, calm voice, tho deep, fixed eye of 
Donald of the Dirk, who befided over tho bier 
as if there were hallowed delight in gazing 
on the tender repose of the mother and lier 
infant, firk fixed his attention. 

“ All angel now ? ’’ whispered the clans- 
man, in his peculiar, low, deep voice : — 
“ Thou who, for a brief space, wast the wife 
of Raonull ; — nor needs even she who 
hurried tlioe to join thy sister-spirits feai^o 
look on thee.” 

I’he clansman retired slowly b^pkwArds 
from the bier, Ranald’s conscience applying 
what was said to himself and his mother. 
He flung himself passionately on the dead 
body of his wife, embracing it In transports 
of despair, imprecating curses on his own 
head, and on his clan, nor sparing her who 
gave him birth in bisirstern denunciation of 
the cnielty shown to his beloved wife, his 
murdered Sarah ! On the rigid, small, thin 
hand resting on the bosom, glittered, in con- 
trast with that hand’s marble whiteness, the 
long-lost bridal ring ! Even tLIs unaccount- 
able circumstance could not, at tliis moment, 
change the current of Ranald’s thoughts. 
In his raving despair, Heaven, Earth, and 
HeU, were impiously dared as unable to add 
one jot more to the sum of his misery. 

The women who, as he well remembered, 
had ever shown Such inveterate feelings of 
hostility to his wife, were fiercely driven 
from the place they had asstimed as watchers 
Jby the corpses, — all save the lonely widow, 
Sarah’s fi^end, whom he rapidly and inco- 
hefentTy questioned. 

■^‘And did she not speak of he 

cried ff* not ehce of nor forgive me, nor 
bless ?-vOh,hqw once she loved me I — and in 
that angel bosom Inrked no drop of bitter.” 


The young Chief buried his face in the 
sheet that covered the remains of his wife, 
his breast labouring wntli convulsive spasms 
that shook his powerful frame. The kind 
woman, without telling all that she knew, or 
aught that might further afflict or agitate, 
merely whispered the last words of poor 
Sarah, — “Why comes he not, mj^ beloved 
Raonull ?” These words were as a talisman to 
unlock the flood-gates of Ranald’s heart, and 
he wept aloud ; nor did his pride now heed 
the presence of that poor woman, whom he 
pressed by the hand, and entreated not to 
leave hixu. 

In tho torpid sleep of exhaustion, the 
Chief was carried to his chamber, wid the 
watchers resumed their post, under the direc- 
tion of the Bhalie ; . who was in deep and * 
sincere grief at thfi sudden, awful, and mys- 
terious death of the iinfortunato lady, 
strangely chequered by doubts whether slie 
had bad faif play, and moreover whether tlie 
point of the babe being born alive could ])e 
legally established, but esj^ecially how 
this might atfect the ready-money fortune. 

At that period, and for many a year after- 
wards, it w^ould have been thought an act of 
great irreverence and impiety, even iif the 
Lowlands of Scotland, not to have watched 
a coi*pse. ^ In the Highlands, the ancient 
custom still remains unchanged ; but even 
under the awakening and relenting feelings 
caused by an untimely and awful death; the 
people of Loclmaveen would have considei*ed^ 
watching “NigheanCetrd” yatlicr a hospitable 
condescension than a sacred duty, |;ill seme 
of tho crones remarked, “ There were a few 
drops of Raonull’s bloody in the babe fhat’" 
slumbered by. her side, and this, at least, was 
worthy of all reverent observance.” • 

I All night long numerous lights blazed 
in that dreaiy hall, and preparations were 
I already going on in the Castle for tho 
funeral banquet, the Bhalie remaining to 
give orders, and Uy out stores, and finish the 
precognition as to the infant being bom alive, 
which the Chieftainess, to whom he applied, 
thus abruptly ended : — “ Yes, I was present 
at the birth,” she said, “and /was appeased. 
The blood of the offender had washed out the 
stain, as far as the taint of family honour 
may ever hope to be cleansed. Happily — 
I say it ii/)W— that babe, sjMng of blood 
so fatally and so daringly mingled, never 
breathed the free aif of LochnaVeen ; happilg, 
I say, ay, though three gasps of its strangled 
breath had brought my son three kingdoms.” 

“iSow, tlie Foul Thief burst your pride,” 
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muttered the Bhalie, grinding his teeth, as 
the haughty lady swept from him, ‘‘ If ye 
de^ a fair strae-death on the broad o’ jrour 
back, wi’ friends looking on, it’s what many 
an honester woman has not done who has 
juBtilied the law in a tar-barrel. If Mr. 

> Bradshaw should big kirks wi’ his siller, ay, 
or playljpuses, it would be a better deed than 
sending it to an ungrateful padk of bar- 
barians here. And how am 1 to tell even 
Mr. Aaro]^ Hill that the bonny flower is 
cropt so Bjon, — ^the gentle lily, that Could 111 
baud up its fair head apiang the snell winds 
o’ thao blae hills. Hear ye me, quedns there, 
you at the lyke-wake, keep within bounds 
wdth the usquehePugh^ and remember that ye 
watch by your lady’s^corpse.” 

\ With this reverent aijd fmgal admonition, 
Mr. Hossack withdrew, irf affliction as deep 
as it was possible for him to feel for any 
thing, save the loss of his gold by the High- 
land stoiUhreif^ of wliich he lived in perpetual 
terror. 

, Much as^thc Hallow Eve had witnessed, the 
night of liorrors wiis n()t yet sped. • The nume- 
rous voluntary w'atchers around the corpses, 
stinted in the revels then appropriate to such 
scenes, had«dropped oH' : and, as the struggling 
rays of the cold gray dawn began to dim the 
lights placed around the blcr, the few drowsy 
women still left, had s<j[uatted tog^her round 
the emhers of, the huge turf fire, which had 
falleil into ashes, A chill feeling roused 
^^them, and' they began speaking in whispers 
of the late event^ and of the appearance of 
^Nighean^ Dmachd Ruadh in tl^e castle, to 
wdiich,'it wfis said, she and her -women bad 
« • LoAe iiome the “ Tinker’s Daughter ” floating 
ML her blood, though,* strange to tell, there 
was na visible wound on the fiody they had 
laid out; 

** Xnd, think ye, is it herself needs go to 
work with dirks or skeansl” said one. 
“ Can slie not say the word will make the 
life’s blood spring from the living body, — 
ay, or the dead corpse rise and walk % ’’ 

With ghost stories of the Highlands were 
mingled the peculiar legends of their own 
clan, the power of its dominant, living genius, 
Nighmn DonacM Buadh^ and of its atten- 
dant spirit, the Cmlleafih-dhu-glmy whose 
boding voice had, h* was afflmed, though 
unnoted, assuredly been heard ip. the fitful 
gusts attending a past wild night. 

The weeping Caithness girl who had long 
attended Sarah, albejt her having, unfortu- 
nately, a squab figure, sandy hair, and vary 
high cheek-bones, had a good plain \Luder- 


standing,^ aUd a fueling lioaH, and, Joiniiig 
the party, she indignantly dented that any 
^spirit of g'ood would ever haim her gentle 
and beautiful mistress. 

*‘Was she then so beautiful! ” said one 
of the young women ; for few of them had 
ever seen the Saxon lady blose at hand. 

** Oh, yes, beautiful, beautiful ! ” cried the 
girl, in the idiom of her country, in which 
the sun pie repetition of an epithet, so power- 
fully deepens the sentiment?. “ Look on her 
still. How sweet was her smile ! how 
4)enign.” 

The young women went hand in hatid to 
the head of the hall, and approached the 
bier. • 

No corpse lay there, save that waxch 
infant image of Ranald’s manly beauty ! The 
girls shrieked and fled. Had the Chief’s 
frenzied defiancefof Heaven drawn down this 
aw’ful judgment 1 

Wlien the elders, and pious and tlioilghtfiil 
heads of the tribe heard of the speedy and 
terrible visitation drawn on himself, by the 
daring and almost blasphemous rebellion of 
their Clan-head against the will of that God, 
which had removed the object of his fond 
ifiqlatry and strange infatuation, they were 
(h'eadfully shocked ; and they communicated 
this mysterious event to the young Chief, 
with all the caution possible, after a vain 
attempt had been made to deceive him. He 
sank at once speechless and prostrate oh the 
earth. What were his former feelings, to 
the agony ho endured how ! Hd had been 
bred in a land still shrouded in the darkest 
mists of superstition^nd he must have been 
a moral monster, less or more than ihan, had 
he escaped the prevailing influences. They 
now crept round him, in wdld and unimagi- 
nable foiins, curdling his hlood. The terrors 
of hell enanpipasscd him. He had pre- 
sumptuously dared to say, that Heaven had 
already poured on his guilty liead the last 
and fiercest vials of its wrath. What was 
ha yet fated to endure 1 

‘‘ Could he have kissed, hut once again ^ — 
"but once — the cold lips of his beloved, and 
have laid her remains with her babe in the 
Christian grave, over wliich he could potlf 
his sorrows, his lot had been blessedness.** 
Thus ho poured out his tortured soul to the 
lonely widow. “ His benign^ his bCantlfu^ 
his most gentle wife, inevery Way 1iiB4af4ined 
victim since his baleful eyes had first tested 
upon her beauty, had been ^natcly^ from 
Ixim, by the most dreadful and imfcmtable 
fate that over fell on sinful than ; hom him 
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^vho liad sinned so deeply against Heaven 
and against her.” 

Long before Ranald awakened from the 
eclipse of soul 'into which he had sunk, his' 
infant son had been buried with the mingled 
festivity and barbarous pomp of tlie country; 
and, as strange rumours had crept abroad 
among the neighbouring clans, it was deemed 
expedient by the Bhalie and the elders of 
the tribe, that the mock funeral rites of the 
lady should be solemnized with like obser- 
vance. A timely fall of snow, by blocking 
up the passes of tlie country, prevented tliQ 
gentlemen invited from the adjacent counties 
finm attending the 1)urial ; and, though it 
was impossible to stifle the prevailing; whis- 
pers, who durst say that the cofiin of the 
youthful lady of Lochnaveen held but a clayey 
image ; or that there had been dark and fo^ 
play 1 

From the hasty and confused letter of the 
Bhalie, Mr. Bradshaw too soon learned that 
he no longer had a child, that liis daughter 
slept in the peaceful grave with her new-born 
infant. In all tliis there was deep, deep 
affliction, and also pious submission to the 
will of God ; but nothing of the doubt and 
horror aw^akened in the soul of Aaron Hiy, 
by a mysterious letter which he received flfbm 
Edinbui'gh. Without saying one word to 
the bereaved father he set out for ^‘otland, 
vowing that if he went to the ends of the 
earth, and roused all England, he should be 
satisfied that she to whom he had been so 
strongly attached, and for whom he had 
judged so rashly, had been fairly, if not 
kindly dealt with. 

In passing through^dinburgh, Hill had 
an interview’' with the sheriff of the county, 
himself a Highland gcntlemam, who affected 
to treat the prevailing idle rumour of the 
disappearance of the lady’s corpse with con- 
tempt, as a piece of pure Celti<rekaggeration. 

The condition in which Mr. Hill found 
the Cliief, when, tahout Christmas-tide, he 
reached Lochnaveen, at once changed Uie 
current of his thoughts and feelings. Aar’bn 
Hill was the first human being, save tlie 
lonely widow of the water-fall, to w'hom 
Ranald had ever spoken of the loss of his 
beloved wife, and of the mysterious visitation 
which had tenfold increased his misery. It 
^yas to pill that he showed all those scraps 
of letters, which were now his most precious 
treiSGres, and which poor Sarah had from 
time to time begun to address' to himself, to 
her fa<ffler, afid to her aunt. And as he 
moumfifily restored' them to tlieir sacred 

i . . 


repository, in the agony of parting with his 
lost Sarah’s dear friend, the w'hole truth 
came out ; — have more to tell, sir,” said 
Ranald. “ You who know my sins against 
her, ought to know the full extent of my 
punishment. You wlio know .my guilt ; — 
my people dare not whisper of this — by a 
fate terrible, and without example, that angel 
was snatched from the wretch so ifiiwrorthy 
of her. — To be bereaved of a beloved wife 
has been many a man’s fate, and a man’s 
spirit must sustain it. But mirie — in the 
night ! it was in darkest night; her dear • 

remains Oh, tUere were no obseipies 

for Sarah ! TJie babe was buried with 

Christian rites, but the mother ! It was 

not W’ith Iter as wuth otlier mortals. *' I was 
all unworthy to give the Must to its dust.’ < 
That angel was n^steriously borne aitvay to 
the angelic, and I am left to endless wailing 
and remorse.” 

Tliis was not new to Aaron Hill, who had, 
under the seal of seci*ecy, been told all by 
the Bhalie, one of Sarah’s sincerest mourners ; 
but he supp’*essed his previous know’ledge^ ■ 
and, deeply affected, offered such consolation 
as he could, and resolved to carry the young 
Chief with him to England. Ranald^ liKd 
shown utter indifference ; but the Bhalie was 
overpowered by gratitude, on hearing tJiat 
Mr, Bradshaw, notwithstanding the death 
of tlie infant, intended to treat the husband 
of his daughters choice us if* he wei^ his 
o^vn son. 

Though the worthy ^owdand functionary 
had his own suspicions that the pride which 
had spumed the English lady while .living, 
miglit have grudged her remains a fe^Y^ feet ^ 
of earth among the chiefs of the Clan, an<f ^ ^ 
that her. corpse had been conveyed away t*6 
prevent such desecration of the ancient 
tombs, he was considerably staggered 1;y the 
testimony of some of the w’atchers, who 
asserted that the body had been boi'»o aw'ay 
on a cloud by the Cailleach-dhu-glas^ whose 
boding screams ha'd long portended the death 
of some one connected with the family of 
the Chief. One of the sleepy W’atchers 
solemnly swore, that as day dawned, and 
just before the cocks began to crow in the 
hamlet, a dark cloud suddenly invested the 
upper pait of the hall, and dimmed the corpse- 
candles, and next minute no lady lay there ! 
The Bhalie owned it was a mystery , — ^ Not,” 
as he remarked to^ Mr. Hill, that any 
Cliristian friend or parent need grieve that 
the .dear lost leddy was not laid in their 
Pdga]\ burial-place^- set round with blocks- of 
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granite with scarts upon them, in the -lan- 
guage of Fion Maccoul, ” — ae the Bhalie 
described the Runic characters — “ and no a 
wfselike ashler -wark thruch-stane of reformed 
masonry among them, either with a Ilicjac^^ 
or a plain Here lies ; so I should ne’er grieve 
for that ; had it only been the Lord’s will 
that devout men of lier ain country and kin 
had boriie tlie precious lady to her burial. 
And what ye say of Mr. Bradshaw anent 
these 9mdsets, really sIioavs the noble spirit 
of the British merchant, and i?f far more 
• than a certain clan’s jn’ide deserves at his 
hands ; though twenty of the queans are 
ready to swear the \iCiov hsArn scraughed, if 
that were needful to secure the succession. 
And as for our Laird,paying any siller back, 

^ yc ken the adage, ‘It’s^ill taking the breeks 
aff a Highlandman.* ” • 

“ It is not at all needful. The money will 
never he sought for. Little does my poor 
friend mind it lo-day,” replied Aaron Hill. 

“ Well, that being so, I fancy I must 
j:lraw out ^too, and give Lochnaveen another 
*year o* my services ; though I am in terms 
fojp the mill and mill-lands o’ Dron. Ho 
needs, at this cieesis and predicament, both 
a*<i<acr and, a friend, poor young gentleman. 
And he has shown something of the Christian 
of late, to give him His due ; that is, he 
rampauged lik^ a Turk, as if he Vould have 
pulled down the firmament, when he lost the 
j)OQr|dear lady, that he maybe thought less 
^ o* wlien ho liad her. But, Lord pardon me ! 
for when I fall in with a friend and coun- 
. tfyman, I let ouf overly muckle o’ my breath. 
But ali’is safe.” T , 

. ^‘‘Quite so,” said Mr. Hill. But where 
Js the Man of the Dirk all this while? He 
•is agg.in presumptive clan ^eir.- Is the 
Shadow with him now ? ” 

“ *Od, and we would need the mill o’ pron 
under our lee-bow an Donhuil nam Biodag 
, were LMrd. He is just as he aye was, ‘ ance 
wudo and aye waur,’ a^ w^e say. A fine 
stramash ho kicked up at the poor lamb’s 
funeral, when /, as factor, in absence o’ the 
Chief, bedfast at the time, wanted to lay Mr. 
Bradsha^v*B grandson’s head i* the grave. 
Plaided and plumed, dirk and pistol in belt, 
comes my hero, looking soberer, in ae sense, 
than he has done for seven years, and dafter 
in another, and ’pushed me from my lawful 
post, in si^ht of all. Poor savage ! had I 
been of his ain wild-cai temper, there would 
have been the wonted service of dirk-stabs 
and bloody crowns ih the kirkyard, fuUj as 
common at our Hicland burials as red wine 


and wassail broad, — ^brutish, barbarian race ! 
How I ath ever to escape their fangs, unless 
1 fall on the Patriarch’s plan wi’ Laban the 
* Syrian, set off wi’ my sma’ gettings, and cross 
Maam Tamar, under the cloud o* night, 
after a thirty years* sore bondage—” 

“And, like the Patriarch, with no small 
increase of flocks and herds,” said Mr. Hill, 
smiling. “ But I would fain see Donald of ' 
the Dirk ere 1 go, and I must carry Loch- I 
naveen off* if possible. Botli his mental and | 
bodily health require this. Nighean DonacM j 
Jtuadh is, I presume, invisible to me. I 
thought, Mr. Hossack, I had helped to send 
an angel of peace among you ; my attempts 
at hewing have only produced strife.” 

“'J’rue, sir, — ower true. The son would 
now dirk the mother that bore him ; and 
the mother would swear away the bread of 
life frae her ain bairn’s lip. She would 
swear to your face that the bonny lamb, who 
was heir to Mr. Bradshaw’s heritage, in right 
of its mother, never drew the breath o* life. 
As for Donald, her an Id pet, she will not look 
on him now ; so he has bigged a new bower 
o’ wands to himself about the head of Glen- 
dhu, near the lochan, in the little vale where 
tile poor dear young thing, that never kenned 
wliat it ivas to sit at a cauld fireside till she 
came amang us, wanted to big a bit bothy 
i’ the last summer. It’s a place no ccevileezed 
foot can reach from October to March. Yc 
cannot see Donald of the Dirk, Mr. Hill.”*, 
The Chief acconjpanied Mr. Hill to Eng- 
land ; the Chieftainess seldom left the Castle 
through the wJiole season; and Donald of 
the Dirk, more recluse than ever, unlike his 
usual custom, kept the high ground through 
all that severe wdnter. The preceding har- 
vest had, it lijft been said, been scanty ; and 
the long stormy winter, and cold, tardy 
spring bro 4 jght all hut famine to the glens 
of the Nmh. Those who were far from 
the coast, where their more fortunate com- 
patriots could pick up a few shell-fish to 
ajlay the pangs of hunger, lived for some 
time on a little meal mixed with the hlood 
of their cattle ; and at last, having ate up 
every thing jmssible to be eaten, were under 
the temptation, as he sometimes feared, of 
eating up the Lowdand Bhalie, the only 
plump, juicy, and well-conditioned animal j 
now remaining in the valley. # is 
In the midst of their o^i tiistjjss and 
famine, the people of the hamlet had not 
forgotten their gallant, brave^ and mentally 
afflicted clansman, Donald of im Dirk. 
After a heavy fall of snovr^ lasting ^or some 
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days, about tlie end of February a few young 
men who had been accuetomcd to supply the 
hunter with the meal and other necessaries 
of his hardy and abstemious life, resolved to* 
penetrate at all hazards to the Glen-dhu to 
ascertain his pei^onal safety. 

Donhuil was found alone, with his faithful 
hound, leaning, in his wattled shed, on the 
little mound of earth covered with fern <and 
branches of juniper, which served at once for 
Ills seat, his couQh, and his altar. Dying, 
they perceived at the first glance, he evidently 
was ; though he complt).ined of no partipulai; 
ailment, and sufiered, he said, almost no- 
thing. He told his friends that he was 
calmer and happier now than he had been I 
for many past years ; that this last had been I 
to him a blissful winter, and that he felt and 
ardently welcomed approaching dissolution. 

The wild-fii*e of his hold,^ quick, eye, was 
quenched now, and the raven hair ivas 
hJanched to the wliiteness of the snows that 
lay, far and wide, around his dwelling. He 
had hut one remaining wish on earth; it 
was to sec Mr. Aaron Hill. 

Many of the inhabitants of Loelmaveen 
would have travelled to the ends of the earth 
on this dying man's errand ; and luckil^^ i 
Hill had, about this time, come to Speymouth | 
on his forest business. But Speymouth was ; 
far off, und it was the middle of* March 
before Aaron, astonished by the message, 
could reach the clansman. Donald of the 
Dirk had, meanwhile, peremptorily refused 
either to be carried down to the inhabited 
strath, or to suffer a stranger fo sleep within 
his shed, even for one night. 

It was with some difficulty, even in Marche 
that Mr. Hill, the Bhalie, and a party of 
gillies, reached tlie solitary* spot, so fresh 
and lovely in its summer greenness, so deso- 
late now, when the only contrast to the chill 
universal white of Nature's shfbud, was the 
dim gray lochariy the black crags that beetled 
over it, and the dark wattled shed of the 
hunter, which rose exactly where poor Sarfh 
had wished to rear her imagined Bower of Bliss. 

Mr. Hill had hut a slight knowledge of 
the Gaelic tongue; yet ft scarce needed 
spoken language to make him understand as 
wild a tale — the man and the place con- 
sidered — as ever was poured on a poet's ear, 
c The fdying clansman first tore open lus 
vesjijind oriBj'wed him Sarali Umdshaw’s 
Prayer-book, and round it a tress of her 
long silky hair; then, more' hurriedly^ he 
, swept flway tfie pile of fern and juniper from 
. ' ilia little mound of earth on w^hich he usually 


reclined, and pointed, with wild gestums, to 
heaven and to it, and passionately clasped 
and kissed the book and the tress, and wept 
and knelt over that earth-heap, fervently 
muttering his mingled Christian prayers 
and heathen spells, until he sank exhausted 
on the grave w^hich he had dug for hei* he 
had wonshipped I 

Almost as faint as the dying nfiin, Mr. 
Hill at once comprehended all the meanings 
which Donhuil wished to convey — the story 
of Sarah’s^ grave. But the wild'' wdsh, the 
anxious prayer on his lips, in hitf eyes, and - 
in liis whole speakifig face, could not be 
understood by the anxious Englishman, Avliose 
hand Donald of the Dirk now wrung in 
entreaty, ns with the dpth-gripe. 

Betw^een fear and stupidity, the Blialie’s • 
interpretation, wh^n Aaron at last called him 
in, Avas at first confused enough. The dying 
man had passionately entreated that his corpse 
might he laid near the remains of her “who,” 
he said, “had ever been his spirit’s bride, 
and who all his life long had haunted him, 
though, for Lis sins and impiety, ^latterly iif 
the guise of a fair and tormenting Phanteni. 
She had, he said, for a brief space, and for 
the heavier punishment of Jiis deep guift, 
been taken from him, and given, in a mortal 
shape, to Mac Mic ilamiull; hut fate liad 
snatched h\5r from Ranald : fiow she was all 
his own, and he was blest. The Sha1>ow 
darkened his path no more ; 'and shc^ his 
mysterious own, whose fair body slept in tlie , » 
dust, eyer hovered around him, — not now 
armed with unearthly terrors, but in holy, 
and blessed •‘dreams descended to cheer and 
soothe him ; reciting her prayers; and chant- 
ing her Christian psalms, for the dying 
sinner. — Soomwould he sleep by her side in 
the narrow house, who now in heaven 
pleaded for the fallen Rebel, and the •Dark 
Man of the Dark Land,” 

“But Lord pardon me,” said the^Bhalie,, 
pQ,using in his rude interpretation, “for 
deaving you, Mr. Hill, with a daft man's 
raving heathen jaunders. And to steal the 
corpse, the sacrilegious villain! It must 
have beeh for her gay gold rings, like, as the 
story gangs of the auld Beadle o' Dron 

“I don’t think it was,” interrupted Mr. 
Hill, gently disengaging his hand from the 
convulsive clasp of the dyihg man. “ Poor 
Donald,” hte said, ** were his bright Twhi- 
spirit and lus Dark Shadow, aftef all, things 
less substantial than the Phantoms of Pride 
and Ambition, which' those around him 
alfeniately cliase or are pursued by % " 
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A long pause followed. 

‘‘Think 3"e the breath is out o’ him?” 
whispered the Bhalie. “Ay, Donald, lad, 
3"0«lie quiet enough now on the broad o’ 
your back, that would have braved the Deil 
liimsel’. — Sacrilegious savage ! j»lead in 
heaven for him ! Ye’ll ken better about it, 
or I’m inista’cn, ere your soles be mickle 
ca aider i’ 

The Bhalie luckily spoke in the impunity 
of his Lowland Scotch ; for there were dirks 
in other hinds besides Donald’s. , ^ 

, . “ Husli*!” cried the Englishman, as the 
riighlanders, with lieaMy heart and*)vct eyes, 
having for above ten minutes gazed on their 
clansman, arranged the body, and, swathing 
it in diuen, thj'ew over it, as a pall, the 
, ample folds of the belled plaid. • 

“ Y^ shall not la^- Hhe corp there ; we 
jniist have up the lady’s Uody^ ; — and drive 
out that j^elping hound of his,” said the 
Bhaliv^ now assumiug the master. 

“ Let his ])0or remains even rest, mj* 
friend,” said Hill. “Brave Donald, vrith 
-i>is astonisiiiug mental and bodily’ energies, 
wa^ ‘ of imagination all coiflpact.’ In 
arfothcr state of society I know not what he 
might have been, p- whether a hero, a poet, 
or a'madmtin.” 

“ The last, be weel, assured,” said the 
Bhalie. “Butju^ Pagan corp shall not lie 
for another hour beside that of a Cliristian 
English gentlewoman of good fortune.” 

“#fa3%jiay,” said Aaron Hill, “ ymu for- 
get Him who has xnade of one blood all 
nations to dwell, together upon tlic face of 
^hc eajpth. Donhuirs madness oannot now 
distiu’b the gentle sleeper ; nor 'can I corti- 
' ’ mand those to be ^jdparated whom deatli has 
fib mysteriouslj’^ united’: — let tl;i€l Enthusiast 
keep Ins Basil Pot.” 

- • Tli^ Bhalie probably knew as much of the 
pathetic tale of Boccaccio as did, in that day, 
any othgr man of that Northern county, the 
Sheriff not excepted. 

“ What’s your will, sir ?” said the gaping 
factor. 

“ Nothing, Mr. Hossack, save that the 
ohse<iuies of the lady, and those of the kins- 
man of the Chief, must be cared for ; nor 
l>oor Lochnaveen, y»ur master, have his 
green wounds opened afresh.” 

“ And where «\'Ould ye have them laitl, 
sir?” . • 

“ Where - the tree falleth there let it lie,” 
said Aaron, iftournfully * 

* ♦ ^ * * 

It was after sunset, on a dewy^Aptil 


' evening, just two j^ears from the time tliat 
the Goldsmith’s Daughter had, from her 
father’s ca,3ement in Ludgate Hill, first seen 
•her Highland Chief, that the remains of the 
clansman were, though in secresy, yet with 
wail and weeping, dirge and coronach, laid 
hy the side of a wattled coffin, lined with 
the softest deer-skins and moss ; the slirine 
which the hunter’s hand had secretly framed 
for his treasure, and which Aaron Hill 
would not allow to he touched, save to he 
enclosed in an outer casing of rough oak 
planks. And over it as many tears were 
shed, and prayers were said, as if the lonely 
tenant had been a lady of the land. And 
oft at midnight was the Chieftainess seen to 
repalrlo, and sit hy, the distant lonely Cairn ; 
though none might guess of the dark com- 
muulngs that she was said to hold there, who 
never again looked upon the sun, or received 
any guest, save The Widow of the Waterfall 
and the Irish priest. 

Before Mr. Hill left Lochnaveen, he made 
it he proclaimed to the famine-struck people, 
that a shij) from Leith, laden with oatmeal 
for the sustenance of their starving women 
and children, was now lying nt a place, 
whicli he named, on tlie western Sutherland 
coast, — “ The Blessing,” he * said, while 
bitterness, and kindness, and sorrow, and 
even liuvTour, %vere all strangely mingled in 
his ey'e, — ^“the Blessing of Nighean Ceard 
to her RaonulVs proud ungrateful clan.” 

Thus, if smiles had been wanting at 
Sarah’s welcoming, there were plenteous and 
grateful teara shed at her farewell ; and her 
memory, though the date is placed far be- 
y'^oiid the actual tim^’ of her existence, still 
lives in the traditions of that now broken 
and dispersed qlau, as that of a wonderful, 
blessed, and m^’sterio i'i being, to the cruel 
and inhospitable treatment of whom, the 
ruin of tlirt«mily, and the breaking up or 
scattering of the tribe, are to be traced. But 
though thus talked of witl; Cam-heg^ Lamdh 
Dearg^ Mag Mullarh^ and the otlier formid- 
able personages of Highland superstition, 
the memory of Sarah Bradshaw has its one - 
gentler distinction. The terrible famine of 
the season following her death is still well- 
remembered in the glens of the North ; and 
when, as was said at the opening of our 
story, any one in the extremity of destitu-^ 
tion receives unexpected and. pjovfdential 
relief, the grateful Highlanders will st 3 Ii ^11 
the unmerited -boon “ Tite Blessing of Ni* 
ghiOAi Ceard,** • •% 
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Of the Clan of Looluiaveen, the proud one day to discover this treasure, and with it 
** Hace of the Sons of Raonull,” all else that buy or win back tlie country of Lochnaveen, 
now remains are a few floating fragments of and reinstate the scattered tribe in all its 
tradition; — the unpeopled country; the- ancestral prido and glory, 
chapel-like Cairuy which the Southern * * * * 

grouse-shooter starts to meet in the moun- It is also, according to the tradition, 
tain cotrei, by the lochan of water-lilies ; believed, that the Chief and his mother never 
and the solemn lesson, to those who can again met during the few years of solitude 
apply it, on which Aaron Hill spoke to the and rigid penance w'hich that ladyipurvivcd 
mourners — to Celts and Saxons alike — of the death of her Saxon daughter. Uanald, 
that gracious Pywer, who has made of one after the death of Mr. Bradshaw, passed to 
blood all nations to dwell together in unity the Contiijent, and was known tq have been 
and peace upon the face of the earth. attache"^ to the Pretender’s causq ; and, in 

— — ' -the llebpllion of 17^6, a few of his people 

There is a certain township bordering on followed the banner of his ancient ally 
Lako Michigan, where the Gaelic language Lochiel ; and on the fatal field of Culloden, 
is at this day more purely spoken than in for the last time the “ Keepers of the ^leart” 
the Higlilands, and clan legends are more displayed their clan pfennon. I^’rom thence ^ ^ 
freshly remembered ; and -where, on a win- they bore away, with great risk to^ them- . 
ter’s night, round the blazing log-fire, a selves, tlic body 6f a bravo foreign leader, 
meriy tale is sometimes told ^of the adventures . who had distinguished himself in the fight, 
of a Lowlandct called “ Bhalie Breekish,” or w’hich they piously concealed in the woods 
Bhalie ** Broad-bonnet,” who on his return of Strathglas, until the hot i)ursuit of Ciim- 
tci^e South with the accumulated plunder berland’s soldiers was over. Though the 
of thirty years, was waylaid in Slmgh elders of the scattered tribe at one<.‘ identified 
Mtiichy or the Hole of Swine, by a detach- the stately if faded person of their Chief, 
ment of the clan with blackened faces, and there would have been doubts among tlic 
compelled to disgorge. Shouts of laughter younger men, save from the circumstancc^pf 
would follow the comical description of -tile the body of the henchman, Sweyn* Og, 
nieful looks of the factor, stripped to his having also been fpund, as if the faithful 
shirt, and turned adrift on the mqpr, when follower ^ad fallen in attempting to cover ’ 
his brass knee-buckles were generously re- his Chief from the sabre stroke of. the 
turned to him by one Sweyn Og, who English trooper, which had .cleft his own 
pretended to believe that they were gold, skull. Then Sweyn had recognised • his 
Another edition of tlie same tale relates, that beloved master 1 — The stranger ^ as, at all ^ 
the wily Bhalie, before taking his departni-e, events, solemnly, if sebretly, laid within the 
had, under the walls of the cartle, buried three ** Circle of^ Stones” at the feet iyi Nighean 
crogans filled with gohl pieces. Yankee or DmacJid Ruadhy and the tattered hahner of 
Saxon superstition must have vulgarized or the tribe, for concealment and safety, Vas % 
rendered tame Celtic imagin^ition, before the dropt into that grave; ‘ • 

prophecy w^as added, that a Mac Ranald The sun of .Lochnavecn had set^ The 
from over the broad sea, having six fingers glory of the Race of Raonull had departed . 
on each hand, and six toes on^ci^oh foot, was with The Tinkeh’s Daughter.” 


THE EWZABETHINES. 

BY MRS. GORE. 

Sad as tbe heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 

She stood ia tears amid the alien com ! Keats. ^ 

I HAVE had reason hitherto to complain of wasted votary, bearing the^ impress of seci'et 
ill-forCun^ ii^he visits I have made to con- and silent afflictipn,— of suppressed passions, 
vdSitS^and monasteries. Other travelled are —of self-resignation! For my own part, 1 
sure to meet with some interesting novice or must acknowledge tliat I never yet chanced 
digni^d lady abbess, — some celestial sister upon a cloistered victim in any way worthy 
alreadjf ^‘enskied and sainted,”— ir or some of sympathy^ The reverend mother has 
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usually proved a cross old woman much 
addicted to snuiF ; with a* skin like yellow 
flannel, and a gait like that of the Fairy 
Carabosse ; and I have always found the 
Sister appointed to do the honours of the con- 
vent, dull, corpulent, middle-aged, and con- 
tented, as well as self-contented. The only 
mm I ever saw who could lay claim to 
personal*beauty, was a very lovely creature, 
with whom, some ten years ago, I passed a 
rainy afternoon at Toumay. Instead, how- 
ever of adding the grace of pensive Ehnseiism 
, to her otlicr attractions, the holy sister 
])rovcd as aiTant a gigl<ft as any reproved by 
the Lady Beatrice of tlic Tor Hill ; and 
laughed and crowed like an idiot, w'hilc I 
sat adiAiring her skill in ironing^ — a most 
.unsentimental employment for a heroine ! 

Henceforward, howetcr^ I will make no 
complaints on this head ; for I have recently 
witnessed a scene within the w’alls of a 
religious institution, which has proved the 
source of many deep and painful emotions. 
1 will not call it interesting^ for such a term 
k most unfitly applied to the real right- 
earnest calamities of human life. * 

The convent of the Elizahethines, or 
EW^ahe^hmerinwiTn^x^ situated in one of the 
subuHs of 'Vienna; and was endowed by 
the Queen of Hungary whose name it bears, 
as an hospital for fifty poor women, to be 
served and attended by as many professed 
nuns. The .institution closely resembles 
that* Idmirable one founded by Saint Vin- 
\ent de Panic, — the Smirs de la Charite, — 
an^ maintains the same character* of uni- 
versal bepevolence, of self-denying and pious 
activiJt 3 ^ In addition to the fifty objeefs 
♦received into the jvhrdof the hospital, tlie 
Eiizabethines distribute their ^lantablc of- 
fices t(^ such of the neighbouring poor as 
i^pply^for assistance or advice ; and the holy 
sisters are not only adored by those i^ho 
Mve beep restored to health through their 
skill and gentle care, but are regarded as the 
tutelary angels of the quarter in which their 
convent is situated. 

Anxious to observe the intonial regula- 
tions of an institution I had so frequently 
heard named with the blessings of gratitude,, 
I presented myself ^t the parlair of the 
Elizabethines ; and having referred my re- 
quest for admittai)ce to the reverend mother, 
I was* ipstantly and graciously recyeived. 

The sister 'appointed by the abbess to 
conduct me over the building, was a cheer- 
ful intelligent woman. —< cheerful frem the 
consoling sense of duties diligently pe|h 
VoL. III. 


formed, and from the remembrance of a 
long life i9pent in the service of her fellow- 
creatures. - She was gentle and even elegant 
*in her address, although slightly deformed 
in person ; but 1 beg my readers will not 
despond over this untoward circumstance, 
for I respectfully forewarn them that Sister 
Agatha is not the heroine of my adventure. 

“ This is our laboratory,” said she, throw- 
ing open a door which emitted a rich steam 
of spicy decoctions ; and I perceived tliat the 
antique oaken compartments vrithin, were 
^losely filled with mysterious jars which 
appeared to contain all the syrups of the 
East.” A little boy beside the polished 
countej was receiving from the hands of an 
old nun, a basket of medicines for his sick 
mother ; accompanied by more counsels and 
injunctions than I thought so small a head 
might well retain; and in an inner chamber 1 
caught a glimpse of three reverend sisters 
seated round a table, on which stood an 
aii>pump, an electrifying machine, and a 
ponderous pair of scales. Their dress,-— 
the flowing black robe and milk-white 
scapulary, worn somewhat after the fashion 
of a Roman cowtadines^^Wx^Xt dignified 
g|;avity, which might have become “Tyne- 
mouth’s haughty Prioress,” formed a strange 
contrast with their several occupations ; 
which were those of pulling lint, weighing 
poppy heads, and shelling small seeds for 
some medicinal purpose. 

After exhibiting “ an alligator stuffed,” 
and some other objects of natural history, — 
the marvel and glory of the simple nuns, — 
Sister Agatha led me successively tlirough 
the wardrol»e, where* a detacliment of tlie 
nuns were busily stitching garments for the 
rest of the community, — through the sa- 
cristy, where another dirision was occupied 
in preparing decorations for their church, to 
be used on'TIvme ensuing solemnity, — and 
finally, into the kitchen of tlie convent, — the 
neatest and most appetizing, I should think, 
that exists in the German empire. 

Wherever wc passed, the nuns crowded 
round to kiss the hand of my conductress, 
and to welcome her with loquacious delight. 
She was evidently a 'person of importance 
and a favourite, for even the sisters occupied 
in the confectionary in preparing delicacies 
for their convalescent patients, left^ their- 
sugar to burn while they indulged a pass- 
ing gossip with Sister Agatha. ** ^ 

The order and- distribution of the extensive 
building were admirable ; and the long^pot- 
less corridors pdved with policed S^burg 
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marWe,— the cream-coloured stone used for 
lithographic engraving, — formed a striking 
contrast with the usually filthy passages of 
Vienna mansions^ and spoke strongly in 
favour of the superior cleanliness of female 
occupations. 

** You ai-e fortunate,” observed Sister 
Agatha, as we ascended the stairs, in hav- 
ing visited us at the hour appointed for the 
reception of visiters into the ward. It is the 
bright season of ^our day, and will diminish 
the painful impression arising from the sight 
of the afflicted.” 

As she spoke she threw open the door of 
the hospital, — a long gallery containing 
fifty beds, each bearing a German inscrip- 
tion, purporting that the wants of its sick 
tenant were relieved ** through the love of 
God.” A murmur of joy and surprise 
sainted the entrance of Sk.ber Agatha into 
the ward ; and the numerous visiters, many 
of them belonging to a highly respectable 
class of life, deserted the beds of their sick 
friends to salute her witli expressions of 
'welcome and gratitude^ , Many of the poorer 
order, unable to lose their time, although 
in the offices of affection, had brought their 
work ; and were diligently knitting or sew- 
ing while they listened to the monotonous 
recitals of the sufferers — the mother, the 
sister, the friend, they were 'come to 
visit. On several coverlids lay little tokens 
of interest,— a flower, a biscuit, a hand- 
kerchief, — or some other humble offering, 
bestowed by the poor, in honest good will, 
upon tile still poorer ; and every ghastly 
countenance among tl;i.e sufferers was lighted 
up by an expression of joyful and grateful 
excitement. There was one among them, 
old, and apparently heavily afflicted, who 
was gassing with an intensity of affection, 
almost painful to behold, upon 8,,;Brell-dreseed 
young man, a student of Isome German 
college, who sate beside her bed, holding 
he'r poor thin hafid. 

Their history was evident. She ^ad 
sacrifiaefl much to secure to a beloved son 
the e4ucation and appearance of more 
llberi^ means ; and K 1 might judge by the 
affectionate expression of the young scho- 
lar’s countenance, her motherly self-denial 
, was neither unappreciated nor unrewarded. 
'^Gever&l of the convalescent were dressed 
. a^d^JceaUid among their ftiends ; and the 
aipearance of some even justified the in- 
forn^^on I, had received, mat the poor and 
needy were detained by the Elizabethines 
long hfter thfir recovery, provided they 


were unable to work for their maintenance 
elsewhere. 

**It must be highly gratifying to your 
feelings, dear sister, to see those poor crea- 
tures restored to health and usefulness 
through your ministry,” said I to my guide. 
" There arc many here whose looks do equal 
honour to the skill and to the tenderness 
of those by whose care they h&Ve been 
tended.” 

You must remember, however,” replied 
Sister ^Agatha, ‘^that we frequently receive 
incurable patients ; and that amdhg so large 
a number, we have fne grief of seeing many 
die, notwithstanding our most anxious exer- 
tions. There,” she continued in a whisper, 
pointing to the last bed we had 'passed, 
there lies one to whom it only remains fopi 
us to administer the*last offices.” S- looked,' 
and savr a wasted pallid face, turned towards 
the pillow, as though to drown the murmur 
of the crowded ward. Her c^^es were closed, 
and her slight delicate hand lay open upon 
the sheet in the relaxation of debility. She 
'vs’^as young, and as far as I coulcf judge froln 
the adjustment of her linen, was of a beftcr 
order than the other patients. 

As I paused for a moment at the bottom 
of the bed, to look upon her wdth the reve- 
rence due to one who is about to put on the 
garb of hnmortality, my shadow fell upon 
her face. She unclosed her sunken eyes for 
a moment, and then shut them, after pi look 
of despair, — a shudder of hopedessness^^ 
which I can never .forget. I passed on 
hastily ; and looked at my attendant for an 
explanation, as she led me into a little chapel 
at the end of the gallery, opening into it for 
the service of the sick. 

I observed that the eyes of the compas- 
sionate nun were filled with tears ; but as 
we, were ^now before the altar, she knelt*^ 
down to repeat a paternoster, without reply- 
ing to my mute inquiry. Some- minutes 
afterwards, as wo were descending the staim 
towards the church of the convent, 1 took 
courage to question her concerning the dying 
woman. \ 

You say that she will not long survive ; 
yet of all the hoBpital, hers was the only bed 
unsoothed by some kind viriter. The poor 
creature appears totally deserted,— has she 
no friends in Vienna V 

” She ib heavily 'visited both in mind and 
body,’^ replied Sister Agatha, evasively. 
”The Almighty hath been pleased to deal 
with her as “with those he loveth. When 
she first became our inmate, she was placed 
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next unto the bed of the young student's 
mother ; and the sight of his asaiduous filial 
aifection proved so great a trial to the poor 
creature’s feelings^ that compassion induced 
mo to remove her to the end of the ward ; 
where her desolate condition is less apparent 
to others, — less painful to herself.” 

At tills moment we entered the church ; 
and froiS a feeling, intelligent woman, Sister 
Agatha became at once the narrow devotee, 

— tlie blind votary of superstition. Her 
order, audits dignity, — her chufeh^and its 
relies, — Ifer director, and his aiguathemas, 
became paramount in*her mind ; 'and she 
proudJy claimed my admiration for the 
skeleton of the giant St. Columbus, which 
sparkled through its gjass coffin \^ith ribs set 
in false stones and tinsel, — and for the 
choir Mfchind whose inystes-ious curtain, the 
hymns of the veiled Elizahethines are heard 
with reverence by the congregation. From 
the church we passed into the inner sacristy ; 
where the good nun expatiated right elo- 
quently ujgou the beauties of several gilt 
calvaries and holy sepulchres, jiresented to 
thgir treasury by Maria Theresa and her 
successors. Despairing of bringing her back 
to*tlje subject of riie dying woman above, I 
prejjured to take my leave by presenting a 
trifling offering towards the funds of the 
institution ; and 1 was indiscreet *enoug]i to 
venture a second donation, with a request 
tliat might ' be applied to the especial use 
,of the i)Ocr deserted woman. 

Sister Agatha, whoshad accepted^ my iii'st 
^ift with gratitude, put back my bwd with 
indignation when 1 tendered {he secox^d. 
“ Have you 'observed,” she inquirad, any 
symptoms of partiality ip our arrangements, 

— or any \rant of general conCfort? What 
do .our sick require that is not instantly 

'administered? Nay— what fancy or cagrice 
do they expi^ss, which is not anxiously 
gratifie<>hy the reverend mother?” 

1 craved foigiveness fox my involuntary 
offence, which I attribute, and truly, to 
the heartfelt compassion inspired by the 
deserted condition of the dying patient ; and 
Sister Agatha, after silently examining my 
countenance, as if to assure herself wlu^ 
degree of confidence fihe might place in my 
discretion, replied, W^, well ; say no 
more of it, — 1 perceive that tlie request, 
howev6r inffiscreet, arose from a ^eiitle feel- 
ing. Stay r’ ^she continued, leading me back 
into the saeristy and closing the door aftw 
us, “you are young,* — you belong to tjw 
children of the world, — and the history of 


I that unfortunate woman may prove a useful 
lesson. Have you leisure to listen ?” 

1 seated* myself by her side with grateful 
* alacrity ; and Sister Agatha, taking out her 
knitting, commenced the 'following nar- 
ration. 

“ I will call the poor soul Cecilia ; and 
as 1 have no fear that you will discover her 
real name and title, I will fairly own that 
she is bom of one of the noblest houses of 
Hungary, — her ancestors •have even been 
among the most liberal benefactors of the 
convent in which her last sufferings have 
been alleviated. Cecilia became an orphan 
shortly after her birth ; and as her fortune 
^as considerable, she was bequeathed to the 
guardianship of the liead of her father’s 
family. Even now you may judge that slie 
was once a lovely creature ; and when I add 
that her disposkion was volatile, and her 
education totally neglected, you will be the 
more inclined to look with lenity upon the 
indiscretion that induced her at the age of j 
sixteen to elope from her uncle’s palace, and 
to bestow her hand and affections upon a 
very unworthy object. 

“ It was during Hie' occupation of the 
army of Napoleon ; and at a period when 
the Austrian nobility found themselves com- 
pelled to admit into their fiamestic circles 
many French officers who, at another time, 
would have l)een spurned from tlieir society. 
Among the rest, a Colonel of cuirassiers was 

quartered in the palace of Prince ■■ of 

— - , Cecilia’s uncle. He proved to bo a 
man of ignoble birth, — ignoble cliaracter, — 
ignoble habits ; but the poor child who 
1^ been accustomed to receive among her 
proud relations only the harshest usage and 
coldest severit/, was too easily touched by 
the adulation of the wiJy Frenchman to be 
sensible t( 4 j^hese defects. His anxiety, too, 
to possess himself of Cecilia’s ample dower, 
taught him to conceal them, — if not from 
her family,— at least froift her deluded self. 
T<^ dwell as little as posrible upon her errors, 
permit me to say tW Cecilia was induced 
by her lover to elope from Vienna ; and that 
sl^ became a wife and a mother before she 
had attained her seventeenth year. 

“Were you better acquainted with our 
national habits, it would be useless to add 
that she was immediately denounced as an* 
outcast and an alien, by Her ^iiidigi;^^ 
family ; that jl^r name became a forbidden 
sound, and that she was soon aooo^fi^ad as 
among the dead* Well woulJ it have beexi 
for the unhappy ci'eature, hibd'the Almighty 
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indeed bo ordered her destiny ! for Ipng before 
her splendid fortune was dissipated, — and a 
few years enabled her de|>raved husband to , 
squander it away, — Cecilia had become an 
object of disgust to him for whose sake she 
had sacrificed her kindred and her country ; 
and neglect and cruelty sufficiently justified 
the antipathy conceived against him by her 
relations on their first acquaintance. 

“ The fortune of war was fated to relieve 
her fi’oin the persecutions of him whose 
obscure name she bore ;>»at the age of 
twenty-one, Cecilia found herself a widow 
and the mother of three children as destitute 
as herself ! And now, for the fii*st time 
since her imprudent marnage, she venture^' 
to address her exaspemted uncle, — for the 
wants of her innocent babes taught her to 
overcome the suggestions of her innate 
national pride, — to forgdlf the sensitive, 
delicacy of her character ; and in a letter 
dictated by Immility and repentance, she 
craved the charity of her haughty kindred. 

‘‘A tardy and brief reply was vouch- 
safed to her supplication ; — but it contained 
a small remittance ; and in the pmsent 
relief afforded by the gift, Cecilia forgot tlie 
wound inflicted by the terms in which it 
was bestowed. 

‘‘A seconcii time, however, the young 
mother found herself penniless ; and her 
sufferings were now aggravated by the loss 
of her youngest child. ^ I nursed it,’ said 
slxe, when she told me her pitiful story, * and 
1 verily fear it died of famine, for 1 was well 
nigh starved myself. But the despair which 
overcame me when I stretched its little 
wasted limbs for the grave, gave me courage 
to apply once more to iny cruel uncle. 

[ * A second supply was the result of my 

appeal ; but as it w'as accompanied by an 
assurance that it would be the lu^^ I resolved 
to profit by its temporary relief, and return 
to my native country. I thought that the 
sight of my babes, In their destitute condition, 
might win the compassion of those on whpm 
they^'poBsessed other and stronger claims. 1 
longed, too, to hear the accents of my father- 
land, to breathe once more my natal air ; 
for, alas ! the country of my adoption had 
proved but a harsh step-mother. Since I 
had left my native land, my lot had been 
^'one of mortification and misery; and the- 
re^nexabrdhe^ of home — even of the unen- 
deaiing home of my early year^ grow sweet 
by tlia, comparison. 

I “ ‘ But on my return to Austria, I found 
myself greater alien,— a still more reviled, 


more desolate creature ! 1 was assured b^ 

the survivors of my family that in renounc- 
ing their name by my imprudent marriage, 

I had forfeited all claims upon those who 
bore it ; and tliat by intruding my beggary 
upon the joys of their prosperity, I had but 
hardened their heaits towards my >vretchcd 
children. ^ 

shall never forget the day,’ said poor 
Cecilia,” continued the nun, “ ‘ on which I 
turned from their lofty portal toyrards my 
own obscure retreat ; my hearty swelling 
within me as I clasped my lovely children 
to niy desolate bosom. I had then some 
means of support still remaining, — the sav- 
ings of my frugality ; — and I had still 
sti’ength to work ; so tliat when I shut my- ^ 
self up in my owij chamber, I resolved " 
that no extremity of want should 'mduce 
me to court a second repulse. But 1 had 
not duly calculated upon the nature of the 
trials 1 should be doomed to undergo. 1 
had thought but of ceaseless labour, — of 
domestic drudgery ; — of want of food, of 
want of rest; and those miseries 1 couli 
bear, and 1 did bear them cheerfully. J*ut 
with all my hardships I w^as unable to earn 
sufficient bread for my children, I sav' fiie 
loveliness with whicli God had gifted 
them, gradually fade aw^ay ; — their strength < 
wasted, — their little voices*’ grew feeble as 
they breathed their endearments to their 
miserable mother, — their growth was sus- 
pended by want of proper nouriV»hment, — ^ 
and already my fearfi^ foretold a still more 
fatal result. 

* Could* my heai*t resist such a* sugges- 
tion ? Oh ! no ; 1 addressed myself a^ain 
and earnestly to my estrftnged connexions ; 
and my adjuration was so fraught with the 
expressive wretchedness of my mind, that it 
could not be utterly disregarded. It chanced** 
also that my boy had become, through the 
death of a relation, the heir presuni^>tive tq 
a distant hraiicK of my family ; and my 
uncle, mindful perhaps of this contingency, 
was moved to offer him his protection. 
‘Resign the care of your children to me,* 
he wrote in reply to my petition. ‘ Your 
conduct has proved that you are unfit to 
become the directress of their education ; and, 
by your own declafation, you lack the means 
for their support. I will provide liberally 
for tliem both ; if they are permitted to 
assume my name, and if thei; mother con- 
sents to leave this country at once, and for 
ever.’ ” 

** ‘ Rather beg their bread, — ratlier perish 
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with them ! ’ was my first exclamation on 
. perusing this barbarous request. And 1 did 
beg — again and again — humbly and ear<- 
ndstly ; but perhaps I wanted something of 
the lowly air of habitual supplication, or 
hunger and despair might impart a look of 
repellent ferocity to^my countenance, for the 
hearts of the humane were seldom touched 
by my^upplications. In a few weeks there- 
fore my fears recurred with added force ; 
my pride, my courage failed under the solici- 
tudes of h mother’s love, and P formed at 
•length the desperate resolution of obeying 
my uncle’s'commands.* 

*“It was a heavy morning that which* I 
had fixed for the execution of my project, 
and iffy mind was fevered by a night of 
, sleepless horror. I had sat up to render the 
rags oS my poor babes* as^ little revolting as 
possible to those unto whose mercy I was 
^out to commit their destiny ; and when 
uaylight came I roused them gently and 
tenderly from their calm slumbers. I dared 
not look upon their sweet faces as T dressed 
them for the last time ; and when I im- 
pr^ted a burning kiss upon the glossy 
curls of their little heads, 1 felt that the 
Aknighty was* dealing with me more heavily 
than I might bear ! 

c Perhaps despair had already numbed 
my heart into* endurance, for i gathered 
courage to tell them that their troubles were 
over : — that iliey were henceforward to dwell 
^ in a fine house, — with sweet food, — with soft 
‘ rest to restore them | and that they must 
learn to reverence the noble hand frbm which 
*they derived such gifts, and try to forget— 
but^no — no^no! I could not for worfds 
' have told them to *fo];get me ; — and had I 
dbne so, tlie request would have been un- 
availing. They clung to me, — they wept 
- •and' ynplored, and finally prevailed. No ! 

I could not part from them that day ! ’ * 

1 rgpeat Cecilia’s words as nearly as I 
ban remember them,” said the nun, after a 
painful pause ; “ but I* cannot give the 
expression of a mother’s voice to my narra- 
tion; — I remember that Aers reached my 
inmost heart.” 

And did she at last gather strength tc 
part with the poor •babes?” I anxiously 
inquired. \ 

“ The separation effected by an unpre- 
meditated meeting wdth her uncle, V continued 
Sister Agatha. “ They were at the moment 
almost expirifig witn hunger ; and tlie fine 
equipage and dainties proffered by the Prince, j 
induced the little innocents to cons^t to | 


what was at first announced as a sepai’ation 
of a few days from their heart-broken 
mother. 'Young as they were, they did not 
notice how frequently the visit was pro- 
longed ; and after repeated disappointments 
of returning home, their restlessness was at 
length changed into contentment. They 
were kindly used; and, like all children, 
they learned in time to forget the absent. 

^ The mother who had been so missed and so 
lamented, — ^for whom they* had hoarded their 
luxuries, and renounced their infantine 
•enjoyments, was soon rarely mentioned,— 
and finally — ^forgotten. 

^ In the mean time poor Cecilia, who liad 
%ivceep^d a limited pension from the Prince, 
and had fulfilled the necessary condition of 
quitting tlie Austrian territories, was for a 
time reconciled to her miserable destiny by 
the certainty that her children were rescued 
from the sufferings and dangers of privation. 

' In the grievous loneliness of iny existence,* 
said she, ‘ I had the consolation of knowing 
that my treasures no longer fixed the eager 
eyes of starvation upon the morsel I was 
unable to purchase to appease their famine. 

I was supported during the day by a sort of 
feverish excitation which led me to wish fur 
the return of night, that I might lose in 
sleep my sense of sorrow ; #but when the 
night cAme, and I missed from my side the 
little beings who had slumbered ther$ from j 
infancy, — 1 could not rest ! And thus 
longing by day for the night, — by night 
for the return of day, — long weeks, long 
montiis passed over my miserable head. 
Notliing but my fluttering trust tliat iny 
son’s accession of fortune would one day or 
other enable me to clasp in my arms the 
precious creatures for whose well-being I 
had forfeited my own happiness, — enabled 
mo to Buj^iort existence ; — and even that 
hope could hot long suffice to smooth the 
path of self-denial. My mind, fixed with 
constant and dreadful ixftensity upon "the 
absent objects of its affections, became en- 
feelbled ; my courage relaxed witl^my judg- 
ment,— the yearning of my heart grew too 
strong for mastery, — and in a moment of 
frenzy, I returned to Vienna ! 

“ ‘ My first object was to seek a furtive 
interview with my children. I was well 
aware that the* greatest caution would be* 
necessary for the accomplislftieilt of ^y 
end ; and for some days I contented myself 
with watciung,*at dusk, under the windows 
of my undo’s pfdace. I thougfit that lamong 
the shadows of its inmates, .mealed* by tlie 
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lights withLu, 1 might perhaps distingiuBh 
those of my children. 1 aware that 
they inhabited the same chamber whiOh had 
been mine in cliildliood ; and I have stood 
on the bastions beneath it^ through rain^ 
through snow,—^ through piercing frost, — in 
the expectation of catching the joyous echoes 
of their young voices ; at length 1 took 
courage one morning to watch their coming 
out for their daily drive. 

“‘I thought I'had sufficiently disguised 
my altered person ; and with trembling 
limbs I slowly paced along the street, when * 
the gorgeous carriage bearing the arms of 
my family rolled out of the court of the 
palace, and passed close beside me. 
not r^rain from looking up; — and in* a 
moment I saw the fair face of my youngest 
bom, — 'glowing with health, — radiant with 
happiness ; but the smile of' her sweet eyes 
fell upon her mother without recognition,— 
she had forgotten me ! 

^Could I bear this ! 1 fell senseless upon 
the pavement ; and the menials of the car- 
riage, which wounded me as it passed, recog- 
nised in the poor wretch they humanely ran 
to raise from the earth, a rejected daughter 
of their master’s house 1 « 

«<ThiB public Exposure, irritated — and 
perhaps justly — the feelings of the Trince. 
He wrote me a letter filled with a toTrent of 
invective, — upbraiding me with ingratitude, 
and tlireatening me to witlulraw his protection 
from my children, if hereafter I sought, 
directly or indirectly, to come into their 
presence. He reminded me of the dangers 
that would await them in case of my death, 
under such a desertion. He painted in strong 
and appalling terms, the perils which poverty | 
and desolation might entail at some future | 
time upon my daughter. But he might have 
spared his eloquence ; — the blow,was already 
struck, — the bruised reed bowed unto the 
dust, — and death was about bo release the 
wanderer from her sufferings, and himself 
from my furthet intrusion.* , 

“ waa precisely at this period,” resumed 
the nun in a more cheerful tone, that the 
destitute condition of our poor Cecilia drew 
towards her the attention of the Holy Father 
Director of our order. In visiting a sick 
parishioner, he learned that a younjg person 
''of interesting appearance Vas dying in a 
sm^ll -attic in the house ; to the proprietor 
of which she was a totid str^ger. He did 
not, t^vyou may suppose, hesitate to visit 
the bedside of the desolate suSferer, whom he 
found unking* under a slow fever, destitute 


of the common means of support, and 
oppressed by all the terrors of mental despair. 
Within a few hours Cecilia was removed at ' 
his suggestion into our hospital; and feV 
were ever sheltered within its walls unto 
whom its comforts were more vitally neces- 
sary. It was my owi^ turn of duty the 
night of her admission,” said the nun, ‘‘and 
her youth and beauty exerted, in tlio first 
instance, a blamablc influence over my feel- 
ings. Other motives of compassion speedily 
declaredT' themselves. I found that my lovely 
patient’s disorder originated in the efJiaustion < 
arising from a long Endurance of cold and 
hunger. She had lasted for many days 
together during an inclement winter, in order 
to increase^ the scanty ngieals of her children ; 
and during tlie first night that 1 watched ' 
by her side, I liqgrd the names of* those 
beloved children, murmured again and again 
by her parched lips, as though their ver» 
sound were a watchword of salvation 1 ” 

“ And was her case hopeless, even at the 
time of her admission 

“The cares lavished upon her' failed nof 
to procure a transient revival. In a ft\w 
days Cecilia recovered her consciousnesB ; and 
her gratitude for iny attention in removing 
her from the painful position which chance 
had assigned her in the ward, opened hfej 
heart towdVds me, more than towards her 
other attendants. It appeared as if her 
feelings were relieved by confidwig to me the 
history of her afflicted life.” 

“ But surely, surely . jpmething might still 
be done to save her,” said lyiuteinipting the 
•good sister ; surely a malady resulting from 
temporary privation cannpt affect the powers 
of life?” - ' 

“ Wc are* not reckoned unskilful, even by 
the faculty of Vienna,” answered Sister 
Agajtha,'with an air of professional dignity.*" 
“ The influence of the mind is all-powerful 
over the body, and we know that few -diseases 
are more important than those arising out of 
moral causes. You must remember, too, 
that Cecilia’s frame w^as weakened by want 
ca^d toil during three entire years, — that its 
powers have been exliausted by prolonged 
fasts and prolonged vigils ; nothing now can 
save her.” 

“ But you will * apply, without doubt, to 
her family, — to her cruel, selfish uiiclc. 
Surely yod will attempt to bless her’ dying 
eyes with tlie sight^f those beloved objects 
to whom she* ha^ sacrificed her existence ? ” 

I “ Impossible ! ** replied the nun with pi*©- 
I yoking oalmuess. “The Prince is one of 



THE ELIZABETHINES. 


375 


the most powei^ul and liberal benefactore of 
our convent. Were the reverend mother,— 
to whom, however, I have not thought it 
C3fpedient to apply on the eubject, — ^were the 
reverend mother to provoke his Highness’s 
displeasure by such an appeal, she would be 
injuring the cause of tlio poor, and bereaving 
the many in order to gratify the worldly 
passion^ of a single heart. To the sulFering 
multitude we owe an account of our ministry ; 
and their wants and claims, alas 1 will long 
survive thfe sorrows of poor Cecilia.” . 

At Itsast peraiit me, who as a stranger 
can incur no i-isk, to make immediate appU< 
cation to the Prince. His name, — ^liis naiift?, 
— I entreat you do not let this victim ot 
matenfal love die unrewarded.” ■ 

“ You are an enthusiast,” replied the nun 
with ft gentle smile, ** aud forget that the 
slightest motion will extinguish the flame of 
j^expiring lamp ; one moment of agitation 
^ould destroy Cecilia. Besides, although a 
heretic, you must be sensible that the con- 
solations of religion alone become the. I)ed 
ef death. ' It would he cruel to rekindle 
eai;Jihly affections in a heart where the hopes 
of* faith should alone prevail. But I must 
not loiter here,” , continued Sister Agatha, 
respectfully kissing my hand. Farewell, 
T ! farewell ; may your journey prosper ! 
and when you •return to your mvn remote 
country, reiucmher that the sick and the 
poor are coii^)rted by the lowly order of St. 

I Eliza^ieth^ ‘ through the love of God / ’ ” 

The day following |ny memorable visit to 
i\^ convent of •the’ Elisahethinafinneny I 
*depai*tcdj not flnder the influeuee of Sister 
Ag^ia’s benediction^ ‘‘to my own remote 
country,” but on a tour through Hungary, 
'\^ich occupied some months, n Prcivious to 
leaving tlie city of Pesth, the principal resi- 
dencc.of ‘the Hungarian nobility, 1 chanced 
one morning to enter a bookseller’s shop in 
search hooks of instruction for children, 
Vritten in the national language. The 
master of the shop, in reply to my inquiries, 
observed that he could supply me with the 
newest and best as soon as the Counter 
Woleska had finished her selection. I 
looked towards the lady thus referred to, and 
saw a slight figure in ^eep mourning, accom- 
panied by two children, -V elegant little 
girl, and a noble boy about six years of 
age. ‘ . 

The bookseller whispered that he was the 
young Furst 'Beussdotf ; and jit the same 
moment the Countess tuvxung round to desire 
her little girl would offer the books tp t!Ie 


English lady, discovered to me a face,— no 1 
I could dot he mistaken I — a face which I 
had seen* hut once, to remember for ever ; 

' and which 1 had for months past believed to be 
shrouded in the damps of' death,— that, in 
short, of Sister Agatha’s heroine. Even as it 
was, it was totally colourless ; and as I was in 
the very land of Vampirism, I literally shud- 
dered as I fixed my wondering gazd upon 
the Countess, and could not recover my voice 
to thank the lovely cliild from whose hand I 
received the books. 1 concluded my bargain 
^as precipitately as 1 could ; aud walked out 
into the street, without well knowing wliat 
I was about, or where I was going. 
ersAJy^first anxiety on returning homo was 
to « question our German oourier respecting 
the family of Reussdorf, and the Countess 
Woleska ; but I received only those vague 
and tormentin£^a*eplie8 which one is sure to 
extract from such a souinie . “ The W oleskas,” 
he said, “ were a very noble race, — very 
pow^erful, — very wealthy ; settled in several 
provinces of the empire, one branch in 
Hungary, — one in Styria— ” 

“ But the Countess ? ” 

“ TAc Comitessl — the young one or the 
tdd ? I’he Countess Dowager of Woleska is 
of the fSchimrzenivaldchenSesterhoJtsche family 
— a lady of the highest descent and ” 

“ No-*-uo — the young Countess.” 

The young Countess ? There are several, 
guiidige Fran ; tlio Countess Wenzl, the 
Countess Rudolf, ilie Countess Moritz, &c. 
&c. 

Finding it impossible to come to the point, 

I resolved to wait for the evening’s opera, 
when 1 felt sure of "learning the gossip of 
the city from some of the visiters to our box. 

“ Ah ! you have sce^ thb young Countess 
Woleska,” was . the ready answer to my 
iuqipries. “A chanuAUg w^oraan, although 
' rather passc^^ but still a very interesting 
ruin.” 

“ Can you inform me ‘Whetiier she has 
been long msident in Hungary ? ” 

* Scarcely a month, — can it be possible 
that you have not heard her history f a very 
eventful one, if the on dits are accurate. | 
Her little son came suddenly into possession 
of the principality of Reussdorf, by the 
death of a relation in whose house he was • 
educated; but the Countess, having /oimed* 
a connexion early in life wtth aa Freimh 
adventurer, a Buonapartist, which of course 
had obliged het family to cast her oft ,was 
at the tiiiie his unexpected sutfbession, 
concealed in some obscure retreat, ecune say 
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a prison, some a madhouse, and was brought 
forward, to the amazement of alt Vienna, 
hy the family confessoJr ; some * meddling 
Capuchin, who had never lost sight of her. * 
She was in a mosl precarious state of health, 
and was not at first expected to survive her 
change of fortunes.” * 

‘‘ And what ha^ brought her hither ? ” 

She remains at Pesth while the family 
castle in Esclavonia is fitting for her recep- 
tion, — for she has resolved to educate her 
son upon his patrimony, till he is old enough 
to commence his studies at the National^ 
University. We know nothing of the Coun- 
tess but from report ; for she has declined 
entering into the society of the city, an^g^ 
had the maladresse to refuse an invitat>>n 
from the Palatine himself, on the grounds of 
ill health and recent affliction. EtUrc nous^ 

I rather imagine that the fair Jady is conscious 
her long seclusion from society has rendered 
her somewhat unfit to move in the circle to 
which her descent admits hei-.” 

It was not for a stranger like myself to 
controvert this opinion, or to assure my self- 
important friend that not even the Countess 


T414ki, the Lady Jersey of Pesth, might vie 
with the young Countess Woleska, in a 
gentle, graceful timidity of address, which 
cannot become either out of date, or 
I ventured, however, to assert that she had 
never been confined either in a prison or a 
madhouse. 

** You are acquainted with her then, and 
have been betraying me into I’elatifig anec- 
dotes of your friend. This is not fair, but 
it affords me at least the pleasure of assuring 
the Cqiintcss’s enemies that hef intimate 
acquaintance' has vindicated ”« 

“Pern^it me to atsjure you that I never 
iji^i'changed a syllabic with the Countess 
' v/oleska ; but I again repeat on the autho- 
rity of those best infoi'med, that theit never 
existed a brighter exaifiple of the first virtue 
of womanhood, — motflierly affection.”* 

1 never saw this interesting woman again ; 
but 1 was satisfied to leave her in the p.;- 
session of every earthly blessiifg ; and t<S 
know that a life of suffering and resignation, 
had been repaid by moments of joy such as 
can have rarely fallen to mortal 'lot. May 
they be long and frequently renewed ! 


OLD. MASTER GRE^N. 

JIY MISS MITFOllD. 


A PARTICULAR sort of mould, wdiich in this 
county is scarcely to be found except in the 
tract of land called Chittling Moor, being 
wanted to form a compost for that very dear 
part of my small posse'ssions, my beautiful 
geraniums, 'wc determined to accomjjany, or 
rather to follow, in our pretty pony phaeton, 
the less aristocratic cortege^ consisting Of two 
boys with wheelbarrows, and old Master 
Green with a donkey-cart, wh^TTiad teen 
despatched to collect it some two hours before. 

The day was one of the latest in August, 
and the weather splendidly beautiful, clear, 
bright^ breezy^ sunny. It w'ould liave been 
called too warm by one half of the world, 
and by the other too cold, which I take to be 
as near an approach to perfection as our 
climate, or any climate, can well compass. 
We had been sitting in our large parloui'-liko 
^greenhouse ; a superb fusclqa, bending with 
the weight ef its own blossoms, reaching 
alihost to the top of the house, on one side of 
the door, and a sxdendid campanula, with 
five Ji^inct Uems, covered with large yet 
delicata. lilac ..bells, on Uie Sther ; the rich 


balmy scent of the campanula 13ending*'Adtli 
the exquisite odours o| tuberoses, jessamine, 
mignonette, full blo^ Q)yrt]ja 3 , and tiie 
honey-sweet clematis, and looking, yut on* 
gfiy beds of 'the latest flowers, china agters, 
dahlias, hydrangeas blife, and pink, phlox 
white and pj^rple, fne scarlet lobellia, aiKl 
the scarlet geranium. In short, all ^within 
my liitle garden was autumn, beuutlfuL 
auttiinn. 

On the other side of our cottage t^ season 
seemed to have changed. The china roses 
and honeysuckle!^ with which it is nearly 
covered, were in the profuse bloom of early 
June, and the old monthly rose by the door- 
way, (the sweetest of roses !) together with a 
cluster of sweet-peas that grew among its 
branches, were literally smelling of summer. 
The quantity of yain that had fallen had 
preserved the trees in their. most vivid fresh- 
ness, ana tjie herbage hy the road side and 
the shorter turf on the common Iiad all the 
tender verdure of spHng. 

As we advaqpe^^ ^owever, through tlie 
narrow lanes, autuipn and harvest reasserted 
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their rights. Every here and there, at the 
comers where branches jutted out, and in 
tjie straits where the hedges closed in together,* 
loose straws of oats and barley, torn from 
their different wagons, hung dangling from 

*^j-^the boughs, mixed with straggling locks of 
hay, the relics of the after-crop. We our- 
selves ^vere fain to drive into a ditch, to take 
shelter from a dingy procession of bean- 
can'iers. My companion, provoked at the 
ditchy in(:lignit3’’, which his horse relished no 
better tl^n himself, asserted l^iat tTie beans 

* could not be fit to carry ; but, to .judge from ' 
the rattling and crackling which huge 
black sheaves made in rtieir transit, especir 
when the loaded wain was jerked a little on 
one side, to avoid entirely driving over our 

* light and graceful open carriage, wh^h it 
over-topped, and threatei^d to crush, as tlie 
riant in the fairy tale threatens Tom Thumb 

■ —to judge by that noisy indication of ripe- 
ness, ripe they were. Tlie hedgerows, too, 
gave abundant proofs in their ^wn vegetation 
^of the advancing season. Tlie fragrant hazel- 
nuts were hardening in their shells, and 
tempting the schooliioy’s hand hy^their 
swelling clusters; the dewbenies were colour- 
ing; the yellowest. John’s wort, and the 
tall mealy leaved mullein, had succeeded the 
Mushing bells of the foxglove, ^whicli, de- 
spoiled of its crmisou beauty, now brandished 
its long spikes of seed-vessels upon the bank, 
abu^ which' the mountain-ash waved its 
scarlet Ijerries in all the glory of autumn ; 
whilst, as we e£erg«& from the clcjise narrow 
, l&pes into tile m tract of Hartley Common, 
patches* of purple heath just bursting into 
flolv'er, and .the gorse and broom pushing 
forth fresh blossAns under the influence of 
the late rainy weatlj^er, waved \tei: 'the light 
harebell^ the fragrant thyme, and fljp spring- 
^ ing fungi of the season. In short, the ujiole 
of our Berkshire world, as well as that very 
,dear aiM very tiny bit of it called my garden, 
spoke of autumn, beautiful autumn, the best 
if not the only time for a visit to the 
Cliittlthg Moor. 

These Moors were pretty much w'hat tlie 
w^ord commonly indicates, a long level tract 
of somewhat swampy^asture land, extending 
along tlie margin of the Kennett, which in 
other parts so beautiful,Volled liea'lly and 
lazily through fts abundant, but somewhat 
coarsej herbage ; a dreary and deilolate place 

^ when compai^pd w*ith the gener' \ scenery of 
our richly- wooded and thicklv peopled coun- 
try, and one where the eye, wandering over 
the dull expanse, unbroken by hill, oriied^, 

V 
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or timber tree, conveyed, as is often the case 
in flat, barren, and desolate scenes, an idea 
of space more than commensurate Avith the 
actual extent. # 

The divisions of this large piece of ground 
are formed of w'ide pitches, Avhich at once 
serve to drain and to irrigate these marshy 
moors, BO frequently overflbwed by the river 
in spring and winter, and sometimes even in 
summer; it being no unusual catastrophe 
for the coarse and heavy crops to he earned 
aw'ay by a sudden flood, disappointing the 
hopes of the fanner, and baffling the efforts 
of tlie ha^miaker. A Aveary thing was a wet' 
i innner in the Chittling Moor, wdtli the hay 
i »iu 6ne day a swamp, and the next a lake; 
and the hay, or rather the poor droAvued 
grass, that should have been liay, choking 
the ditches, or sailing down the strear' 
The best that could befal it was to be earned 
off in wagons in its grassy shape, and made 
up comfortably and snugly on dry groimd, in 
some upland meadow ; but people cannot 
always find room for the outer integuments 
of three hundred acres of grass land, and, 
besides that difficulty, the intersecting ditches, 
with their clattering hollow-sounding Avooden 
bridges, presented no ordinary peril to the 
heavy w'ains, so that the landlord was fain 
to put .u]> with little rent, and the farmer 
wdth small profit — too happy if the subse- 
quent grazing paid the charge or the loss of 
the prolonged and often fruitless liay- 
harvest. 

A dreary scene Avas the Chittling Moor ; 
a fcAv old w’illow pollards, the most melan- 
choly of trees, fonned f .e sole break to its 
dull unifonnit}", am; " iic small dwelling, 
AAdiose curling^ smoke ro^e in the distance 
above a clustering oi*chard, was the only sign 
of human habitation. This small cottage* 
had* been built clii^fly to suit the circum- 
sfances of the Moor, which rendered a public- 
house necessary during the^long hay-making ; 
and it w'as kept by a widow, avIio contrived 
tg, make the profits of that Avatery but 
drohthy season pay for the Avant of custom 
during the rest of the year. Not that the 
Widow Knight aa^es absolutely without cus- 
tomers at any period ; the excellence and 
celebrity of her home-brewed having ensured 
to her a cert^jn number of customers, who, 
especially on Suhdays, used tojvalk<!own to^ 
the Chittling Gate (so was hef domicile 
entitled) t<' partake of the luxuries of a pipe 
and a pot of afe, scream to tli& deaf^'ndow, 
gosisip Avith hea comely daughter, or flirt with 
her pretty grandchild, (for whole estab- 
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lishiuent was female) as their several ages or 
dispositions might prompt. 

Of this number none was more constant 
than our present attendant, old Master Green, 
and it in by no means certain, whether his 
familiarity with the banks and pollards 
which afforded the frue geranium mould 
may not have been acquired by his heb- 
domadal visits to the 'Widow Knight’s snug 
and solitary ale-house. 

Old George Gi’ew was indeed a veteran of 
the tap-room, one to whom strong beer had 
" been for nearly seventy years the best friend 
and the worst enemy, making him happy 
and keeping him poor. He called himse^ 
eighty-five ; and I presume, from the 
of other people, as w^ell as his own, (for when 
Y approaching that age, vanity generally takes 
j 'he turn of making itself older,) that he 
might really he past fourscore. A wondcif ul 
j man he was of his years, both in appearance 

/ and constitution. Hard work had coutvtov 
*Mi,« •MMstewi uinilclng, as an 

equal quantity of lal>our, under the form of 
hard riding, sometimes used to do hy a 
jovial fox-hunting squire of former times, 
and had kept liim light, vigorous, and active, 
as little bent or stiffened by age as the two 
boys who were delving out the earth under 
his direction. The only visible mark which 
age had set upon him — mark did 1 say? a 
brand, a fire-brand — was in his nose, which 
was of the true Bardolphiau size and colour, 
and a certain roll of the eye, which might per- 
haps, under any circumstances, have belonged 
to the man and his humour, but which much 
resembled that of a topeij, when half-tipsy, and 
fancying himself particularly wise. 

The very Nestor of village topers was Mas- 
^tei* Green ; hearty, good-humoured, meny, 
^and jolly, very civil, and a Httle sly. He 
was quite patriarchal in the number of. his 
descendants, having had the Mahommedau 
t allowance of four^wives, although, after the 
^ Chnstiaii fashion, successively, and more 
children and grandchildren than he could 
, conveniently count. Indeed, his computa- 
tion varied a little, according as he happened 
to be drunk or sober ; for he was proud of 
liis long train of descendants, just as his 
betters may be proud of a long line of an- 
cestry ; and, being no disciplf^ of the Mal- 
thusian d<mtrine, thought he "had done the 
»t'*te” (that is, tile parish) "some service,’’ 
in rearing up a go^y tribe of sons and 
ujany of them in their turn 
grandfathers and grandmothers, and mofi^. of 
whom had conducted themselves passably 


in the world, as times go — thanks probably 
to a circumstance which he sometimes 
.lamented, their being, men and women, hut 
puny tipplers compared with their jolly 
progenitor. Even his favourite grandson 
and namesake, only son and heir of the^ 
most prosperous of his ipnumsrous family. 
Master Green, the thriving carpenter of East 
Hartley, who, like a dutiful lad, came every 
Sunday afternoon to the Chittling Gate to 
meet his gi'andfather, abandoning for that 
pmpose bhe cricket-ground at Hartliv, wdiero 
he, a singularly fine young man, liad long 
been accourted the best player — even this 
fq>ipurite grandson was, he declared, little 
'better than a milk-sop, a swallower of tea 
and soda-water. " 1 yerily believe,^' said 
Master Green, “ that^ a pot of double X 
would upset him 1”| 

A friend and a promoter of matrimony in 
all its shapes, especially in the guise of u 
WHS our worthy great-grand- 
father, whether in his own person, or in the 
person of his descendants, Four drives had 
he had of happy memory, and he spoke lL' 
them^pll with mingled affection and phi] 
sophy, as good sort of women in the main, 
though the first was somewhat of .a slut, the 
second ugly, the third siUy, and the last a 
scold, which, as he o^)served, "might be ouc 
reason thaf he missed her "so much, poor 
woman ! the house seemed so quiet aud 
— whereupon he sighc and then, 
with a roll of his eye and », kuowiug {wist 
of his Bai^olphian no8t;^beg:p to talk of tJie 
necessity of his looking ouj;,;, .^Tfifti help- 
mate, ‘ • 

By this time the operation of collecting 
the geranium mouil was^ in full activity ; 
and the epn^j.-sation of the old man and tlie 
tw'o li»^Al> },oys, to whicllVe were aut£ori 7 .ed 
listepers, and in which my companion soon 
became an interlocutor, gave us to under- 
stand that they were in possession, jf some 
farther information Respecting Master Green’s' 
matrimonial intentions. 

" We all know why he goes to the Chittling 
Gate every Sunday,” said Ben, an arch saucy 
lad, of whom we have before heard. 

"Any child may know that,” responded 
Master^ Green, trying to look demure and 
innoceii^^ like a y< ung lady when rallied on 
her odittjers ; "any child caii tell that. . The 
Widow JKnight brews the best ale in the 
parish.” 

" Ay, but .^t*s not the only reason,” said 
Jphn, a modesC J^/^th of sixteen : "is it. 

TIa.. 9?* . ^ 
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father is an oW fob’l:)rand must answer sforj 
hirf own folly.” 

" Well, hut Susan ! she never can he sucli 
a fi:oose. It must he a mistake. Have you 
really heen asked in church, Master Green ? 
Have the banns actually been published ?” 

Twice, sir, in fuH form,” answered the 
old man, gi*avely. “ I wonder your honour 
did not hear them.” 

“And is the match really to take place?” 

“ Next Monday, your honour, God willing,” 

“ Pshaw ! nonsense ! the thing ’s impos- 
sible ! you arc all joking.” 

“Time will prove, sir,” rejoined Master 
Green, still more gravely; and, the gera- 
mould being now fairly collected, we 
p«,rted. 

And on the next Monday the marriage 
did take place, sure enough, though not 
exactly in the way anticipated, George 
Green the younger proving to be the bride- 
groom, to the surprise of bridemaid, parson, 
and clerk : whilst the rich carpenter, unable 
to resist the double pleadings of his fathei 
and his son, and somewhat jileased to be 
spared the scandal of so youthful a stepmother, 
forgave the trick and the stolen match ; and 
old George Green, in the fulness of his 
delight, got tipsier than ever, in honour of 
his success, and toasted the Widow Knight 
so often and so heartily in her own home- 
brewed, that it’s odds ]>ut he becomes the 
landlord of that snug ale-house, the Cbittling 
Gate, after all. 


reasonenough,” rejoined Master Green. 
“But not reason,” retorted Ben. 
“What! the widow herself?” quoth my 
companion. * 

“ Lord, no, sir ! ” interrupted Ben. 

“ ’Twoiild he a very suitable matclu and a 
)}nug resting-j^ace ; only I’m afraid he vmuld 
drink up alk the afe in the cellar,” pursued 
th(? inDbn’ogator, 

“Lord, no, sir!” again exclaimed Ben. 
Master Green thinks the w’idow too old.” 
“Too )ld ! Why, she’s a ^‘^Jre.ef years 
younger*^ than Jiimself ; but I suppose he 
prefers the daughter ?*• 

“No, no, sir,” rejoined Be^ ; “she’s i^o 
old, too. The gTand-^augh*!:r, the grana- 
daugh;:er! That’s the match for Master 
Green.” 

“ V.Tiat I the young pretty girl, Susan 
Parker, a girl of eighteen, marry a man of 
f^ohty ! nonsense, Ben.” 

I “They’ve been asked in church, sir,” said 
|| John, uuietly ; “ I heard it myself.” 

“Asked in church! But I thought the 
onng caipenter was after Susan? Asked 
i. church ! Master Green, are you rivaling 
>Ui‘ own grandson ?” 

« “ His father, Jlio sick carpenter, would 
not*liear of that match,” cried I3en, “ because 
^ isan had no money,” 

“ And what does he say to Jiis match, 
Bcir?” 

. “ Sir, he says that ho likes it worse than 
t’otiler, but that he can’t help this ; that his 
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